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DEDICATION 



Hiis book is dedicated to the memory of my paternal grandmother, 
Mahlodi Paulina Kekana Mokgade. She was a dave. She grew up 
alone, fax away from her people and birthplace. She never owned 
property of her own except her diildren. As her story in the book will 
show, she was married off by someone who was not her fiither but 
who kept her as a slave. She never knew her parents; only late, by 
mere chance, her people discovered her, already a mother of 
children. 

Perhaps for me, her capture during the conflict between her 
people and the early Dutch setders in South Africa was a blessing in 
disguise. Had she not been a slave, had she not been married to a 

Mosotho Chief by her slave master, I would not have come into the 
world in the form I did. I might not have come at all. It was because 
of the two episodes, her enslavement and marriage, that preparation 
for my coming life in the world started. I am a part of her and she is 
a part of me. I believe firmly that as long as I live, she lives. 

N. M. 

London ig'jo 
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I Family 



My name is Monyadioe Moreleba Naboth Mokgatle. I was born in a 
tribal village called Phokeng in the district of Rustenburg, Transvaal 
Province, South Africa, on the first of April nineteen-hundred and 
eleven. I was one of the three sons of Setlhare Hebron and Salome 
Mokgatle, and the last-born in the family. My parents had eight 
children, three boys and five girls. I do not know when they married, 
but my mother told me that in eighteen-ninety-six, at the time when 
the Bafokeng tribe lost most of their catde through cattle sickness 
which swept the tribe and the surrounding tribal lands, their first 
child^ a daughter called Nkatlholeng, was a baby of about nine or 
twelve mon^ 

My mother was a Christian and my father was not. Because of 
that, their marriage was performed in both Christian and non- 
Christian tradidons. The ceremony, according to my mother, was 
held in a Lutheran church at Hermannsburg Mission and at my 
father's home in the traditional way. My father's parents, like all 
African parents, paid bogadi (dowry) for their son's bride. Without 
the payment of bogadi, African law and tradition would not have 
recognised their union as a legal one. 

Nkadholeng, my parents' first-born, was followed by twin sons 
who, like her, died before they reached the age of three or four yean 
dd. My mother and fiither dUd not tell me why they died so early, 
but I am sure that they did not die because of lack of medicine but 
that those who claimed to know how to cure the sick tried to cure 
them. 

My twin brothers were followed in nineteen-hundred by twin 
sisters who looked so much alike that many people in our village - 
dose relatives, my parents' brothers and sisters as well as their 
children - could not tell which was which. Their names were 
Molebopi and Madira, but they were known by their Christian 
names Maria and Martha. 

They grew up healthy and by the time Martha died in nineteen- 
twenty-four she was engaged to be married. Maria remained alone 
and was very lonely, but in nineteen-thirty-three, nine years after 
Martha's death, she got married. 

In nineteen-hundred and four my mother gave birth to another 
daughter, named Majoni (soldiers), and her Christian name was 
Eva. She was bom at the tune when there were still movements of 
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British soldiers from the Anglo-Boer war in the country. She 
acquired the name of Soldiers because, according to my parents, on 
the day of her birth a large company of British soldiers passed 
through our village, from the north towards Rustenburg in the 
south, and some of them stopped to ask for water to drink. Majoni 
married before her sister Maria in nineteen-twenty-seven, and 
became the mother of six children. She died in nineteen- fifty-one, in 
Johannesburg, visiting her husband who was working there. She fell 
sick three days after her arrival, was taken to hospital, and five days 
later in hospital she died. I was living in Pretoria with my wife and 
two children, and one Thursday afternoon I received a telephone 
call from a friend informing me of my sister's death, which came to 
me as a surprise and a deep shock. I was at the time the general 
secretary of the African General Workers* Union in Pretoria. I left 
my office immediately and went first to an African location, called 
at the time Bantule or New Clare, on the south-west side of Pretoria, 
to tell my mother's cousin who lived there with her children, who 
were caring for her after her husband's death. From Bantule I 
hurried to where I lived, eight miles from the centre of Pretoria, at 
Atteridgeville, which the Africans called Phelindaba (the End of 
Worries), to tell my wife and to make preparations for both of us to 
leave for Johannesburg. We left our daughter and son, Keitumetse 
and Matshediso, with my wife's mother and left for Johannesburg. 
I was deeply worried, wondering why I did not know of zny sister's 
sickness, only her death. 

In nineteen-hundred and eight, my parents welcomed the birth 
of their fifth daughter and named her Phelloe; when she was 
christened she was named Sannie. At that time my parents' children 
were all girls, and the chance of ever having a male child was begin- 
ning to fade away. The most worried person was my father, because 
he knew that if there was to be no male child bom into the &mily 
hb name would eventually disappear. 

Nevertheless, as time went on, my sister Phelloe became my 
Cither's favourite and that earned her jealousy and hatred from her 
sisters and mysdf when I joined them later. We suspected her as 
being father's spy and that she was at ail times watching us, prepar- 
ing a report for him. Our suspicion of her was strengthened by 
father's treatment of her, because on many occasions when we had 
all done something wrong, which demanded father's strong action, 
he would scold us firmly, and if our actions demanded punishment 
we would be pimished, but Phelloe would be warned not to join in 
again in doing wrong with the wicked children, who were on 
purpose disobeying father and mother's orders. On many occasions 
when that happened, Phelloe would be taken away from us as we 
were accused, and would be standing at father's side or even leaning 
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against him. My father was a very strict disciplinarian and hated 
his orders being disobeyed. 

My sister Phelloe was not as healthy as most of us were. She was 
dim and delicate and occasionally complained of being miwelL She 
was the first in my family to learn the English language at school, 
and during her school days she turned out to be very gifted in her 
studies. Each time they had competitions at school she never fiuled 
to bring a prize home with her. I remember the time when the head- 
master of her school came to see my father to suggest that he should 
try his utmost to send my sister to college, but my fiither turned it 
down on the grounds that she was a woman; back firom college she 
would get married and forget everything she had learned. 

My sisters were brought up in the old African tradition that the 
parents knew best and had a duty to marry their children into the 
families of the people they knew well and trusted, and where they 
were sure that their daughters would be well cared for and respected. 
My three sisters who eventually married all had their marriages 
arranged for them by father and mother. Equally, the men who 
married them were brought up in a rimilar way. They were from the 
Molefc, Petlele and Rakhudu families. The Molefes were not of our 
tribe, but were members of another tribe called Bamaake, living in a 
tribal village called Siga, far away to the extreme west of our tribe 
and lands. They were well known to my parents and reared many 
cattle, sheep and goats. They were also successful peasant farmers. 
My sister Majoni was married to them. 

The Petleles were members of our tribe who, according to legend, 
had at one time in its history held high positions as Chief's advisers 
and councillors. They were still respected and were also successful 
peasant farmers with considerable means. Phelloe was married to 
them. 

I was told that the father of Janki Petlele, my sister Phelloe's 
husband, was my father's best friend until he died, and left a wish 
that one of his sons be persuaded to marry one of my father's 
daughters. The last were the Rakhudus, who were also of high social 
standing, not very successful in their dealings with the soil and 
animals, but enjoying the privilege of being headmen of one of the 
clans in the tribe with a history of having produced in the long past 
poets and men who were learned in tribal laws and customs. My 
sister Molebopi (Maria) was married to them. 
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II Tribal Origins 



My tribe, known in the Transvaal as the Bafokeng tribe, is Bosotho 
and its language is Sesotho. Like other tribes all over the Province, 
they call themselves Bosotho. Our tribal symbol is a crocodile 
(kwena) and we call ourselves and are know as Bakwena. Other 
tribes, too, have their tribal symbols, a baboon, a monkey, a black 
ox, or other animals or reptiles. These symbols are so sacred to 
them that whenever they sight them or come into contact with them, 
they must not kill them but only admire them, and recite poems of 
praise to them. 

From what I have cited above it can be noted that our tribe, at a 
time unknown to me, perhaps long before the Europeans came to 
Africa, were part of the Basotho nation, who are today the inhabitants 
of Lesotho, formerly Basutoland. The language spoken in Lesotho is 
the same as the one spoken by my people, though some different 
pronunciations have been introduced, and anyone in Lesotho or in 
our tribe can imderstand each other. 

The African people, not being writers in the past, kept no records 
of their movements, and therefore there are no dates as to what 
period my ancestors moved away from Lesotho and why they left. 
All I know because of the legend, which was handed down by the 
old to the young, is that from Lesotho my people went to Botswana 
(formerly Bechuanaland) and settled at the place still known today 
as kwa-Bokwena-ba-Sechele-sa-Motsoasele. Their headquarters was 
Molepolole, which remains the headquarters of the people of the 
tribe who remain there today. While my ancestors were at Bokwena- 
ba-Sechele-sa-Motsoasele, ruled from Molepolole, they moved away, 
led by a man called Tshukudu whom they made their Chief as they 
moved south-eastward, and crossed the Madikwe (Marico) River 
into the Transvaal. Again I do not know the reaison why they left 
their people at Molepolole : I imagine it was before the arrival of the 
Europeans. Tshukudu and his people moved on until they reached 
the moimtains known today as Pilansberg mountains, which Africans 
called Thaba tsa Bakgatla. 

Having passed over Thaba tsa Bakgatla, under the leadership of 
Tshukudu, my ancestors found themselves against the barrier of 
noka ea Kgetleng (Elands River) flowing west to east. Instead of 
attempting to cross it, with its deep waters, they chose to move along- 
side it eastward on its northern side until they reached a place 
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called Mogoase. There they settled down and established their first 
independent village. Tshukudu was at that time well established as 
their Cihief. They were a large group who constituted fiunilieSy with 
possessions, owning catde, sheep and goats. 

There were no other tribes nearby ; die land was open, roamed by 
wild animab and birds of all kinds, big and small. From there they 
hegBOk to set aside lands for cultivation, where they grew crops, and 
lands which they reserved for grazing animals. Tshukudu and other 
men went on to follow tradition and married more than one wife. 
They were far away from Molepolole in Botswana, and therefore saw 
no point in becoming a branch of Bakwena-ba-Sechele-sa-Motso- 
asele, but preferred to be an independent group of people who must 
make their own laws and determine their own fpture. From that 
time onward all the tributes were to be paid to Tshukudu and his 
successors. They followed traditions as they knew them, and 
Tshukudu's first male child became the Chief after his death and his 
elder son followed him, and all Tshukudu's descendants became 
Chiefs. Their livestock increased, and as new babies were born the 
tribe also increased. Tribal marriages took place and the Chief 
became the officiating figure, and with his blessing all marriages 
became legal and binding. The tradition was that any man could 
marry as many wives as he was able to support by building them 
homes and providing them with cattle to milk for their children. 
Polygamy, as they had known it at Molepolole, became part of life. 

One of the things invented to discourage men from marrying many 
wives, just for the sake of marrying them, was bogadi (dowry) with 
cattle, and no man was allowed to marry a woman and take her 
away from her family without paying dowry to her parents. The 
Chief also was affected by this law. Naturally, rich men married 
more wives and less rich men married fewer wives. Many children 
found themselves having one father but many mothers. But each 
woman and her children had to have her own cattle. 

One of the traditions and customs my ancestors inherited at 
Molepolole and perpetuated wherever they went and settied was 
circumcision. They practised circumcision for many years until some 
of them became Christians and the impact of Christianity made itself 
felt amongst them. Circumcised boys became men initiated into 
manhood and once they had been circumcised they could marry. 

Boys were circumcised between the ages of twelve and sixteen. 
Once they reached those ages they were taken together in a large 
group away from their homes to the interior of the country, where 
only selected men knew where the ceremonies were held and only 
the circumcised could visit them. The circumcision periods were 
always in the cold months of winter and the boys liv^ there for a 
perioid of three months. It was said that at that period the boys 
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having been circumcised were in addition taught manhood, tribal 
laws, customs and traditions. It is also said that they were taught 
how to rear animals hunting, war, as well as herbs and helpful 
remedies. 

Their mothers and sisters were not allowed to know where they 
were or how they progressed. At circumcision times, the Chief's sons 
and those of the headmen of clans in the tribe were to be circumcised 
first, and the CShief 's son heading the section with which he was 
circumcised became the leader of the secdon, or battalion. If the 
Chief had no son of his own to head the circumcised battalion, then 
one of his brothers' sons took over and became the head of the 
battalion. £ach battalion was given a name by which it was known. 
Before a new battalion was formed and given a name, the one before 
it must have had five or six sections of circumcised boys added to it. 
The battalions of circumcised boys or men belonged in law to the 
Chief. If he desired to attack another tribe, so that he could add their 
lands to his tribe's and make them his subjects, he could call on any 
of the battalions to undertake the tasL If he wished to have some- 
thing done in the tribe for the tribe, or even for himself, which meant 
his fiunily, he was free to call on any of those circumcised battalions 
to perform the task. They were, so to speak, soldiers of the tribe and 
the Chief was their commander-in-chief. £ach time they were 
called upon to do something, the Chief's son, their leader, or his 
cousin, led them into action. 

At the end of three months, afler they had been circumcised, the 
boys returned home no longer boys but men who had graduated into 
the Ufe of adults, and from that time onwards were expected to 
behave like adults, accountable for all their actions. While they were 
living away from home during the circumcision period, visited only 
by men already circumcised, strict secrecy was maintained about 
their lives, movements and whatever might happen to them. The 
area in which they lived and moved about was stricdy prohibited to 
women and girls and young boys who had not reached the stage 
of circumcision. If one of the circumcised boys died, his death was 
kept from his mother and sisters. Only his &ther and uncles were 
informed, and they knew that they had to keep the secret until the 
boys returned home after three months. 

When they returned, the first place they assembled at was the 
Chiefs place, where mothers of boys who haid been away fi*om home 
for three months sat happily to welcome their sons. Mothers whose 
sons had been eaten by wolves (which was the term used to illustrate 
death at the circumcision camp) knew of their sons' death for the 
first time when their wooden cUshes and spoons, broken into pieces, 
were thrown in firont of them. When the boys paraded before the 
welcoming crowds, they all looked identical, smeared with red day 

6 



Copyrighled material 



to disguise them from recognition. Once broken dishes and spoons 
were thrown in front of a woman, she knew, and everyone else knew, 
that her son never left the drcmncision area. She knew that she was 
there not to receive her son, but the news of his death. To inform 
the dead boy's sisters, who could not go with their parents to wel- 
come their brother, llie woman took tihie pieces of broken dish and 
spoons, to say to her daughters, this is what I went to coUect The 
legend is that mother and daughters would begin to weep, bitterly 
mourning the death of the member of the family. 

Circumcised boys, having graduated into the new world of adults, 
became full members of the tribe and their battalions {mophato, 
plural mephato), I said that at that stage they had also reached 
marriageable stage. Since dates of births were not recorded and the 
exact ages of boys and girls were not known, how did my ancestors 
determine that a boy or girl could marry ? Two methods were used. 
Men kept watch on the boy. The growing of beards was the deter- 
mining factor. The boy was watched struggling with the problem of 
a beard for a year, and during the second year his parents knew they 
could marry him off at any time. Two factors determined a girPs 
womanhood : the rising of her breasts, and monthly periods, and both 
were watched by women, who gave reports to men that the girl 
was suitable to become a mother. Courting was unknown; the 
parents did that for their children. In some cases, the legend goes on, 
the fates of boys and girls were decided when they reached the ages 
of three and four. The parents on both sides could meet and decide 
that their children would become husband and wife when they had 
reached maturity. 

At the age of twelve or thirteen, the girl was told by her mother 
who her husband was going to be and who her parents-in-law were 
going to be. Similarly, before the boy left for circumcision, his father 
told him whose daughter he was going to marry and the name of his 
future wife. Boys and girls were already engaged when they reached 
the ages of thirteen and fourteen. Before they got married, they saw 
each other, but were not allowed to be alone, or given time to ask 
one another whether they knew they were going to be husband and 
wife. At an appointed date and time, the girl would be sent to the 
boy's home to deliver a present or a message to the boy's parents. 
She would on certain occasions be sent to the boy's parents' home to 
perform certain tasks so that her future husband's parents could see 
that she was a hard-working girl who would make a good wife for 
their son. Similarly, the boy would at times be drafted to his future 
wife's parents' home to perform trying tasks in order to convince 
them that in him their daughter would find a protector and a hard- 
working husband. 

Illegitimacy was very rare at the time of my ancestors' arrange- 
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merits of marriages. Where illegitimacy occurred it was amongst 
already married couples, where one party neglected the other, or 
the woman's husband had died. If a woman bore a child with a 
stranger, the child was regarded as illegitimate, but was allowed to 
use the name of the man her mother was married to, and the children 
of her mother were expected to treat it in the same way as their 
Intimate brothers and sisters. Illegitimacy also occurred with 
women whose sweethearts died at circumcision time and who found 
no one else to marry. 

My ancestors' organisatioii was polygamous. Like most male- 
dominated social organisations, men were masters, made laws mostly 
in their own favour and to suit their needs, and made it appear that 
this was right, and being so, ought to be liked and obeyed. Women 
had no free dioice in marriage. Law and custom allowed men to 
have more than one wife but women to have only one husband. This 
raises the queidon whether women were in &ct happy under such a 
system. Men would argue that they were, but when in my early days 
I asked one old woman, who hersdf was bom into such a setting, she 
could only remark, 'It was law and custom; women could not dream 
of arguing against it; it was part of life in those days; it happened 
everywhere in every fiunily.* 

The whole system was explained to me by one blind old man whose 
fether was my fether's half-brother; my fether and his father had 
the same fether but different mothers. The old man, whose name 
was Mogale (C!hristian name, Ananias) Mokgatle, was acknowl- 
edged as an authority on our tribal laws and customs. When I was 
<dd enough to understand some of the things he wanted me to know, 
I think I was fifteen or sixteen years of age and I was attending a 
village church school called Fhokeng Preparatory School, and my 
parents' home was very near his. He became very fend c^me. He 
could not go out fer a walk because of his blindness, and therefore 
required help from someone to tdl him where to walk and to lead 
him away firam jntfidls and other things which would have caused 
him injuries. In the aftmoon, when he knew that I was back from 
school, he would send fer me to keqp him company, or to lead him 
out fer a walk I didn't like him very much, beoiuse as a young man 
I thought he was denying me the chance df meeting my friends and 
playing with them. At times I used to put down my books quicUy, 
when I didn't find dther of my parents at home, and go away befere 
a messenger arrived to call me. He was a highly respected man; he 
was third in line of our CShiefik If the Cihief who ruled the tribe at 
that time had died and his dder son had been too young to succeed 
hint, the blind old man Mogale WQvdd have acted as regent over tiie 
tribe. So that he was at liberty to call any young man or boy near 
him, apart firom his own grandchildren, to lead him fer a walk. I 
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always complained to my mother, never to my father. 'Why is he 
always pickhig on me? I led him out quite recently, why call on me 
again?' My mother would say, *You are ddng nothing at present, 
it's your duty to go and lead your unde.' 

Sometimes, a day or two before Saturday, when he knew there 
would be no school, Mogale used to go to my parents to ask if he 
could have me on Saturday morning or afternoon if my parents did 
not specially require my services. Mother or &ther would readily 
agree if they had no need of me. Sometimes he would direct me to 
take him to the GhieTs court, when he knew that there was a court 
case going on to which he would like to listen or wished to con- 
tribute his wisdom and knowledge oflaw and custom. That used to 
bring me into contact with high tribal legal debates, verdicts, and 
complaints of those who had lost legal battles. I used to sit there, 
waiting for him to direct me to take him back home, but listening to 
what was being said. 

I remember listening to a case in which a man was suing his 
parents-in-law, demanding the return of his dowry, because his wife 
had left: be had tried for many months to get her back; she lived 
with another man ; her parents and relatives made no efforts to help 
him to get her back; and while she was living away from home with 
another man she fell sick and died. The man was a member of the 
tribe but lived in another village, fifteen or more miles away from 
Phokeng, the headquarters. His case was dealt with first by the head- 
man of his village, who agreed that he was entitled to his dowry 
back. His parents-in-law argued that they were not responsible for 
their daughter's actions, and therefore the question of returning the 
dowry did not arise. They appealed to the tribe's high court in 
Phokeng. When the appeal was heard I was at the court with old 
Mogale. After hearing the evidence presented, according to the 
custom the presiding judge had to ask any of the old men to speak 
for or against the appeal. My blind old man was asked to speak. 
He rose, spoke without seeing anyone present, only hearing their 
voices, and said that, according to the tribal law, dowry could be 
returned, but only to the one who paid it. The dowry, Mogale went 
on, was not paid by the man who demanded its return, but his 
parents. They paid it as a present to their son, to get him a wife. They 
made the arrangements and took part in the talks about the dowry 
and paid it to the woman's parents. If they were here, demanding 
the return of the dowry, the court would do nothing but grant that 
the dowry be returned to them as thdr property. The son had no 
right to demand the return of the dowry, only his parents. 

Mogale Ananias Mokgatle was older than my father, but both 
were born into the polygamous system which my ancestors practised. 
Both their parents had more than one wife, but both got married at 
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the time when the influence of Christianity had taken over in our 
tribe. Both my father and Mogale went to circumcision, but none of 
their children went because the church, which most of the tribe had 
joined, was against it. CSircumdsion therefore ended in our tribe 
with my father's battalion. 

Mogale was a very interesting story-teller. He was not an educated 
man, he could not read or write, but he remembered many things 
and was also good at making riddles. I still remember one cold 
winter evening by the fireside in his fire house, which was also the 
kitchen of his ^unily, when he told me and other young boys and 
girls who were enjoying the open fire with him, a story about how he 
himself got married to his wife of whom death had since deprived 
Mm. He was a practising Christian. He told us that, like all boys of 
his young days, when he returned firom circumcision his unde, acting 
on his fitther's instructions, told him the name of the girl he was 
gmng to marry. He knew the girl, who was about six years younger 
than himself, and when he got that message he knew that his mar- 
riage days were near. About a month later he was sent to the girl's 
home to observe her and also to give her a chance to observe him. 
He was welcomed by the girl's parents, who at the same time called 
the girl to greet him, so that for the first time they could exchange 
greetings and nothing more. 

When they came &ce to &oe, the girl knew that she was greeting 
her future husband. A week or so later, he said, he left for tiie bush 
to join other boys of his age to herd their parents' cattie. That meant 
living with animak, away firom home for an indefinite period. Two 
years later a man arrived at his parents' cattie post, sent to inform 
him of what had taken place at home in his absence. The messenger's 
name was Ranthuteng. A day afto his arrival, Ranthuteng told him 
that he was sent to tdl him that he was a married man and his 
marriage had already been celebrated at home, and he was to take 
him home to meet his wife. 

I was, with the other young boys and girls who by the fireside 
made Mogale's audience, &sdnated by the story of his marriage. 
Being bom at the time when polygamy was no longer practised in 
our tribe, we were surprised tiiat someone could be married in his 
absence. I asked him whether he didn't object to being married 
while away at the cattie post He said, *Who8e son would I have been 
to object said go against my parents' wishes? I would not dare to do 
that. We vrere not like you children of today who can object and 
get your own way.' I did see some of the polygamy system in our 
tribe when I grew up. There were still a few fiunilies which had not 
become Christians and had more than one wife. Even my Other's 
half-brother, who, though he never became a Christian, allowed his 
children to be baptised, had two wives. His name was Dikdedi. 
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Though Mogale was delighted with the system of Ghristiamty, he 
said that it had brought with it liberal ideas which brought the 
breakdown of tribal diBcipline. He dted the fact that in the days of 
his boyhood we could not be sitting there with him listening to what 
he had to tell us. Boys, he said, would have been grouped together 
in the dan being told stories about discipline, respect for dders, 
tribal traditions, customs and all they were expected to know. He 
went on to say that when we grew up to be men and women we 
would have nothing to tell our children about our background and 
its things which kept our tribe together. I then asked him why he 
became a Christian, and he replied by making an illustration that 
when you swim in the river with other people, you must see which 
way they are swimming and swim the same way too. If, he explained, 
you decide to swim the opposite way, you will drown. 

I, with my friends who listened with me, were enjoying what he 
was saying but not taking anything seriously. For us it was a mere 
story which had no connection with our life. We had no idea what 
the past meant to old Mogale. We were a new generation, and he 
represented the old world we didn't know and felt nothing about. 
Later, when I grew up - when I was away from him, working in 
Pretoria, struggling with the impact of Christianity and the European 
way of life and all we were getting from it - 1 realised that I made a 
mistake by not writing down all the old man told me. 



II 
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Ill SpUt 



I have already said that, after leaving Molepolole, in Botswana, my 
ancestors settled at Mogoase and that their first Chief was the man 
who led them, Tshukudu; ako that, from that time onwards, every 
Chief who ruled the tribe was Tshukudu's descendant and was also 
named Tshukudu, and a long line of Tshukudu Chie& followed. 
Being polygamous the Tshukudus married more than one wife and 
had many families. The tribe prospered, owned many catde, sheep 
and goats, and also cultivated fields in which they grew food. Because 
men had many wives they found themselves embraced by the prob- 
lems of satisfying their families, and they could not serve only one 
&mily, which would have started feuds and jealousies amongst their 
wives. They therefore devised a way out by making it a rule that 
each of their wives must cultivate her own fields, plant her own crops, 
and keep them. 

As I pointed out before, each wife had her own house, a number of 
catde, sheep and goats, and separate kraals of her own. As each 
wife's children grew, the girls usually became their mother's helpers 
in the fields; the boys herded their mother's animals. Men became 
inspectors of their wives' animals and took care that their sons were 
doing their work properly by herding the animals, as well as to see 
that their mothers had enough milk. Men's main tasks became tribal 
meetings - to decide cases brought to their attention and to settle 
feuding groups. Each wife had to see to it that in her home every 
evening there was a dish of food for her husband, although she was 
not sure that he would be visidng her that night. Husbands were at 
liberty to choose which of their wives they would visit each night, 
perhaps staying for a week or a month. 

That arrangement was made in order to avoid wives' complaints 
that they were neglected, and that only one of them was loved and 
was visited more than others. But there was always a head wife, who 
was respected and regarded as mother of all die children of her 
husband's other wives. In the kraals of all his wives a man had 
animals which were earmarked as his own. Each time he desired to 
entertain his wives he would pick out any animal from whichever 
kraal he chose, slaughter it, axiid the meat of the slaughtered animal 
would be taken to his head wife's home, and the junior wives would 
gather there to take their shares, measured according to their ranks, 
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from the mother of their children. Each wife had every right to do as 
she wished with her own crops and animals. 

At Mogoase, my ancestors' first settlement as an independent 
tribe, they flourished and their wealth increased. They had the 
whole field open to them, their animals grazed anywhere they chose, 
and they hunted everywhere at will. Wild animals too were found 
everywhere, harmless as well as harmful ones. They travelled far 
afield without coming into contact with other tribes and therefore 
made the whole land they travelled theirs. Because of the poly- 
gamous system they practised the tribe grew, and they went on 
cherishing the crocodile symbol they adopted fix>m their ancestors 
in Molepolole. 

Women tilled the land and grew food, and men took care of the 
animals, the building of houses and the maintenance of law and 
order. They also developed and carried on the system of collective 
work, whidi they inherited at Molqpolde. When one of them was 
buiUQng a home for his fiunily, others came ak>ng to hdp, the man 
so helped being required only to provide them with food aod drink. 
Also, women in the fields came to help other women to kill the 
weeds, similarly being provided with food and drink. At harvest 
time, too, they helped each other to get ripe crops away fix>m the 
fields before heavy rains came to destroy them. In their homes also, 
with the help of others, women built grain storage containers called 
stfaia (pliual difala). Some such grain containers were built with 
grass by experts and lasted many years, keeping grain-eating insecte 
out completely. Others were built with clay, also by experts and 
also lasted many years, keeping the grains fresh as they were brought 
from the fields. 

Three types of grains were planted and preserved for generations 
and are still being planted and used in our tribe today. The first is 
lebelebele, a very thin grain from which they brew beer. The second is 
lebele (plural mabele) which is used for making porridge eaten with 
milk or meat. Mabele porridge, called bogobe, became and is still the 
staple food of my tribe. The third was naoa (plural dinaoa). These are 
African butter beans, which are found in many colours ; yellow, red 
and white, and others with spots which make them pretty. These 
beans also provide cabbage, which can be boiled and eaten, or 
boiled, dried up in large quantities and stored away to be used later. 

One of the crops my ancestors planted and used a great deal at 
Mogoase and have gone on planting, harvesting and eating until 
today is tlhodi (plural ditlhodi). These are African peas, green in 
colour and smaller than Etuopean peas. Like European peas and 
beans, they develop in pods, and when ripe get very hard, and the 
pods get dry and become easy to break open. They are harvested in 
large quanddes, like beans, gathered together, heaped up and beaten 
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by women with special sticks called mootloana (plural meotloana) . Then 
the women start searching the wind, to be sure which direction it 
blows, and with well-made grass dishes called tlaUa or tlatlana 
(plural diUaUana) start to throw the peas down from a standing 
position, to enable the wind to blow away the pods from the wanted 
ditlhodi. Like beans, dUlhodi take a long time (a hundred-and-twenty 
minutes) to get softened up when cooked. Unlike dinaoa (African 
beans), after oookiag they stick together and are soft like mashed 
potatoes. They are very tasty and go well with milk. They stay a 
long time in the stomach before the body feels hungry again. 

Before the introduction of maize by the Europeans, these were the 
three main crops my tribe planted and used. One other crop my 
ancestors handed down to their descendants is ngoba or sugar-cane, 
but this was not planted in large quantities. Sugar-cane is not easily 
differentiated from mabeU until it is ready to be cut and sucked. But 
some people can tell it from com plants even before it is ripe. It is 
very sweet and its juice is very Bourishing. It has several joints, and 
to suck it they are broken apart, and either teeth or a small cutting 
object is used to ped off the outude and break off the inside. Then 
one grinds it with the teeth, sucking and swallowing the juice. 

At Mogoase, while my ancestors were enjoying themselves, taking 
everything calmly, being ruled by one of Tshukudu the first's 
descendants, whose name was also Tshukudu, who like others 
before him was adhering to the system of polygamy, having many 
wives and children, there were three of the Chief's wives whom he 
loved more than others. Each time he visited one of the three, he 
promised her that after his death her son would become the Chief of 
the tribe. like all mothers, each of Tshukudu's loved wives was 
thrilled to be told that one day her son would be a Chief and that 
she would one day be looked iqxm as the ChieTs mother, so each 
made sure that the fiither would repeat in the presence of her son his 
promise that the boy would be Chief after laia own death. But the 
tribal law was that the eldest son of the woman whose dowry was 
contributed by the dans would become the Chief after his Other's 
death; his name was also Tshukudu and his mother was popularly 
called Matshukudu. As happens in most communities, there were 
some men who agreed with the Chief that, despite tribal law and 
customs, he had t£e right to ddegate his chieftainship to any one of 
his sons if he was satisfied that it was in the interest of the tribe and 
that he would rule the tribe as he himself ruled it 

Old Tshukudu reigned over the tribe for a long period, during 
whidi he made sure tiiat each of his sons to whom he had promised 
the chieftainship had s up por te rs in the tribe. Though some people 
knew of his promises, they didn*t bother about them but took 
them only as jokes. Filially he died peaceftilly in his sleep of old age» 
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and the boy whose mother's dowry was contrilmted fay the dans 
had a son fay the name of Nape, who was destmed to be called 
Tshukudu when he became Chief. One of the loved wives had a son 
named Ramokoka, and the other one had a son named Mdgopa. 
After Tshukudu's death, when the tribe gathered to proclaim the 
new Chief, a new thing happened. My ancestors' tribe found itself 
torn into three hostile secdons: one section adhering to the law and 
traditions of the tribe, and the other two sections putting their faces 
against the law and customs; some saying that the old Chief before 
he died left directions that Ramokoka should be proclaimed die 
Chief of the tribe; those who supported Mogopa, on the other hand, 
claiming that they had it from the late Chief that Mogopa should 
become the ruler of the tribe after his death. The traditionalists and 
upholders of the law insisted that Nape, whose mother's dowry was 
contributed by the clans, was unquestionably the successor. 

The three mothers stood firm in opposition to each other, fighting 
for their sons, and the three boys also argued that they were given 
the power to succeed him by their late father. Nape and his mother 
contended that they were not for any arguments, their position was 
settled by the law of the tribe. That was the beginning of the split. 
For more than two years the tribe was without a crowned Chief, 
and the fierce arguments developed into hatred, suspicions, hostili- 
ties and mistrust. Warring sections began to call themselves by the 
mothers of the boys who claimed chieftainship. Thus Nape's sup- 
porters called themselves Bamanape (after Nape's mother), then 
there were Bamaramokoka (after Ramokoka's mother) and Bamamo- 
gopa (after Mogopa's mother). Because there could not be three 
bulls in the same kraal, my ancestors' tribe broke up into three, and 
as a result they had to be on the move again. They demolished the 
houses they had built at Mogoase, left the fields they had cultivated, 
but took their crops and animals with them. Those who chose to 
follow Ramokoka went east of Mogoase along the northern side of 
Noka-Ea-Kgetleng (Elands River) until they were sure they were 
no longer in sight of the other two sections. They settled at the place 
and called it Phalane. Their descendants are still there today. They 
began to call themselves Bsikoena-Ba-Ramokoka and retained the 
crocodile as the symbol of their new tribe. The section from which I 
sprang crossed the Elands, went south-east and, when they were 
miles away from Mogoase, reached a huge moimtain and decided to 
settle by it and named it after Nape, their Chief, Thaba-Ea-Nape, 
Mountain of Nape. The third section, which at first seemed to be 
following them, passed Thaba-Ea^Nape and went further to the 
south-east. These were the followers of Mogopa. They moved on 
until they reached a place where the town of Brits now stands, 
iettied down and called it KoaMogopa (Mogopa's Place), and 
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called themselves Bakoena-Ba-Mogopa. After the arrival of the 
Europeans, when the place became a European settlement, they 
moved further to the north of the area, where they still live today. 
When they became Christians the place was renamed Bethanie; this 
was now the headquarters of Bakoena-Ba-Mogopa. After leaving the 
site where Brits stands, some of them went further to the south-east 
and settled near Pretoria, and gave their place another biblical 
name, Hebron. Since there was no tribal dispute, those who settled 
at Hebron chose to remain the branch of those who settled at 
Bethanie. The Paramount Chief being at Bethanie, residents of 
Hebron kept being sent a Chief to rule them from Bethanie, and the 
practice stiU goes on today. There also began to develop other 
branches, which also looked to Bethanie as their headquarters, and 
they were satisfied to be ruled by headmen on behalf of the Para- 
mount Chief. 

The tribal symbol of the crocodile which they all inherited at 
Molepolole, and their ancestors perpetuated at Mogoase^ has 
remained unaltered until today. My own section of ancestors, too, at 
Thaba-Ea-Nape, who became known as Bakoena Ba-Manape-£a- 
Tshukudu, remained loyal to the tribal symbol of the crocodile, 
called koena in our language. Put together, Bamanape, Baramokoka 
and Bamogopa, we are all called Bakoena : of the crocodile. Those in 
Botswana, too, are called Bakoena Basechele-sa-Motsoasele. Their 
tribal home is called Koa-Mokoena, and their symbol is the croco- 
dile. 

Bakoena, Bamanape, Bamogopa and Baramokoka became inde- 
pendent of each other since the day they left Mogoase, because of the 
dispute as to who was to become Chief. It seems to me that our 
secdon, which stood for tribal law and custom at Mogoase at the 
time of the dispute, and followed Nape, whom they nam^Tshukudu 
when he became their C!hief at Thaba^Ea-Nape, had more people 
than the other two sections. I base this belief upon the &ct that our 
population has always outnumbered theirs; we occupied more land 
than they did, and were richer than they were. It seems to me also 
that they looked to us for guidance in some things; for instance, we 
adopted Christianity first and they followed and embraced the same 
denomination, the Lutherans of Hermannsberg. 

The legend shows that, though they quarrelled at Mogoase and 
broke up, they never became bitter enemies. Thus, whenever there 
was a big social function taking place at Fhalane, KoaMogopa, or at 
Thaba-£a-Nape, whether it was a ChiePs marriage, a Chiefs death 
or tribal ceremonies, nothing could begin until all the Chiefi or their 
oSSobX representatives had arrived. Bdfore the Christian days when 
there were no priests to perform the burials, Chiefi were buried by 
Ghieft firom other sections. A new Chief would be crowned by one of 

i6 



Copyrighted material 



the CShieft from the two other sections by bdng mapped in a 
leqpaxd*8 skin, which they called tiger skin, though there are no 
tigers in Africa. The other Cihief would, in public, address the 
crowned Chief, telling him of his responsibilities to his people and 
that, although he was their Chief from that day, he remained their 
dbild and must at all times consult them on whatever he thought 
should be done in the tribe. 

To keq> ties and friendships going, each section saw to it that its 
Chief must have amongst his wives one who came from the other two 
sections. That was also regarded as a safeguard, for when one of the 
sections was in need it could go to the others and ask for assistance. 
Because their daughter was married to the other, and their nephews 
and nieces were there, the requested assistance would not be hard to 
obtain. As a result, some of the Chiefs' children had grandparents, 
uncles and aunts in the other sections. Although the Bakoenas were 
tribes independent of each other, they have remained cousins and 
friends until today. Their feeling for each other is like that of 
Americans with English ancestors for England. They may have bitter 
criticisms of England and the English people, but there is nothing 
they hate like the thought of England being invaded or going through 
a troubled time. The Bakoenas even adopted a system of helping one 
another when they had tribal disputes which they could not solve 
themselves. For instance, if there was a dispute at Bethanie, and the 
Bamogopa could not solve it on their own, they could call upon those 
at Phalane or Phokeng, now our headquarters, to send their Chief 
and councillors to arbitrate. Their judgment would be accepted. 
Now, of course, all being under European rule, such disputes find 
their way into European courts. 

To return to the crops my ancestors grew, one was called marotse 
(singular lerotse) ; these are African pumpkins, very tasty taken with 
milk. Another crop which my ancestors grew was similar to marotse, 
but was not eaten in the same way. From it they derived calabashes 
which are still being used today in my tribe in Phokeng. The crop 
produced hard containers, called moduto (plural meduto). Calabash is 
called phqfa (plural diphafa) . Diphafa are used for drinking beer and 
meduto are used for drawing water and for keeping water cool. 
Nowadays meduto are used when people are travelling in areas where 
there is not plenty of water, and to keep water cool when the tropical 
heat is too hot. 

Before the introduction of European containers, steel tins and 
cooking pots, there were very artistic women in the tribes, and my 
father's half-sister was one of them. There were women experts in 
pottery who made pots from dark, soft day called Utsopa. The pots 
they made were of two different colours and some were artistically 
decorated with animals, birds, flowers, or other objects. Before I was 
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bom and the cast-iron European cooking pots were introduced, I 
nvas told that clay pots made by women in the tribe were used for 
cooking. I did not see them mtd for that purpose, but I saw them 
made and fired in an oven dug in the ground to make them hard. 
When they had beea fired they could stand any amount of heat and 
could hold water for many years without becoming soft They keep 
vrater or beer cool and are still being used today. They are fragile 
and need careful handling. Nearly all the women wko could make 
day pots in my tribe have died out, and my tribe now gets clay pots 
firom other tribes which still have women who can make them. To 
make them withstand fire, before they are fired they are painted 
outside only with paint derived firom another earth called Utsoku. 
JMsoku is dried, then ground into a powder, mixed with water and 
when in sdution the pot ii painted, either Mack or red. They are 
made in aU sizes and shapes. There are Mg ones used to contain beer 
made firom mabde or for holding large amounts of water when there 
are funcdons. The large ones are caUed mtsega (plural nuisegd^. All 
these things are sdll bdng used today, but younger peoplc9 because 
they can't make them, saosdy use European containers. In my tribe 
today one can still find the past and present living ade by side. 
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IV Emigration 



After living at ThabaFEapNape for generations - I have no know- 
ledge for how many years - my ancestors emigrated from Thaba-£a- 
Nape and moved south-westward. I do not know why they decided 
to emigrate. The legend is that at that time they were rich, had large 
herds of cattle, sheep and goats, large quantities of com and other 
things people need wherever they go or settle. The land they occupied 
at "niabapEapNape remained theirs and the fields they cultivated 
there also remained their fields. In their movements they reached a 
middle«zed river which started &om the mountains on die west and 
ran eastward, and its waters were dean and beautiful to look at. 
From the south-west of that river ran another one, much larger, 
with more water and full of crocodiles, watersnakes, fishes, and water 
animals like rhinos. The small river joined the large one and became 
one river flowing east. The legend goes that they setded in open land 
between some mountains in the east and the two rivers, spreading 
west and northwzirds of both of them, and used their waters for their 
animals as well as for themselves. 

They called the large river Matsokubiane and the small one 
Tlhabane. I don't know who was their Chief at that time, but two 
names emerged when they were there and became famous, both 
Tshukudu's descendants. The first name, which is still being handed 
down in my tribe, is that of Sekete. He ruled my ancestors when they 
Uved at Tlhabane, the place where Rustenburg, the European town, 
now stands. My tribe even today still calls Rustenburg Tlhabane. 
After Sekete comes another name of a famous Chief, who is still 
recalled with pride by my tribal people, although, strangely enough, 
I do not recall any child being named after this man in my tribe. 
His name was Makgongoana. During the reign of Makgongoana, 
before the arrival of the Europeans, the tribe moved again and went 
to setde ten miles away in the north-west, along the hill they named 
Direpotsane. This place they named Phokeng, our headquarters, 
where I was born and my parents before me. The first Chief who 
ruled my tribe at Phokeng was my grandfather, Mokgade, popularly 
called Mokgatle-Oa-Makgongoana-Oa-Sekete. 

My ancestors* departiu*e from Thaba-Ea-Nape to Tlhabane, where 
the European town of Rustenburg stands, caused other members of 
the tribe to stop all along the route they travelled. Along the way to 
Tlhabane those who did not want to go to the new site established 
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villages, but remained loyal to the Chief who led the emigration to 
Tlhabsine. The villages they established became branches of the 
main tribe. The land they passed through to the new place became 
the property of the whole people, being owned by them collecdvely 
and the Chief being the trustee. The Chief's young brothers became 
tub-Chiefs or headmen to whom the Chief del^^ted his powers to 
preside over the branch villages' afiQurs and to report to him all the 
progress of the branches. 

Onct those branches were established the Chief was forbidden by 
law and tribal customs to interfere in matters the branches had 
decided, unless they asked for his help or advice. The laws and cus- 
toms ako, however, empowered the Chief to overrule, with the 
advice of his councillors, dedsions made by the branches, if he 
thought they were not going to benefit the people in the branches or 
the tribe as a whole. The Ghief was forbidden by law and custom to 
receive any complaint firom any member of the branch at his court 
unless it was brought there by die sub-Chief or headman in the form 
of an appeaL The branches too, like the main tribe, have dans 
within them, with leaders who, b^re taking any dispute to the sub- 
C3iief or headman, must try to setde it themsdves. Tliis procedure is 
still bdng followeid today in our tribe, though, because of bdng 
ruled by Europeans, some disregard the trilDol procedure and go 
straight to the European court 

These branches are found today, all of them to the eastern side of 
Rustenburg and along the mountains, called Maralla^-Nape, not 
very &r from Rustenbiug. They are all in the east of Noka-£a- 
Matsokubiane, which the Europeans named the Hex. They all 
still pay homage to the Chief at the headquarters, Phokeng. From 
ThabapEa-Nape, the first branch established was called Seruthube, 
the second Marekana, the third Tsitsing, part of which, after the 
introduction of Christianity, was named Kanana after Canaan, the 
fourth Thekoana, and the fifth Fhotsaneng, which the Europeans 
later called Bleskop and is now a mining area. 

I mentioned earlier that calabashes, which my ancestors grew 
and handed down to their descendants, were used for drinking beer. 
My ancestors, like peoples of all nations, have always brewed their 
own beer. They drsmk it and enjoyed its flavour. Beer brewing from 
the days of my ancestors until today has been the occupation of 
women. Every woman in my tribe is expected to know how to brew 
good and nourishing beer, and before the arrival of Eiu-opeans, 
when all young women of marriageable age spent more time in the 
tribe with their mothers, they were taught die art of brewing. A 
woman found good at brewing beer is regarded as a copy of her 
mother, and the unfortunate one who cannot is also taken for granted 
as a copy of her upbringing. The reason given is that a woman must 
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be in a position to entertain her husband and his guests. When men 
complahi of hunger, they are understood to mean diat they have had 
no beer for a long time. My mother was one of the fortui«ate ones 
who was always praised for being an caqpat in the art of brewing. 

After harvest, men must be entertained by their womenfolk widi 
beer, and, in the old days, men then entertained their womenfolk 
with meat by slaughtering beasts to show appreciation for the good 
work their women performed in the fields, lliese were customs and 
traditions, but present-day conditions have curtailed the one of 
slaughtering of beasts, but the one of beer still persists. When a 
woman starts beer preparations she takes mabele-covviy pours it into 
any size of ngkgo clay pot, depending on the amount of beer she 
wishes to brew, adds water, covers it up and leaves it for three or 
four days. After that she strains the water out, but leaves the corn in 
the pot for a period of a week or more to allow it to sprout. When 
that has taken place she takes out the contents of the pot, spreads it 
out on dry, well-worked ground which must be dustlcss. At this stage 
the corn is called by a new name, momela. 

My people in the tribe, after building houses, erect round the 
house a circle of walls called lapa. They flatten the ground, smooth it 
evenly, first beating it flat with a well-made piece of wood made for 
the purpose called kato, and then, having mixed earth with water, 
pour this mud all over the ground. This piece of work is called 
thitelo and is performed by women. In the end the place is hard, 
smooth and dustless. Sprouted corn is spread on this ground to 
allow the sun to dry it up well. When momela is dried, young boys or 
girls are ordered to sit nearby all the time to see that birds and fowls 
do not help themselves to it. Any young boy or girl so ordered always 
feds that he or she is denied the pleasure of playing about with 
friends. My mother, too, used to order me to watch momeia, I used 
to resent such assignments intensely. 

After three days, when mother was sure that her momela was com- 
pletely dry, she would gather it again and put it into a dry clay pot 
ready for grinding. Grinding of mofiM/a is done with a stone selected 
for the purpose called Uoalay and a small stone called tshiloana» which 
mother held with her two hands, moving it backwards and forwards, 
crushing the sprouted com between the two stones. After this per- 
formance, the com is turned into flour and then is called motlhaba. 
After that, on her own chosen day, my mother would start brewing 
beer. The first act is that water is boiled and the ground sprouted 
com momla is mixed with hot water. Beer yeast, which is always kept 
somewhere in a small clay pot, is added and the mixtvire is then 
called (u^. The mixture is left to ferment for one and a half days 
before it is cooked and turned into a soft, smooth porridge, whidb 
takes around two hours. 
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The porridge for brewing beer is called serube and can be eaten, 
though not in the same quantities as porridge cooked for eating pur- 
poses. Serube is then allowed to get cold, and when it has set hard but 
can be broken easily with human hands* water is added agauii 
turniog it into a solution. Then raw momta is added again. The 
water ii carefully added lo that it is not too much or too little. Here 
is where a good brewer shows her skilL 

The mixture is left in a clay pot to ferment for one and a half days. 
At the end of the irst day, experts in beer tasting can tell whether 
the fermentation stage has been passed or whether the beer is a 
strong and nourishing one. At any time after the fermentation stage 
has been reached, a woman or her friend, who could oflfer to assist 
her with the final stage, that of strainings could set themselves at 
work. The mkture ittdf ^len ready for strainhag begins to invite 
anyone who comes dose to lAdiere it is placed. It b^ms to make 
sounds, shooting up bubbles on top and filling the room where it is 
kept with a strong beer smdL 

The straining performance is done with a grass strainer, made by 
caqierts, either men or women. It is knitted ISke a woman's stocking, 
measuring about three-quarters of a yard, closed up at the bottom 
end. This act is called gMoUa and the grass strauier is called mof- 
ik^. The unstramed liquid is poured into this mWw&o and a 
woman, when she is sure she can operate it to her likmg, closes the 
upper part of it with her hand, like trapping air in a balloon, the 
&st hmid hdding the bottom part while the other hand holds the 
upper, and squeerang begins. \Vhile she squeezes the liquid runs out 
into an empty clay pot, leaving only bran inside the motlhotlo. 
Depending on the amount of beer brewed, the operation can take an 
hour or more. The bran left from the liquid is called moroko. Some of 
it, a small quantity, can be kept in a small container and be used 
again as yeast, but it is used largely for feeding pigs and fowls. 

As a rule, women never allow their men to drink their beer im- 
mediately sifting has taken place; they say it is immature and they 
should wait until it has matured. After twenty-four hours it is a 
matured beer and therefore can be used for entertaining. Before it 
has reached maturing stage it is regarded as being unhealthy and 
liable to cause constipation. No woman would like her beer to 
cause anyone discomfort. When men enjoy a strong beer, which 
intoxicates more than a weak one, they are always found to be 
talking all at the same time. After enjoying a strong beer, they want 
to eat salty fried meat. 

Every African man is expected to be a beer drinker. It sounds odd 
when a man declines beer that is offered to him. I heard many beer- 
drinking men in my tribe complain bitterly against other men, who 
had beer but did not offer it to them. Close friends always invite 
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each other to their homes for beer drinldiig. Good and land nen or 
women are those who invite and offer friends beer when they have 
some in their homes. No funcdon can be praised and regarded as a 
dignified one if there is no beer for men to drinL Men in my tribe 
go to functions to help work, so that in the end they could be giveai 
beer to drink and meat to eat. 

Women can also become beer drinkers, but with a difoence. It is 
regarded a disgrace for a young woman to be seen drinking beer, 
because it woidd intoodcate her and make her forget her honour, 
respect and character. Old women can drink if th^ wish, but are 
not encouraged to do so. 

A teen-age girl is called mothepha or moroetsana, and as long as she 
is referred to by those two words she is very careful not to make mis- 
takes in her dealings with other people. When she is referred to as 
the former, everyone is made to understand that she is of marriage- 
able age. Women are called mosadi (plural basadi), which indicates 
the married state. Unmarried ones can be so referred to by those 
who are not familiar with their status, but once hearing them being 
referred to as mothepha or mthepha the stranger would know that they 
were unmarried. 

Boys in the old days were not permitted to drink before they were 
circumcised. On their return from circimicision they could drink, 
but were not permitted to drink with or amongst the older men who 
were all regarded to be of their parents* age and therefore required 
respect from all young men. Young men, like their elders, dnmk by 
themselves. As soon as a young man got married, then he passed on 
to the higher rank - that of older men. It was regarded as lack of 
discipline, and bad upbringing and character, if a young man still 
unmarried demanded the right to drink beer amongst the older men. 
He would put his parents to shame and many people would doubt 
whether he was sound in mind. Today things are not as they were. 
Because of new times and ideas, yoimg men no longer feel it their 
duty to act in the same way as their fitthers acted towards their older 
people. 

My ancestors, like peoples in other parts of the world, had names 
and references which made people understand the meaning of 
things, places and people. A female child is called mosetsana (plural, 
basetsana). A male is called mosmane (plural, basimane), and as with 
females, there are references made which indicate whether he is a 
teenager below marriageable age or whether he has reached the 
stage where a feast can be staged for him as his marriage ceremony. 
When still a mere teenager, he is lesogpana (plural, masogooM). Fnm 
the stage I mentioned until the day of l^s marriage he is called 
kkoloan (plural, makoloam). Thereafter he is a man, mama (plural, 
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Old men also have references by which they arc known. Either 
you say monnamogolo (plural, bannabagolo) or mokgalabie {bakgalabie). 
These indicate that they arc grandfathers. Similarly, old women are 
referred to as mosadknogpio (plural, basadibagdo). AH these convey the 
meaning that they are grandparents. 

I do not know whether, before the introduction of Ghristianityy 
the names of the days of the week had any significant meanings; I 
don't know these names in my own language. But months of the year 
undoubtedly had meanings to them because all had names. My 
mother did her utmost to teach me the names of all the months, but 
I was not interested, because I thought that it would benefit me more 
if I knew them in English. Only now do I realise that I was foolish 
not to combine them in English and my own language. To my regret 
I can only remember the names of two months, the one in whidi I 
was bom, April, which my ancestors called mormuaig, and the one 
during which dusty storms blow and rain begins to fidl - August^ 
called photo. 

Seasons, too, had dgnificant meaning. Autumn was called 
Hkgakologp^ summer seUmOy spring ktUudnday and winter manga. 
They had their own beliefr, right or wrong, that there were certain 
things you could do in one and not in others. Some of their bdiefit 
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ing in nuschievous ways. The essential things are that they led 
organised lives in orderly communities. They had surveyors who 
mapped their territories and defined their boundaries. They had 
lawyers who firamed their unwritten laws. Doctors of their own 
cured them when ilL 
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V Doctors 



These colourful personalities became very controversial with the 
change-over from traditional life and customs to Christianity. 
Christianity primarily meant European rule. The church and govern- 
ment refused to accept them as men of medicine who could help the 
sick in any way. They gave them a new name, that of witchdoctors 
- men who, in their opinion, claimed to know something but really 
knew nothing about health and, instead of curing, could only kill 
the sick. These men of medicine, who have acquired the name of 
witchdoctors, are still found in my tribe today. They are in every 
place where African communities are found ; also in every £uropeaxi 
city in South Africa where Africans work and live. 

Their people refuse to be taken away from them. Accusations 
that they are killers, not healers, have not discouraged their people 
from patronising them. Personally, I have not been sick and 
required their cure, and therefore am not in a good position to say 
whether they help or not. But I can say that I did see people very 
sick being attended by them who recovered and claimed that they 
were cured by these men of African medicine. Unlike the Europeans, 
who daim that their medicine is better than in bygone days, the 
Africans say that their men of medicine of today are not as good as 
those of older generations. I think that it is right to pose a question 
here, whether the European church and government were right in 
refusing to accept African medicine men. I am a great admirer of 
scientific medicine and believe that doctors should be taught 
sciendfic methods of curing before they can attend the sick. But the 
African medicine man claims that he has been trained in the art of 

curing by his own men, but admits that Europeans refuse to accept 
him because he was not trained by them and suffers a disadvantage 
because there is no university building to which he can point and 
say, 'I was trained in this building.' 

Europeans who have made Africa their home, and others who 
lived there, have a deep-rooted belief that the Africans fear and 
worship their medicine men. They say that everything the medicine 
man says goes without question. Therefore they believe that the only 
way to get the Africans away from believing in their medicine men 
is to discourage them by emphasising to tibem that their docton, 
whom Europeans call witchdoctors, do not know what they are 
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doing, and because they have not been trained in a sdendfic way 
cannot possibly know anything about curing the sick. 

I myself thixik that the Europeans are wrong. The Africans do not 
worship their medicine men, but respect them. I admit that the 
Africans, even my own tribe which is largely Christian today, con- 
sult their medicine men more than European doctors and Africans 
trained by Europeans to be doctors. There are various reasons for 
this behaviour or atdtude. In the tribes, in the villages frur away 
from European towns or cities, the people for generations have known 
only one man whom they could consult when they were in pain or 
other di£Sculties, and thd was their own medicine man. They saw 
his medicine hdp and saw him frul, and his predictions coming 
true and sometimes frdse. All this they took as inherent in human 
beings and unavoidable. 

I admit, too, that an African can hardly go against his medicine 
man's advice. They have a deep-rooted belief that he knows what 
he is talking about. They doubt that he can tell them something 
he knows is not true. They not only respect him, but honour him as 
well. They believe that through his work and devotion they survived 
many tragedies. This is something deep-seated in their feelings, which 
even in this last half of the twentieth century still dominates the 
Africans, educated and uneducated alike. How does an African 
medicine man examine those who consult him ? Does he know what 
he is talking about ? How does he select his medicines, poisonous ones 
from unpoisonous ones ? 

They keep small bones from sheep, goats and other small animals 
in a small animal skin handbag, called moraba^ and the bones are 
called taola (plural, ditaola) . A person being examined is seated on a 
mat or skin on the floor, facing the doctor, who throws the bones on 
the floor and begins to speak, looking at the bones. After two or three 
throws, the doctor then asks his patient to throw ditaola^ the examin- 
ing bones, and blow his breath on to them, saying among other 
things, *I am here sick, but I don't know what's wrong with me. Tell 
me, and choose the medicine which will cure me.' Thereafter the 
doctor will begin to read the bones, which he claims tell him what 
is wrong with his patient. But before he does that, he would ask the 
patient to agree or to disagree with the findings of his bones. He 
would emphasise that what he says is not from him, but what is con- 
veyed to him by the bones. During the examination period, doctor 
and patient would agree and disagree. 

At the end of agreements and disagreements the same procedure 
is followed, this time in search of the medicine which would cure the 
patient. Whether the ditaola do talk or not, I cannot tell, but what I 
can say is that very seldom have I heard of a medicine man giving 
his patients poisonous medicines during his work of trying to cure 
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them. Medicine men of my tribe have a saying that mcdiciBCS do not 
cure everyone, only lucky ones. 

What sort of medicine do the African medicine men use in treating 
their patients? They use herbs, some boiled and others ground into 
powder forms. These are usually taken with light, thin porridge, or 
beer. In the case of boiled ones, only the water or juice derived from 
them is drunk. Before he leaves his patient with his medicines, the 
doctor would boil them first and drink some of it in the presence of 
the patient and those who would nurse the sick person. F6wdered 
ones he would mix with beer or porridge and take in full view of his 
patient and others. 

African doctors in their own interests and reputation make it a 
rule to visit their patients every three days to see how the sick 
person progresses, or whether a change of medicine is necessary. In 
the old days fees were paid in the form of cattle, sheep or goats, 
depending on the seriousness of the sickness. They were never paid 
in advance, but after the sick person was cured. Today the pattern 
has changed : money plays a large part, and people pay for services, 
not for cure. That is why Africans say doctors of today are not like 
those of yesterday. 

Medicine men of my tribe, in combination with those of other 
tribes in South Africa, stand firm in their claim that the accusation 
that they are witchdoctors who have no idea of what they are doing 
is baseless. They say they are being condemned without having 
been tested to see how they are able to help the sick. They have 
combined with others throughout the country and demand recog- 
nition from the state by way of registration. They ask that, before 
registration is effected, those who are in need of it should go through 
thorough testing by a group of doctors who have undergone the 
test before them and proved their skill and knowledge of medicine. 
For years they have said to the state: 'Test us; give us tasks; give 
us sick people in hospitals, mental hospitals and other institutions, to 
see whether we can help or not.' Their demands are refused and the 
accusations that they are not doctors but witchdoctors continue. 

My people call a doctor ngaka (plural, dingaka) . They are organised 
on a provincial as well as on a national basis. The name of their 
organisation b the African Dingaka Association. They say that if 
their request for registration can be effected the people will get a 
better and sounder service from the dingaka, because no ngaka who 
has not been tested will have the courage to say to a patient, *I can 
help you', when he knows that he has not been tested or registered 
and has no authority to treat the sick. They point out further that, 
in the days of their forefathers, each year young doctors were called 
to the Chief's place to meet old ones, and the experienced tested the 
inexperienced in the presence of the CShief and the elders of the tribe. 
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They complain that since the Chief's powers have been taken away 
such gatherings are no longer taking place and people who are not 
well trained in the art of throwing ditaola and the use of medicine- 
herbs go about presenting themselves to the people as doctors. 
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VI Phokeng 



From Tlhabaney where the town of Rustenbuig now stands, to 
Phokeng, my birthplace and the headquarters of my tribe. ... I said 
before that diere are no records which could guide me in tracing the 
movements of my ancestors and the events which became part of 
them during the time of their movements firom one place to another. 
Therefore I can only guess some of the events. I think that my tribe 
occupied the site of Phokeng and made it their permanent setdement 
towsuxis the end of the eighteenth century, or in the early part of 
the nineteenth. I am not sure whether my grandfiidier Mokgatle 
was bom there or at Hhabane; his birth was not recorded. What I 
am sure of is that he was the first Paramount Chief of my tribe at 
Phokeng. 

Mokgatle was the son of Makgongoana, the son of Sekete, the 
descendant of Tshukudu. I never knew the name of Mokgatle's 
mother, or where she came from: how many wives Makgongoana, 
Mokgatle's father had, or how many brothers and sisters Mokgatle 
had. What I can say with firmness is that he was a polygamist and 
had many wives. When they settled at Phokeng, Mokgatle's first 
name was Mokgatle and his surname was Sekete, after his father's 
father. When Mokgade became the Paramount Chief, he cut out 
Sekete and called himself Mokgatle Mokgatle. All his children by 
his many wives followed their father and adopted the surname 
Mokgatle. 

My father never told me much about his father; it was my mother 
who used to tell me something about Mokgatle into whose reign she 
was born and grew. She told me that he was feared and highly 
revered by his subjects, who were not only his subjects but his 
relatives and tribal people. My mother said that she did not know 
how Mokgatle was crowned Paramount Chief and by whom, as she 
was not born at the time. When Mokgatle took a walk amongst his 
people in the tribe, some people recited many and various praises of 
him. Others, she said, would hide away from his sight, because they 
could not bear fixing their eyes with his. When my grandfather 
assumed the paramountcy of the tribe the Europeans had not 
reached our part of Africa. They came when he was already the 
Paramount Chief 

My mother advanced a variety of reasons why my grandfather, 
Paramount Chief Mokgatle of the Bafokeng tribe, was revered and 
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feared by his subjects with whom he was a member of the same tribe. 
She said that he was extremely just; he treated ail the people in the 
same way, and intensely disliked injustice being done to some people 
because those who provoked them thought they were of the lower 
class in the tribal society. He loved children and would not like to 
hear that any children had no food to eat. 

He was also a great entertainer and enjoyed seeing people having 
enough to eat. He stored large amounts ofmabele<oro. at his home, 
and when some people in the tribe were unfortunate and had had a 
poor harvest, and their stock of food could not carry them through 
to the next harvesting time, they could go and tell him that they 
were facing starvation, and he. would not hesitate to give them 
mabeU-com, after ascertaining that they were in &ct &cing starva- 
tion. He was a very rich Chid*, my mother would say with firmness. 
No one knew how many cattle, sheep, goats or other animals he 
owned. Many families in the tribe, which were not as fortunate as 
others, had large numbers of animals in their care, and very few 
people knew that they were Mokgatle's animals. The Paramount 
Chief, as my mother called him, gave them the right to use the 
animals in any way they wished, short of killing them, selling them or 
giving them away without his permission. 

His subjects, my mother told me, regarded him as the father of the 
tribe. Every one of Mokgatle's wives had her own house and her own 
fields, which she cultivated with her children, and all controlled 
their animals, mabele-com and other possessions. Mokgatle had his 
own fields, which were cultivated by all the clans in tiie tribe col- 
lectively and harvested in the same way. It was firom such crops that 
the Paramoimt Chief entertained and helped unfortimate families. 
Mother used to say that there was no family without food and milk 
in Paramount Chief Mokgatle's time. To prove that they were telling 
the truth, people in litigation swore in his name. 

My grandfather died many years before my parents married, but 
old people in my tribe still swear in his name when they testify to 
the truth. They cannot imagine anyone making a false statement in 
his name. They all agree that during his reign over the tribe, no one 
fdt unjustly treated or unjustly judged. The people who are termed 
commoners, mofo (plural, bafo)^ felt more secure during his reign. 
When his relatives or any of his children were involved in disputes 
which required tribal court settlement, he always took the attitude 
that his relative or child who was a party in the disputes must have 
been the one who initiated the trouble because he was related to the 
Chief; he would emphasise that the commoners could not start 
trouble with any royal child or a relative of the royal house, but it 
was possible that his child or any relative could look down on a 
commoner and say, *I can do what I like with you or your property, 
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and when you take me before the tribal tribunal, they will side with 
me against you, because of my position in our society.' 

They say he always encouraged those who dealt with court cases 
involving the commoners and his children or reladves to show more 
leniency towards the commoners than those who were related to him 
by blood. That, he said, would discourage his children or reladves 
fiom misbehaving towards the commoners. It would also encourage 
the commoners to stand up for their rights and to bring to the notice 
of the tribal authority their legitimate grievances. They say that he 
never spoke in singular form, but always in plural, never referring to 
*my people*, but 'our people'. When he disagreed with anything 
wldch concerned tribal laws or customs, he never said, *I don't 
agree', but used the words, *Our people would not like that or agree 
with such things'. Everything he did or said, he was doing it or saying 
it on behalf of the whole tribe. He said that everything he owned 
belonged to the tribe and therefore referred to them as our things, 
our catde, or our mabele<om. That was Mokgatle-Oap-Makgongo- 
ana, as they called him affecdonatdy. 

During my grandfather's rdgn there also lived in our tribe an 
outstanding figure who is also a legend. The legend is that he was 
grand&ther's physician, a tribal judge and a man who had a great 
knowledge of tribal laws and customs. His name was Rasemathu 
Mal^ala. It is said that grandfather could not do anything concern- 
ing tribal affairs without consulting Rasemathu. What he advised 
grandfather to do was very seldom turned down. He was a man of 
great Influence and others think that he ruled the tribe in grand- 
fiither's name. He was a commoner but, because he was a doctor and 
a man of wisdom, he gained grandfather's confidence completely. 
According to the legend, Rasemathu presided over nearly all appeal 
cases in the tribal court (lekgotla) , and his knowledge of tribal laws, 
molao (plural, melao) and customs, mokgoa (plural, mekgoa) was 
highly respected by the inhabitants of the tribe. 

Being the Paramount Chief's physician was also being the physi- 
cian for the whole tribe. Yearly most acknowledged medicine men in 
the tribe and in the villages which formed the branches of the tribe 
were summoned to Phokeng and, under Rasemathu's directions and 
guidance, had to throw their bones in the presence of the Paramount 
Chief and some of his councillors, to predict what sort of a year it 
was going to be: a dry one with no rain; whether there was likely to 
be plenty of crops, or whether the tribe was likely to face an epidemic 
of some sort. When I asked my mother and others who told these 
stories whether their predictions came true, they all claimed that 
most of them came true. 

My informers all agreed that during the time of the throwing of 
ditaola, which was meant to foretell the future, there was always cou- 
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flict of opinion, but the accepted assertions were those of the majority. 
All these happened before my time and the arrival of Christianity 
with the Europeans. The ceremony of the throwing of bones no 
longer takes place in our tribe. But I was told by other Africans, 
from tribes in South Africa which have not adopted Christianity as 
part of their tribal lives, as in places like Bopedi in the eastern 
Transvaal, that the practice still goes on. This gave me the under- 
standing that not only my tribe was doing it, but that it was an 
African custom generally speaking throughout South Africa. 

Rasemathu, like all men of his times, y/as a polygamist with many 
wives and many children. To demonstrate how important and 
influential he was in the tribe, some of his sons married into grand- 
father's families and some of grandfather's sons married his daughters. 
As a result, even today in my tribe, those who bear the surnames 
Makgala and Mokgatle are oouuns. Rasemathu and iiis fellow- 
doctors of grandfather's time are credited with many successes - 
whether true or not, it is beyond me to say, but I was told this by 
older people who knew the influential Rasemathu and saw him at 
work. The legend is that they could prevent an epidemic like small- 
pox (sekongkonyane) from coming into the tribe. Being interested to 
know how they could stop it, I was told that when the epidemic 
was reported somewhere in one tribe, Rasemathu and his fellow- 
doctors used to send out some of their men to the place to take 
samples of it, and on their return could mix the samples with their 
medicines and then begin to inject the people with it, making them 
immune from the epidemic, by making small cuts in parts of their 
bodies and then rubbing the mixture in. If the stories arc true, to me 
it sounds like a high form of scientific work. 

When I grew up there were still in our tribe men and women who 
were born during Rasemathu*s time and I cannot recall seeing any 
one of them who had been a victim of smallpox; such people are 
recognisable. A claim is also advanced, by older people who saw 
Rasemathu and his men at work, that they could cure insanity. 
They could, they say, tame violent, insane persons by making them 
passive for die rest of their lives, if they could not restore their think- 
ing power and reasoning abiUties. That, they say, was done by 
injecting medicines into the person's body and by treating him with 
medicines for a certain period. When I grew up I found men and 
women in our tribe who were not in full control of their thinking and 
reasoning but who were passive and non-violent. They were not 
many, but were looked after by their relatives like helpless juveniles. 
Some of them would talk to themselves endlessly, as though engaged 
in conversation with another person, stopping only when asleep. 

One of the achievements attributed to Rasemathu and fellow- 
doctors of his age concerns the good times when there was plenty 
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of rain and there were bound to be good crops in the fields. In such a 
year when mabeU<oni was ripe, or even when it was still young and 
green, not only did people like it, but swanns of locusts and hordes 

of corn-eating birds wanted to get at it before the people took it 
away from the fields. When the swarms of locusts (tsiie) were destroy- 
ing grass and green plants wherever they could, Rasemathu and his 
fellow-medicine men used their medicine to drive them away from 
our tribal lands. All this sounded strange to me and I asked searching 
questions of those who told me the story, including my mother. *How 
did they do it?' I asked, with a certain cynicism. They used to take 
one of the swarm of locusts, doctor it with their medicine, and leave 
it to fly back into the swarm, and the results were that it would lead 
the swarm away from our lands and our crops would be saved. 

Similarly, I was told that when maheU'Coni begins to get ripe, 
thaga^ corn-eating birds, would come along in hordes to eat the corn 
away, unless people were assigned to live away from home at the 
fields, starting very early in the mornings, to chase the birds away. 
This occupation required people to do nothing else besides chasing 
birds the whole day. In this, too, I was told, Rasemathu and his men 
would put their skills at the disposal of the tribe. They would catch 
one of the birds, work their magic on it, let it fly back to the other 
birds, and when amongst them it would lead them away from our 
fields and our com would be saved. All these, I repeat, were stories 
told to me; I never saw any of them happen. When Christianity 
arrived these things were discouraged as primitive, barbarous and 
the works of unbelievers in the power of God, and people began to 
shy away from practising them. Young people got discouraged from 
learning those methods, and when those who knew them died their 
knowledge died with them. 

Europeans who live in Afirica say that the Africans are supersdti- 
ous people and false believers. I agree with the former, but contra- 
dict the latter. But I confess that superstition is very strong amongst 
the Afiicans I know in South Afiica. However, it cannot in my 
qjunion be dismissed as wholly bad; rather it is a mixture of good 
and bad. It can inspire people to do good and restrain them from 
di^ng bad things to their ndghbouxs. It is not an easy thing to over- 
come because it Is passed on to children as soon as diey start being 
taught right and wrong in their society and environment. 

Otit of the superstitions which still dominates the minds of Afiicans 
in the present time is witchcraft, which they find hard to disbdieve. 
Witchcraft is called boUA. A witdi {moloi), the Afiicans believe, can 
poison a person even when he is a long distance away. They bdieve 
further that through witchcraft it is possible to force an evil-doer to 
confisss. Similarly they bdieve that anyone who practises witchcraft 
can direct an aidmal to kill you, a reptile to bite you and can even 
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send a fly to deliver a deadly poison to you> if he or she wishes to 
remove you from life. 

The queerest thing is that they bitterly hate witchcraft. I would 
have thought that they would have welcomed it as an instrument for 
getting rid of people they disliked. One reason why Africans detest 
witchcraft and witches is that no one is free from being suspected of 
it. If neighbours quarrel, and, in the next few days, someone in the 
ndghbourixig fiunily falls sick, meets misfortune, or dies, the family 
which was spared the affliction will be blamed for it not only by the 
suffering family but by all who heard the quarrel. This superstition 
IS such a dominating factor in African minds that even when a man 
or a woman is a hard worker in his or her fields and manages to 
achieve great success in producing more crops, the less hard-working 
ones will cover up their weaknesses by accusing the successful one of 
having used witchcraft to achieve success. I asked my people why 
there are many people alive if witchcraft was so widely practised; 
the answer was. The protector is the doctor, the medicine man'. 

The doctor, the helper - respected, not worshipped - plays two 
parts. With Us medicine he can stop the witches from poisoning 
people and help to cure those who have been pdsoned by the 
withes. Every African frunily therefore sees to it that it has a family 
doctor to fortify it against attacks by witches. Every African home is 
supposed to be so fortified. After the home has been built and before 
the owners occupy it, the frunily doctor is called upon to perform his 
magic. The magic is called mo^o and the same word is used to mean 
the actual foundations of a house. 

The doctor peribrms his magic at night when he is not bdng 
observed by the neighbours. He does it by mixing his medicines and 
spreading diem all over the enclosure of die frunily ; by planting four 
doctored wooden pegs in the four comers of the enclosure, called 
k^Oy and finally by doctoring every member of the frunily. When 
this has been done the frunily feel protected, and if a witch wanted 
to poison any of them, his or her power would be ineffective. 
\>^tches are said to work more at night than during the day. They 
are the walkers of the night, when life has come to a stop. A doctored 
enclosure is meant to become a puzzle to the witches, so that when 
they come at night to poison the frunily they either lose thdr way in 
it or forget as soon as they get there what they came to do. It is also 
said that, though the witches are sure where the frunily lives because 
they see them every day, when they go at night to do harm they will 
find it puzzling, having been changed by magic into a vast area of 
water, or a place roamed by frightening reptiles and other deadly 
animals. These sound like high compliments towards medicine men, 
but, when I asked how the witches acquired their deadly poisons, 
then two types of medicine men are invented: bad ones who associate 
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with the witches and good ones who would never listen to them. The 
belief in and hatred of witchcraft is so deep-rooted in the minds of the 
Africans that it becomes almost impossible to draw the line. The 

doctor, ngaka, is divided in the middle, as a protector and in some 
instances as the aider of witches. They believe that a neighbour must 
not know the family doctor of the other neighbour for fear that, if 
known, the neighbour might go to him with bribes and influence him 
to relax his magic and thereby enable him to harm the family he is 
supposed to protect. Ngaka is also regarded as a fortune-teller. 

Before embarking on a long journey an African would go to his 
ngaka and ask him to examine the success of his journey by throwing 
bones, to ascertain whether he was likely to meet danger on the 
journey, or whether the people he was going to visit or meet would 
be friendly to him. If ngaka expressed some doubt, or did not give 
him a clear bill of passage, the journey would be postponed. If, on 
the other hand, ngaka says, *A11 is well, the journey is clear and 
smooth', the journey would be taken with great confidence. This 
process was followed in the days of my grandfather and Rasemathu, 
and is still being followed in the rural areas of South Africa where 
Africans live in tribal societies under their Chief 

When the Europeans came into contact with the Africans, they 
found them in this sort of spider's web ; they thought that, since they 
hated witchcraft intensely, the best possible way they could dis- 
courage them from believing in their medicine and their doctor was 
to tell them that he was a wizard -- from that sprang the term 
witchdoctor. To demonstrate to them that they reckoned nothing 
of him, the Europeans refrained even from asking him to show them 
what he knew and could do. The Africans listened, but carried on 
just the same old way. 

The period before the arrival of Europeans is referred to by my 
tribal people as before literature {pele-a-lekoallo) ; after their arrival, 
after literature {niorag(HMeoaUo). Before the arrival of Uterature my 
tribe bdieved in God. Rain, thunder, storm, droughts and the 
disasters they suffered to them were acts of God, whom they call 
moSmo^ meaning 'of the sky above'. They imagined that moSmo was 
Mosotho like themselves but beyond thdr reach, and therefore that 
between them and nio£m, whom they could not see and talk to, 
were their dead fore&thers, whom they called btuKm. Their dead 
forefathers, whom they could not see and talk to, could somehow 
meet mo£mo in mysterious ways and talk to him. lliey then decided 
to worship their dead forefathers and through them talk to God to 
ask him to forgive them if they had wronged him. They worshipped 
their badimo in many different ways, offering sacrifices of food wUch 
they imagined pleased them and gave them strength to plead to God 
for them. 
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They ako believed in the second coming of their hadimo in new 
forms. When a male baby was bom it was imagined that his dead 
grandfather had come back to life, and so the child was given dead 
grandfather's name. The same thing applied to female children, in 
relation to their dead grandmothers. Until the arrival of Europeans 
die aaaie of Jesus was not known in my tribe: I will accept that 
tihese ways of thinking were fidse. 

My olMervations of other peoples have sbown me that they too 
believed in falsehoods. For instance, some people would not do 
things on certain dates, days, weeks or months, for fear that disasters 
would fall iQNifi ikoBL Others refrained from eating certain types of 
food for the same reason. Some revered certain objects because they 
wyiftginj^ that they brought them fortune, even health. Others will 
not eat pork, because they believe the pig to be evil and unclean. 
These are all fidse belieft which are entertained by peoples of all 
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VII Paternal Grandmother 
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My paternal grandmother was a slave. Her name was Matlhodi 
Kekana, but I do not know the date of her birth nor the names of her 
parents. She came from a small tribe in the north-eastern Transvaal 
who call themselves Matebde. She was bom near a hill called 
Se&kade and their tribal village is called KwaMukppani. According 
to legend, Mukopani was their ancestor who founded the tribe. It is 
said that they fardce off from a body of Zulus who emigrated fiom 
Zululand under the leadership of Musilikazi, fleeing northwards 
from King Ghaka the great, who sought to punish him for failing to 
defeat the Basotho in Lesotho, ihca ruled by King Moshoeshoe. 
Musilikazi, according to legend, was one of the most trusted of 
Ghaka's army leaders. 

My grandmother's people broke off and became an independent 
tribe and developed a language which can be described as diluted 
Zulu, or broken Zulu, which is a mixture of Zulu and Sesotho, today 
called Transvaal Sesotho. They called themselves Matebde and the 
language Setebele. In her tribe my grandmother was a princess, 
because she was the daughter of the Chief Kekana, like all Africans 
of his time a polygamist. My grandmother's birthplace is today 
called Piet Potgietersrust, or simply P.P.Rust. It lies between 
Pretoria and Pietersburg, in the north-eastern Transvaal. The 
Africans call Pretoria Tshoane, P.P.Rust KwaMukopani, and 
Pietersburg Polokwane. These names were used by the Africans 
before the arrival of the Europeans and are still in use today. 

About the middle of the nineteenth century, when the Dutch 
settlers were fleeing from English rule in the western and eastern 
parts of South Africa (known today as the Cape Province and Natal), 
into the land of Barolongs (now called the Free State), and the lands 
they called the Transvaal after crossing Noka-Ea-Lekoe (now known 
as the Vaal River), the Dutch settlers, who today call themselves the 
Afrikaners and their language Afrikaans, were engaged in fighting 
vAth. the Africans they encountered on the way. In the eastern Trans- 
vaal, in the places the Africans called Bopedi and other areas, the 
Dutch settiers were not welcomed and bitter and bloody battles 
resulted, the Africans stopping the fight each time when their 
Chiefs were captured. 

Piet Potgieter's section of the Dutch settlers, who were moving 
northwards in search of a place to settle away from the English laws 
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and influence in the south, reached KwaMukopani and came fnto 
contact with my grandmother's tribe; the latter had chosen the 
place when they broke away from Musilikazi's body of Zulus, who 
had gone farther north. My grandmother's people refused to allow 
Piet Potgieter and his people to occupy their lands without a fight. I 
have no records showing how long the war lasted, but the legend is 
that it developed into one of the bloodiest battles, and during the 
course of its progress the leader of the Dutch settlers, Piet Potgieter, 
was killed. The other story, which comes from the Dutch side, is that 
my grandmother's people showed frightening ruthlessness, that after 
killing Het Potgieter they placed his dead body at the site where two 
roads met, so that from whatever direction his people might come 
they should see that he had been killed. This story is one of the stories 
which are told to the European children in South Africa which leave 
Intterness in their minds and a feeling that the Africans are ruthless 
people and in some ways ought to pay for their ancestors* 
cruelty. 

In telling this story, which indeed sounds grim, they omit to tell 
their offipring and the world how they killed the Matebele people 
who opposed them. The Dutch daim to have won the war, but my 
grandmother's people dispute it by saying that they simply stopped 
fighting and left the Dutch where they were and continued to live 
where they had been before. Not very far from my grandmother's 
people's headquarters, Se&kaloala, the Dutch established their town 
which is called after their leader Piet Potgieter, P.P.Rust. On the 
western side of Sefakaloala runs a large river called by Matebele 
people Noka<a-Mogal&<i-Koena, River of Crocodiles. 

The fighting which took place between my grandmother's tribe 
and the Dutch settlers under Piet Po^eter resulted in conftision and 
great distress. Cattle, she^ and goats were missed by the inhabitants 
of KwaMukopani, as wdl as men, women and children. No one 
knew whedier they were killed during the fighting or whether they 
were merely missing. My grandmother, it is said, was still a child of 
about two or three years c^d, and was one of those missing when the 
fighting ended. As a daughter of the Chief, a great search for her was 
undertaken, but she was found nowhere. In the end, like many 
missing persons who could not be found, she was presumed dead. 
The people of KwaMukopani were sad because they did not see the 
dead body of their ChieTs daughter, and no one coidd testify that he 
or she saw her dying. , 

The tribe's suspicion that she was not dead was true; she was 
alive, having been taken away by one of Potgieter's followers to the 
western end of the Transvaal province, in the Rustenburg district. 
With the Dutch frunily which took her away from her people, grand- 
mother went to live in strange lands amongst strange people. They 
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passed the town of Rustenbuig, crossed the Magaliesberg mountaios 
and settled to the south-^west c^them where the Dutch fieunily began 
iarming. The place was about tweWe or fourteen miles from Pho- 
keng, our headquarters, and my grand&ther, Paramount Qtdt£ 
Mokgatle, was the ruler of the tribe. I tried hard to discover the 
name of the family or the man who took grandmother away and kept 
her as a slave, but fiuled. The only name I got was the nickname the 
Africans gave that man - KaMongode, vMch means 'on the knees*. 
I shall therefore refer to that man as KaMongode. 

From his nickname, I guess that he was a deeply religious man, 
who must always have OTdered his children and those who were 
under his care and guidance to go on their knees and pray. Every 
European, even today, who has dsdly dealings with the Africans has a 
nickname, and the Africans amongst themsdves call him by that 
name. If he wears a beard he is nidmamed beard, if he is frit he will 
be called Mafiitha, which means frit, if he is a man with a big nose 
he will be called Rangko, if he has large eyes, Ramatlho. 

Although my grandmother grew up in the household of a Dutdi 
farmer, working without pay as a slave, and had been taken away 
from her tribe at a very early age, she did not forget her language. 
She remembered well the names of her parents but did not know 
where she could find her people. She learned to speak Dutch, which 
is today called Afrikaans, but because there was no school for 
her could not read or write it. She remembered, too, that her tribal 
name was Matlhodi, the daughter of Chief Kekana of Kwamuko- 
pani. 

I do not think that she was ill-treated, because that would not 
have been in the interest of KaMangoele and his family. KaMan- 
goele and grandfather Paramount Chief Mokgade became friends, 
paid each other visits and gave one another presents. According to 
legend, Mokgade's greatest gifts to his friend KaMangoele were 
honey. Each time KaMangoele visited grandfather at Phokeng he 
returned to his farm with large quantities of honey and other gifts 
he liked very much. It is said that each time KaMangoele arrived 
at Phokeng he brought presents to his friend, and through those 
presents their friendship deepened. According to legend there was no 
feeling of a white man meeting a black man, one thinking that the 
other was not his equal, but man meeting another man and accept- 
ing him into his household. 

Grandfather saw the young slave girl, who later became his wife, 
grow into a pretty young woman, but I wonder whether grandfather 
asked his friend where he got the Httle slave girl whom he saw work- 
ing in his house. When grandmother was old enough to become a 
cook for KaMangoele's household, the task of working in the house 
and cooking for the family became her routine. She was not only the 
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cook, but wzdted as well on her master's family and all friends who 
visited the family. KaMangoele's family gave grandmother a Euro- 
pean name, Paulina. As a cook in a European house she learned a 
great deal about the art of preparing European food, and each time 
grandfather visited his friend he could not leave without a meal and 
expressing thanks to the one who did the preparations. For a long 
time grandfather thought that the cooking was done by his friend's 
wife or one of his daughters. It was only at KaMangoele's home that 
grandfather could enjoy European food, and he developed a liking 
for it, but to go to his friend's home meant that he had to be away 
from the tribe for the whole day. 

I do not know precisely how many wives my grandfather Para- 
mount Chief Moli^tle had. Some people said he had more than 
forty, others say less. Whatever the figure, like all polygamous 
Paramomit Ghiefi, he had many wives. At the head of his wives 
there were three top ones who were expected to provide the tribe 
with a ruler, in case one of them was childless. They were numbers 
one, two and three. Number one was the one expected to bear the 
future ruler of the tribe. The law and custom was that number one's 
male child should become Chief, his juniors following in succession 
if death or insanity deprived the elder one of the chance to become 
the ruler of the tribe. And so on with wives numbers two and three. 

Wife number one is called Mohumagadi (queen, or mother of the 
tribe) and all the Chief's wives are under her and look to her for 
advice, and follow her lead whenever the women of the tribe were to 
do something which particularly concerned women. I do not know 
the name of my grandfather's number one wife, but I do know that 
in the tribe she was called by the name of her first son who became 
Paramount Chief after grandfrither's death. The son's name was 
Dumagole and thus his mother was called Madumagole. 

The name of wife number two, who was the closest to me, was 
Nkhubu, but like number one she was popularly known by her first 
son's name, Dikeledi (tears) : I do not know why he was so named, 
but I can imagine that at the time of his birth there must have been 
something which saddened the grandfather or the whole tribe. One 
other thing which surprises me is why he was given the name Dike- 
ledi, since the name belongs to females. Nkhubu was therefore called 
Madikeledi, Dikeledi's mother. 

Grandfiither's wife number three was also called by the name of 
her first son, who was named after grand&ther's grandfrtther, 
Sekete. Sekete's mother was called Masekete. Those were grand" 
fiither's chief wives, who had great influence in our tribe. Their sons, 
too, became very powerful and influential during grandfather's reign 
and after his deadi. They called each other brother, one calling die 
other 'my elder brother* and referring to others as *my younger 
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brothers*. Dumagole led, Dikdedi followed him and Sekete fol- 
lowed both of them. 

Other wives and their houses were important, but were referred to 
as minor wives or minor houses. Today in our tribe there are many 
fiunilies which bear the surname Mokgatle, and all are descendants 
of Paramount Cihief Mokgatle. All of them know their positions in 
the tribal line and follow the rule as it was laid down for them by 
their grandfather. Dumagole too had several wives and his number 
one vdSs provided the tribe with the ruler after his death, and the 
procedure has been followed till today, when Dumagole*s descendant 
Lebone (the lamp) is the Chief. 

While grand&ther and the Dutch fiumer KaMangoele were great 
friends, <^ering each other gifts, receiving each other as equals in 
their household^, and Paulina my grandmother cooked tasty Euro- 
pean food which Mokgade enjoyed enormously, grandfather asked 
his friend to allow him to marry Paulina, so that she could cook 
him European food at his headquarters, Phokcng. KaMangoele 
agreed but reminded grandfather that his marriage to Paulina must 
be performed according to his law and customs, so that Paulina 
could acquire social standing in his tribe. Grandfather readily con- 
sented, and this meant that grandfather must pay KaMangoele 
dowry [bogadi) which would make her grandfather's legal wife. On 
his return to the tribe, grandfather reported his intentions to the 
tribal Council and the negotiations he had had with KaMangoele. 
The tribal Council approved and later a number of messengers were 
sent to KaMangoele's home to ascertain what amount of dowry he 
required for Paulina's release, so that she could marry grandfather. 

All the formalities were agreed to and finalised. A number of cattle 
were delivered to KaMangoele as dowry for my grandmother, and 
once delivered she was married to Mokgatle, and all that was left 
for Mokgatle to do was to take her to his tribe. 

Grandmother, married to Mokgatle and given away by her 
master KaMangoele, began her second journey, that time from 
KaMangoele's farm to Phokeng to join the circle of Paramount 
Chief's wives. She was a young woman, beautiful, speaking the 
Dutch of that time and Sintebele, her tribal language. On arrival she 
found herself again in a strange land amongst strange people, with 
whom she had only the colour of her skin in common. She still did 
not know where her people were, and how she could get in touch 
with them. She had no choice; all that concerned her was that she 
was alive and married to a Paramount Chief. 

At the time when her marriage was being negotiated, Mokgatle's 
second wife Madikeledi, Nkhubu, was sick, and immediately before 
grandmother arrived in the tribe she died, leaving three sons, 
Dikeiedi, Dikeletsane (small tears) and Ramarata, and two daught- 
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crs, Malengcna and Theko, a name which indicates that she was 
bom when grandmother's dowry was paid to Kamangoele. Theko 
means tariff or price. Dikeledi and his two brothers were still young 
and their sisters were very small, and all needed care. Instead of 
giving grandmother a home^ fields and catde of her own, like all 
married women in the tribe, grandfather decided that she should 
move into Nkhubu's house to care for the children who had lost 
their mother. That gave her the right to use Madikeledi's house and 
her fields, as well as her animals. Grandmother's four children were 
bom in Nkhubu's house, and regarded Madikeledi's children as 
their trae brothers and sisters. They looked upon Madikeledi's 
properties as their mother's properties. I think that grandmother's 
arrival, Nkhubu's death and the drafting of grandmother into the 
second main house in the tribe placed grandfather and the tribal 
councillors in a dilemma. Here was a woman, legally married, but 
also the last to be married, given the honour of living as, and caring 
fi^r the children of, the second most important woman of the tribe. 
Was she replacing Nkhubu in status? What was her status in the 
tribe, the second or the last? What pontion would her children 
occupy in Kgotia (the royal court) ? If these questions were asked, 
they were never settled. A vacuum existed and still exists. 

My grandmother's position in the Bafokeng tribe was unique and 
most complicated. Her status was never defined to her nor to her 
children. And my father and Uncle Lazarus, who were both alive 
when I was bom, did not know whether they belonged to the second 
or the last house. Their home was the second house, to which their 
mother's fields and the animals belonged. The true children of the 
second house claimed them as theu: brothers and they claimed them 
as their brothers and sisters. 

Following the laws and customs of the tribe, grandmother was 
legally married, and it was not her finilt that she had no house, 
catde and fields of her own. I shall show later that grandmother had 
a stronger claim in the Bafokeng tribe than many of Mokgatle's 
wives. Her dowries were paid twice and her marriage was celebrated 
on two occasions. It was said in her time that she was the most 
expennve woman Mokgatle ever married. Perhaps, as she was a 
fbragDsr in the Bafokeng tribe, she had no one to take up her case 
for her. If Mokgade's first marriage to her had been firom her people, 
they would have demanded to Imow what position she was being 
married into in the Bafokeng tribe. 

Grandmother, finding herself alone and at the same time bdng 
grateful that she was released &om slavery and alive, allowed things 
to go on as they were. I was told that each time she was among 
Mokgade's wives there were always divisions amongst them, some 
claiming that because they were married before her they were her 
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sekiion, and others again saying that, because she was drafted into 
the second house to care for its children, she replaced Mokgatle's 
second wife and occupied that rank. But grandfather and the elders 
of the tribe never bothered to remedy the situation, and after grand- 
father's death no attempt was made to define grandmother's rank - 
thus the situation was allowed to persist. 

But when it comes to law and tribal customs, when any member of 
the tribe is in dispute with my grandmother's children, or any of her 
descendants, attempts to setde it vdll have to be made with the 
participation of Madikeledi's children or her descendants. Similarly, 
if any child of Nkhubu or any of her descendants is in dispute with 
anyone in the tribe, efforts to settle it will have to be made with the 
full participation of grandmother's children or descendants. 
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VIII Second Marriage 



All the time that my grandmother's marriage to grandfather Para- 
mount Chief Mokgatle was being arranged and performed by the 
man who had taken her away without consent from her people, and 
when she left the Dutch farmer's house for her new home in Phokeng, 
her people had no idea that their daughter was still alive somewhere 
in Africa, perhaps less than two hundred miles from her birthplace. 
They had given up hope that one day they would hear of her where- 
abouts^ let alone see her, in possession of her body, flesh, blood and 
soul. 

In Phokeng she gave birth to four children, her first-born being a 
daughter. When her birth was reported to grandfather he remarked, 
*Keidumetse', and gave the child the name Keidumetse, which 
means *I am pleased'. Keidumetse was the only daughter of my 
grandmother, but she could not withstand the impact of the world 
she was born into, and died at the age of two or three years. After her 
my uncle Segafi was born. Segafi is not a pleasant name for anyone 
to possess. I do not know why my uncle deserved such a name, but 
it was his name nevertheless. It means an insane one. Like his sister, 
Segafi passed away from this earth at an early age and his death 
broke grandmother's heart. 

Then followed my father. As I said earUer, I do not know in which 
year any one of them was born. It is said that in grandfather's court, 
in front of the house in which he Uved, there was a large tree which 
gave a very cooling shade, and when the sun was hot and the heat 
tormenting the tribe, grandfather would be found when not too 
busy under the shade of that tree conversing with his councillors or 
people who had come to see him on important matters. The legend 
is that when my father's birth was made known to him, he smiled, 
looked up at the tree and said his name shall be this tree (Setlhare). 
So my father's name was Setlbare-sa-Mokgatle. 

My grandmother's last-bom was also a male, Setlhatsana, which 
means a small tree. He was also given that name by his father when 
the birth was reported to himu These names were like those of 
Dikeledi and Dikeletsane, the sons of Nkhubu into whose house my 
grandmother was married. 

After the discovery of diamonds in the Cape Province of South 
Afirica at Kimberley in 1870, money became an attractive object in 
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the eyes of Africans, and with it they found that they could buy 
things they needed from the Europeans who introduced it. The 
daim owners at Kimberley needed labour and the only people who 
could provide them with it were the Africans. There was stiff 
oompedtion for labour among the daun owners, which made them 
pay more. 

African men from all parts of South Africa made their way to 
Kimberley, travelling days or weeks on foot to get there, to ofifer 
their services in return for money. Six months was a long period for 
men to be away from their homes. When they returned, they 
brought back with them large amounts of money which they used 
to buy themselves catde and to buy presents or beautifrd things for 
their wives, mothers, sisters or sweethearts. It became a source of 
pride for it to be known that a young man had been to Kimberley, 
and no one who had been to Kimberley was expected to be a poor 
man with no money or the other things needed to make life easier. 

One man from my tribe whose name I do not know also reached 
Kimberley to search for riches. While he was there he met another 
man who was Ntebele, or Letebele, from my grandmother's tribe. 
Both worked for one claim owner and they got to know each other 
well. One day, the legend goes, the man from our tribe had an 
argument with the other, and for the first time he heard the language 
Sintebele spoken. It soimded to him like the way grandmother 
spoke when angry. Thus started a new chapter in grandmother's life. 
The man from our tribe told his friend that the language he spoke 
sounded like that spoken by one of his Paramoimt Chief's wives. 
During their time together they told each other stories about their 
people and tribes, and as a result the man. from her tribe got to know 
that grandmother was alive. 

The man from our tribe told the Ntebele one that when grand- 
mother was annoyed by the people with whom she lived, she time 
and again reminded them that she was not a simple person as they 
thought, but the daughter of a Chief and her name was Matlhodi-a- 
Kekana. That cleared all the Ntebele man's doubts that the woman 
described by his friend was the one his people had been searching 
for and had presimied dead. 

After a time, when both were satisfied that they had earned enough 
money to get some of the things they needed most, they returned to 
their respective tribes. Our tribesman thought that the story had 
ended at Kimberley, but the man from grandmother's people went 
back with a story to tell his people, that by sheer chance he had 
discovered the whereabouts of grandmother. After arriving home he 
passed on his information to the head of his clan (induna), who there- 
after took him to the Chief's place so that he could relate the news 
himself. He had also gathered some information about our place 
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Phokeng, that it was to the west of them^ though he lacked know- 
ledge how many miles away it was. 

His story was so convincing that his people began to prepare to 
send a group of men including himself to search for Phokeng, and to 
ascertain whether it was really true that Matlhodi was alive and a 
married woman. The story is that they travelled on foot through 
wild areas, asking people they met for directions to Phokeng. £ven- 
tually, after spendUng days on the way, they reached our capitaL 
On arrival, the man who had brought the information from 
Kimberley asked where he could find his friend. Before long his 
friend was surprised to see him with a number of men calling on him 
at his home. After receiving the visitors our man reported them to 
the head of his clan, as was the procedure, and the next day they 
were taken to the Chief's place to be introduced, so that they could 
explain themselves thoroughly and why they were there. 

As it was the rule in those daysy once stras^gers were introduced to 
the Chief they became the Chiefs visitors. For several days, the 
legend goes, they stayed at grand&ther's place as his guests, being 
interviewed by councillors and others who were interested to find 
out who they were and the purpose of their visit. Their feet first had 
to be cooled off, since it was said, 'Never speak to a visitor while his 
feet are still hot ; give him food, all hospitality, allow him a chance to 
relax and then ask him to open his bag*, which meant, *6ive him 
strength to relate his story.* When the day had arrived for them to 
tell lieir tale, though grand&ther, together with those who were 
dose to him, knew die purpose of die Ntebeles' or Matebeles' visit, 
he called his councillors together to hear the news for themselves. 

The leader of the Matebeles, who I understand was related to 
grandmother and was a man high social standing in their tribe 
and was also a Kekana, told my people who they were and that tfaey 
were searching for a lost child whom they had presumed dead. They 
were not sure, but had information that die person they were search- 
ing for was living widi us. Eventually grandmother was produced 
before them and they were asked whether she was the person they 
were searching for. Ai she was no longer a child, but a woman with 
children, they had lost recognition of her and some members of 
dieir delegation had never seen her before, so they all said that 
tfaey were not sure that she was the one they were looking for. 
Grsindmother was asked whether she recognised any of the men who 
stood before her, but she shook her head, saying they were com- 
plete strangers to her. The leader of the delegation finom Kwa- 
Mukopani then said that the only means by which they could 
identify her was by speaking to her in her own tribal language, 
Sintebele. That was allowed, and they b^gan to talk to her in their 
own language, and were surprised that grandmother still spoke it 
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well. That cleared all the doubts and for the first time grandmother 
came face to &ce with her own people. At home her parents had 
died, but very dose relatives were still alive. The delation, bong 
satisfied that they had found what they were sent out to seardi for, 
spent a week or two in Phokeng and diey were given great honour 
imd hospitality. 

On the day of their departure, I leamt, they were given a dignified 
and exciting send-off, because both sides were satisfied that ever- 
lasting firiendship between the two tribes had been established. No 
doubt grandmodier became homesick when she saw the people she 
knew going back to her birthplace. There was nothing she could do, 
since she was already married to the Paramount Cihief of the 
Bafokeng tribe. At that time my father was a young boy of about 
three or four years old. 

On their return home the Matebde delegation, pleased with the 
results of thdr mission, reported to their CShief and people with pride 
that their presumed dead daughter Matlhodi-a-Kekaoa was alive, 
married and the mother of four children, two of whom died in 
infancy. The Matebele thereafter began discussions amongst them- 
selves, whether or not they recognised her marriage to the Bafokeng 
tribe. Guided by their laws and customs, they agreed that since her 
marriage was not negotiated with them, they were not party to her 
marriage. They had not received dowry, or given her away to the 
Paramount Chief Mokgatle of the Bafokeng tribe. They were bound 
to declare that, according to their law and custom, grandmother was 
not legally married, therefore they did not recognise her marriage. 

Two years after the delegation's return from Phokeng, another 
stronger delegation, led by grandmother's paternal uncle, was sent 
off to Phokeng, with a message to thank the Bafokeng tribe for having 
looked after and protected grandmother since she came to live 
amongst them, but to declare firmly that her marriage was not 
recognised by her people. In support of their argument, they cited a 
legal standpoint that the dowry the Bafokeng claimed to have paid 
was not paid to them but to a Dutch farmer, KaMangoele, who 
took her away from the people who gave birth to her without their 
knowledge and consent and had no legal right to keep her, demand 
dowry for her, and to give her away. 

In addition, they were told to make it plain to the Bafokeng and 
their Chief that it was up to them, if they desired to keep her, to 
negotiate a new marriage. As for the dowry they paid to KaMango- 
ele, this was a matter which the Matebele could not discuss or go 
into, but one to be solved by the Bafokeng and their friend KaMan- 
goele, the Dutch farmer. 

Apparently, at the time when the Dutch people arrived at 
KwaMukopani, the land of my grandmother's people, now called 
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Piet Potgictersrust, the lands were roamed by herds of elephant. 
Grandmother's people's tribal symbol was and is still an elephant, 
which I think they inherited from the main body of the Zulu nation, 
which they broke away from under the leadership of Musilikazi, 
the foimder of the Matebele in Matebeleland in Rhodesia. 

I was told that when the second delegation arrived in Phokeng 
to tdl grandfather and his people that grandmother's marriage was 
not recognised at KwaMukopani, they brought with them large 
quantities of elephants' tusks and other gifts for grandfather. Again, 
the legend goes, they were received with great honour and dignity 
because at that time it was a visit not only of friends but of brothers- 
in-law. After resting for two days the delegation, led by grand- 
mother's uncle, opened its bag by breaking the news that the 
Matebeles of KwaMukopani did not regard their daughter as being 
legally married. They therefore proposed that if grandfather's 
people wished to start fresh marriage negotiations all over agsdn, 
they were ready to talk. Before grandfather and his people had time 
to consider their proposal, which seemed astonishing to other people 
in our tribe, they gave a warning that if grandfiither and his people 
did not agree to dieir proposal, there was no alternative but that, 
after their return home, another delegation would come to fetch her 
together with her children. 

At that time, I was told, grandmother was in the family way, 
expecting Unde Setlhatsana. Some councillors, without considering 
the proposal well, told the Matebele delegation that a second 
marriage was out of the question since, as far as they were concerned, 
grandmother was married and was their Paramount Chief's wife. 
It is said that grandfather reserved his views and made no conmients. 
A few days later the Matabele delegation returned home to report 
how their proposal was received by the Bafokeng tribe. Several 
months elapsed, and after second thoughts and with grand&ther's 
influence, a Bafokeng delation left for KwaMukopani to say that 
they were willing to enter into marriage negotiations. Their arrival, 
I was told, was a colourful one. Before they opened their bag to say 
why they had come, the Matebeles could guess that they brought 
good news with them. 

The arrival of the Bafokeng delegation at KwaMukopani, her 
birthplace, marked the beginmng of grandmother's second marriage. 
The delation was authorised to conclude all the arrangements so 
that the marriage could attain legal status. The Matebeles, knowing 
that they had the advantage over the people of my tribe, named the 
number of catde they needed, so that my grand&ther's people 
should know that, after all, grandmother had people who had the 
right to marry her off, and to give her away. The Bafokeng delega- 
tion agreed to the number of catde demanded. 
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After spending several days in KwaMukopani they returned 
home, leaving a promise that before long the catde demanded would 
come. This would bar grandmother's people from going to Phokeng 
to fetch her. Back in Phokeng, they reported the agreement they 
had reached with the Matebdes about their daughter. I do not 
know how many catde went to KwaMukopani as grandmother's 
second dowry, but the name of the man who led the delegation which 
took the catde to grandmother's people was Ramotsoagole Nameng. 
The catde were exacdy as the Matebdes had asked, and they became 
the stamp and seal of grandmother's legal marriage. 

The celebrations for grandmother's marriage at her birthplace 
took place in her absence before the Bafokeng delegation left. 
Following the tribal customs, many beasts lost their lives to feed 
those who were still alive in her tribe as well as to provide the 
Bafokeng delegation with food to eat on their way back home. At 
Phokeng, too, the wedding was celebrated with the slaughter of 
many beasts to feed the people and to make known to them that 
from that day Matlhodi-a-Kekana was married to their tribe with 
the consent of her people and was the legal wife of their Paramount 
Chief. Grandmother's marriage established a friendship with the 
Matebele of KwaMukopani. It also gave her pride that the people 
to whom she had been married as a slave by KaMangoele, the Dutch 
farmer, now knew that she had people who could demand to know 
her fate should something unpleasant happen to her. She knew that 
those in our tribe who used to tell her that she ought to thank her 
lucky stars that she was married to their Chief, who had given her 
status in life, would not repeat their rudeness. The second dowry paid 
to her people earned her the nickname of the most expensive 
woman in the tribe. 

When my own mother and father married, their first home was in 
the very house into which grandmother came to live, so my parents' 
first-born saw the light in Nkhubu's house. I am not certain whether 
my parents' first twins, both males, were born in the same house. 
Later, my parents built their own house in an area which came to be 
known in the Christian era as Saron. Before father, was married, 
grand Tiother lived with Nkhubu's second daughter Theko, but 
later went to live with my parents in their home in Saron. There the 
rest of my parents' children were born. At that new home grand- 
mother saw the birth of all my parents' children, but she was 
already old. 

When my father's brother Setlhatsana was married, he and his 
wife Matlhobole went to live with my parents and grandmother 
until they built their own home. Grandmother also saw the first- 
born child of my uncle, a daughter called Mponena-Paulina, named 
after herself. At that time her sight was failing and later, due 
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to old age, she lost it altogether. At the time of my birth she could 
only taste, feel and hear. Three days after my birth, although grand- 
mother knew of the event, my mother reported it to the old woman, 
holding me in her arms and saying, * Mother, I have given birth to a 
boy, hold out your arms, I am passing him on to you*. Grandmother 
did so and while she had me in her arms, but not seeing me, she 
laughed and said, *He's heavy.* Mother then said, *He has no name. 
Give him a name.* Grandmother laughed again and said, *I name 
him after my maternal uncle. He shall be called Monyadioe.* 
Monyadioe was a Lentebde of KwaMukopani. 

Although grandmother used to enjoy welcoming delegations from 
her people visiting Phokeng to see her, bringing with them elephants' 
tusks as gifts to grandfather, she never had the opportunity to see 
the land of her birth again. She lived in Phokeng from the day she 
arrived there from the Dutch &rmer's place until she died totally 
blind. 

When my frither was at the age of twelve or fourteen, I was told a 
delegation was appointed in Phokeng and was sent out to Kwa- 
Mukopani, taking him to be introduced to his mother's people and 
they to him. The delegation was headed again by the same man who 
had led the delegation which took grandmother's second dowry to 
KwaMukopani, Ramotsoagole Nameng. By seeing my father, 
grandmother's people could see an offspring of their long-lost 
daughter whom they had thought dead. The only person father could 
find closely related to his mother was a man whose father was her 
brother. This man's name was Muretloa Kekana, and as he was 
father's closest cousin, a strong friendship developed between them. 
I do not know whether Muretloa ever visited Phokeng, but I under- 
stand that father developed the habit of visiting his mother's people 
whenever he could. 

What I know is that Muretloa*s son, Lekhalaka, Christian name 
Charlie, visited Phokeng after father's death in nineteen-thirty-five 
with a group of men from their tribe to ofEer my family condolences 
and to see father's grave. Lekhalaka was at that time a military 
policeman at Roberts Heights outside Pretoria. I was in Pretoria 
working, but neither of us knew that the other was nearby. While in 
Phokeng my sister Madira, who received them on behalf of the 
fiunily, gave him my address in Pretoria. On his return Lekhalaka 
made it hu duty to find me - 1 expected him because my sister had 
written to say diat one day he would call. He arrived where I 
worked, dressed in his military police uniform, not knowing which 
one I was among the people there. He said that I was the person he 
was looldng for, and while everyone was suspecting that I had done 
something wrong at the army camp, we embraced when we greeted 
each other. 
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From that day Lekhalaka and I became friends, calling each other 
cousins, claiming that we represented our fathers who were true 
cousins. I became a frequent visitor at his home and his family 
welcomed me as one of them. After I married, Lekhalaka, his wife 
and children became frequent visitors at my home. In nineteen- 
thirty-seven I made a journey from Pretoria to Potgietersnist, long- 
ing to see where my grandmother was bom. I arrived at Sefkkaole^ 
the Matebdes' headquarters, and stayed two weeks with a fiunily, 
also the Kekanas, recommended to me by Lekhalaka. It was a senti- 
mental journey and I felt pleased when I arrived at what was and 
still is the place of my origin. 

My Unde Sedhatsana, unlike father, never reached the land of his 
mother's birth. While I lived in Pretoria, I took each of my unde's 
children who visited me there to Lekhalaka's home to introduce 
them. I grew very fond of Lekhalaka and his family; I regairded 
them as the people who gave birth to my grandmother and the 
soiirce of my being. From this it can be seen that, like many people 
of many nations, I am a mixture of two nations, the Zulus and the 
Basotho. I regard myself largely as a Mosotho, because my paternal 
and maternal grandparents were Basotho and I was born in their 
tribe. 

Both my father and uncle married into two influential families of 
our tribe. Some people may wonder why I went so far back in tracing 
my background. My answer is that the birth of my ancestors and 
my grandparents after them ushered my coming, and therefore I am 
a continuation of them. As my mind develops, I increasingly believe 
that wherever I am, whatever I do, my ancestors play a leading part 
in my actions. I believe that they guide me and protect me. Some 
people say that, since I cannot prove it scientifically, it is false. My 
defence is that no one has been able to prove a beUef. 
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IX Mother's Background 



To paint my mother's background is a difficult task for me. I know 
very litde of it compared widi what I know about my father. During 
my youth in our tribal village in Phokeng I never felt a calm 
atmosphere with my fitther which would have enabled me to ask 
him questions about my mother's background. I feared my father, 
but nevertheless liked him very much. He was difficult to approach 
because at home he was quiet and always busy doing something. 
I got much information about his background from mother because 
I resented strongly the way some of Mokgade's descendants wanted 
to rel^;ate him, my mother, my sisters and myself to the last position 
in our tribal society. 

I could not accept this, and felt that we were being cheated of our 
rightful position in the tribal order. I refused to accept it as being 
lawful that others whose grandmothers did not have the honour of 
being paid dowry twice, or the right of occupying the house of 
Paramount CShief Mokgade's second wife, should feel that they 
occupied a higher portion in the tribe than my father and myself. 
My resentment was supported by the fact that whenever there was a 
fimiily dispute concerning the children of Nkhubu-Madikeledi, 
which was the second house in the line of succesaon to the tribal 
chieftaincy, the very people who claimed to have higher status than 
my father and myscdf would confess that they had no right to go into 
sudi matters; the person to approach was my &ther or mysdf. 

Usually I felt at ease in my mother's company, she was an easy 
smiler and always gave time to ejcplaining things I wanted to 
know. Because of being too obsessed with wanting to know the 
reasons why some Mokgaties adopted these attitudes towards us, I 
deprived myself of opportunities to ask mother her full background. 

In nineteen-sixty-one, when I started writing, and was already 
resident in London, I started a correspondence home to my sister 
Pheloe (Christian name Sannie) Pedele, asking her to contact my 
only surviving aunt, my mother's youngest sister Madiseile (Chris- 
tian name Magdelina) Mathuloe and ask her to give in detail my 
mother's family background. After waiting for several months my 
sister's letter arrived, telling me that she had done as I asked, but my 
aunt refused to give her the information I required because if she 
did so, she said, she would be encouraging me to stay and die 
abroad. I then wrote another letter direct to my aunt, explaining to 
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her why I needed the information, and knowing that ance she could 
not read or ivrite herself, she would invite her daughter Ndube to 
help her. When the reply came back, Aunt Madiseile acknowledged 
botii my request to my sbter and the letter direct to her. Her reply 
was emphatic. 'Gome home', she requested, *I shall tell you every- 
thing you need to know. My reply through your sister is the same,* 
she said. 'If I send you the information you ask it would imply that 
I approve your living abroad and don't want to see you bade in the 
land of your tribal &thers.' 

I did not give up, I knew that as a person she was liable to changes 
of mind, and from that time, in each letter I wrote home to my 
sister, I conveyed greetings and best wishes to my aunt, at the same 
time asking my sister to remind her that we live in a changing world, 
and she should not rule out that I shall never come home again. 
Changes, I said, never give advance notice. My aunt remained 
emphatic in her replies, therefore my motiier's background story 
will not be as bright as my father's. Her story begins with her 
parents who, unlike my father's mother, died before I was born. All 
I found were their properties and the houses they used and lived in. 

My maternal grandparents were immigrants in Phokeng. They 
were not Bakoena but Bakgatla. They came to Phokeng from a tribe 
called Bakgatla, and their land lies north of ours, north of the moun- 
tains called Pilansberg after their Paramount Chief Their pro- 
vincial headquarters is called Moruleng and the chief headquarters is 
in Botswana and is called Motshudi. I do not know my mother's 
mother's African name nor Christian name. She was known and 
called by the name of her first-born child, whom they named Emma 
(I do not know her African name). My grandmother was therefore 
called MaEmma. 

Grandfather, too, was mostly called by his daughter's name, as 
RaEmma, Emma's father. Unlike grandmother, I know his Chris- 
tian name, Thomas, which was given to him when he was baptised 
in Phokeng. His surname was Mororo. As far as I know, their 
children were all born in Phokeng and were three daughters and 
three sons. I never knew my mother's African name, only her 
Christian one, Salome, and during the calm times I spent with her, 
it never occurred to me to ask her her parents' African names, her 
sister Emma's name or her own. After Emma came mother, and I 
was told she was followed by a brother, who died a very hesirt- 
breaking death, early in life, during the milking of one of his father's 
cows. The cow he was milking kicked him in the stomach and 
destroyed his liver, and he died an hour or more later. 

He was followed by another son whose Christian name was 
Herman, and he died when I was thirteen years old. He was fol- 
lowed by a sister, who enjoyed both African and Christian names. 
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She survived them all and her names are Madiseile Magdelina. 
After her marriage her surname became Mathuloe. Their last boy 
had both African and Christian names, Rakgompana Kristof 
Mororo. 

My aunt Madiseile Magdelina Mathuloe had only two children 
and her first-born was a male, Mmiga (Christian name Michael). 
After leaving home to face the world, he went to Durban in Natal, 
and for reasons known only to himself stopped writing to his parents, 
and all of us lost contact with him for a very long time. Unexpectedly 
one Christmas morning, he knocked at his parents' door; his father 
and mother rejoiced to see him, and his father, to show how pleased 
he was to have his son back with him, slaughtered an ok and invited 
his friends and relatives to come to celebrate his son's home-coming 
with him. Mmiga never married to the last day of hfe; his sister 
Ndubi married, but her marriage broke up and ended in divorce. 

One day, I was told, a man arrived in our village and introduced 
himself as a missionary for the Dutch Reformed Church, and said 
that he wanted to start a mission station in the village. My grand- 
father. Paramount Chief Mokgade, then asked the gentleman to call 
back in a few days time to meet him with his people and the tribe's 
councillors. As agreed, several days later the missionary arrived to 
find a large gathering of people, among them tribal elders and 
councillors. The missionary then, without wasting more time, began 
to explain in detail the message Christianity he had brought to our 
people. 

He told the gathering that what he was preaching was the word of 
God and that God could only be reached through his Son Jesus 
Christ, whom he went on to explain came into the earth to testify 
that there was a living God, the iather of all peoples and nations on 
earth. He went on to say that Jesus gave his own life for the sake of 
all peoples because the people at the time of his birth were no 
longer obeying the commands of God who was angry and about to 
punish the people. He ended his talk, I was told, by saying that the 
only way people could speak to God, who made die earth, people 
and everydiing on earth, was by believing in God by first believing 
in Jesus Christ, the Son of God and the representative of God the 
Father to the people on earth. 

Having explained the teaching of Christianity, which he keenly 
urged our people to embrace, he told them that in addition he was 
bringing a new system of learning and communication. But the 
first thing to do, he told them, was to give themselves to Jesus, by 
consenting to be baptised, and tiiereaftor building a church in which 
they could meet to praise God through Christ, worship him and 
honour him. At the end of his lengthy talk, when he had explained 
everything he knew needed explaimng at fint, grandfather adced the 
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learned gentleman to give them time to consider alone what he had 
told them, but to return again in a few days' time to hear their 
detailed considered reply. The missionary readily agreed to their 
request and, after he had been entertained, he left. That was the 
first Christian message to my people. 

When he returned to our tribe to hear what my people had 
decided, he received an answer which must undoubtedly have dis- 
appointed him. My grandfather, I was told, with the advice of his 
councillors and the dders of the tribe, said this to him: 'We thank 
you very much for the trouble you have taken to come here to intro- 
duce to us your religion and the church. We are sorry,' grandfather 
went on, 'we cannot accept your religion and the God you urge us to 
accept and believe in. We have our own way of worshipping God 
and the way we think we can reach him. We think that our dead 
ancestors are the way we can speak to God. Through them we firmly 
believe he can speak to us, by accepting our humble requests to him 
or rejecting them. We, therefore, think that it would serve no useful 
purpose for you or ourselves, to join together and worship the God 
you have spoken to us about. The best thing we think is that you 
pass on to try elsewhere.' 

The gendeman waited after grandfather had spoken to see whether 
there were someone or other in the gathering who would rise to 
support what grandfather had said, or to say something contrary to 
it. No one rose and the missionary feh satisfied that grandfather's 
reply was a unanimous one. When he did stand up to speak he 
showed a respect for their decision and thanked them for having 
given him a chance to say what he had come to say to the tribe. He 
then asked them to permit him to leave and his request was honoured. 
Before his final departure he was entertained again, as it was the 
custom that when a guest was not given food when he arrived, he 
should not be permitted to leave with an empty stomach. 

No doubt, though his invitation to my tribe to join the Dutch 
Reformed Church was fruitless, the words he left with them had 
built themselves houses in the hearts of some members of my tribe. 
Some of them had already become Christians in their hearts but 
were not courageous enough to say so at that time. They thought 
that if they did they would be regarded as men of weak faith, who 
were easily blown away from their faith in the power of their 
ancestors by something new and foreign to them. Christianity was 
indeed a new thing to them, they needed more time to think about 
it and everything that went with it. 

The missionary left our tribe like a man who planted a seed in a 
dry soil, knowing well that one day rain would come to water the 
soil and the seed would grow and bear results. If that was what he 
had in mind when he said good-bye to my people, his judgment was 
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correct. Afterwards, those who silently accepted the Christian mes- 
sage brought by the Dutch Reformed missionary bcgjan to express 
their feeli^ to their feUow-tribesmeEu They said that it was wrong 
for the tribe to refiise the miwiionary permission to establish his 
churdi in the village so that those who agreed with his new system of 
worship could join him. Amongst these were some of grand&ther's 

TW or three years later, I was told, a message reached my tribe 
that a group of missionaries had arrived in the country from 
Germany, and were in Natal, at Durban, preparing themselves to 
move into the country with the declared aims of establishing 
Christian churches. They were the Lutherans of Hermannsburg 
KGssion. How or by whom the message was brought to my people, I 
have not been able to ascertain. Those who had ^endy accepted die 
Dutch Reformed missionary's message immediatdy seized the news 
and said to themselves, *This time we shall not repeat the mistakes 
we made when the Christian message first reached us.' They went to 
their Paramount Chief, my grandfather, and told him and die tribe's 
dders and councillors that they had dedded to become Christians 
and would like the church to be built in the tribe. Ghrandfather and 
his counciUors, because of what they had heard since the departure 
of the Dutch Reformed missionary, felt the right thing to do was to 
declare that they were not in opposition to those who felt that they 
would be happy to accept the Christian form of worship. 

There being no opposition in the tribe, the Christians-to-be felt 
that it was their duty not to wait for the missionaries to come, but 
to go to Durban where they were and invite one of them to become 
then* priest. The legend is that a group of ox wagons drawn by teams 
of oxen, with a large group of men and women, left our tribe fot 
Durban, to interview the German missionaries. I have not been able 
to ascertain the name of the man who led the ck wagon delegation; 
however, to Durban they went and reached the Lutherans. When 
people seek something, language barriers become no problem. 

In Durban, among die Lutheran missionaries, menfrtnn my tribe, 
like teen-age boys amongst teen-age girls looking for sweethearts to 
marry, made their choice. They picked one for themselves and asked 
him to consent to become their teacher of the Christian doctrine and 
priest. His name was Penzhom. Having been chosen, Mr. Penzhom 
and his family agreed to accompany my people on the long journey 
back to Phokeng. On arrival, they were given everything a strange 
family needed and a site on which to build their home. Since they 
were brought to the tribe, the building of a home for them beceune 
the tribe's duty. 

While their home was under construction they lived at the 
Paramoimt Chief's home, and Mr. Penzhorn began his baptismal 
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work to make sure that he had people in the tribe to join his church. 
At that time the whole tribe, as I said before, was polygamous. Men 
were free to marry as many wives as they could support. The legend 
is that the first man to be baptised - in the presence of a lai^ge crowd 
- was grandfather's son of his third wife, who was named after 
grand&ther's father, Sekete. He was a polygamist himself. Mr. 
Penzhom gave him the Christian name John, and from that day he 
was known amongst the first Christians as Johannes. He was fol- 
lowed by his brother, who was given the name of Peter and there- 
after came to be known as Petrus. Peter had not become a polygamist 
at that time and the church he joined barred him from becoming 
one. 

Since a prominent figure in the tribe had become a Christian, not 
only a prominent figure but the Paramount ChiePs son of the third 
house, together with his brother Peter, the ordinary people of the 
tribe fdt free to join the Lutheran Church of Hermannsburg Mission 
or to stay out of it. There is a proverb in our tribe which runs as a 
question and answer. It is said that a man once asked a worm, 
*Worm, how did you manage to enter the large body of an ox and 
cause it to rot?' and the worm answered, 'Through a tiny piece of 
flesh.' That was how the Christian Church entered my tribe, not to 
cause it to rot, but to cause it to become Christian. That is the way 
the Christian teaching and following became part and parcel of life 
in my tribe. It would appear that the word went round like wild-fire 
that the Bakoena-ba-Phokeng had become Christians. 
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X Mother's Parents 



My grandfather, Thomas Mororo, a Mokgatla of Bakgatla tribe, 
heard of the arrival in Phokeng of the Christian mission and decided 
to leave his tribe with his two wives to join the Christian Church in 
Phokeng. His own tribe had heard about the mission's coming and 
what went with it, and expressed opposition to it at all costs. Grand- 
father realised that there was no chance for him and his wives to 
become Christians if they remained with their tribe. He then took a 
heart-breaking decision, to leave the people who gave birth to him, 
hb wives and his ancestors, to join the church in Phokeng. He was a 
very wealthy man. A man's wealth was measured by the number of 
cattle, sheep and goats he owned, and in addition by his com and 
food. 

My grandfather, with his two wives and his children, broke down 
his houses, dismanded his kraals of catde, sheep and goats, loaded 
his com on wagons and emigrated to Phokeng. Before first investi- 
gating what was in store for him in Phokeng, he bumed his bridges 
behind him and said good-bye to his tribe. He arrived in Phokeng 
and asked for acceptance. The Bafokeng, following the tribal tradi- 
tion that we welcome all who seek to join us, but regret the departure 
of those who leave us, opened their arms and said, 'Come in, Mororo, 
come in and join us.' After paying the number of catde required of 
him to become a citizen of Phokeng, he attained the rights and 
privileges of citizenship. 

Having become a Mofokeng, he approached the church requesting 
membership, and he was shocked at being told that he could only 
be accepted with one of his wives, not the two of them. Legally he 
was no longer a Mokgatla, but a Mofokeng. My grandfather's first 
wife had children already, but the second one, my mother's mother, 
had none at that time. Grandfather's first wife then, being dis- 
appointed, suggested they should retum to thdr home in Kgatieng if 
they could not all be accepted into the church. It is said that she was 
uncompromising in her attitude and refused to accept that one of 
them should go into the church with Grandfather while the other 
remained outside. For a long time, I was told, Grandfather attempted 
to persuade her to change her mind, but failed. 

I leamt firom the stories my mother told me that her father, in his 
efforts to persuade his first wife to stay in Phokeng with the rest of 
his &milies, tried to strike a compromise with her that she should be 
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the one to go into the church with him and that my grandmother 
should stay outside the church. Obviously life and people in 
Phokeng were not attractive to grandfather's first wife. She insisted, 
I was told, that if she had known in advance that things were going 
to turn out as they had done, she would not have consented to leave 
her people in Kgatleng and come to Phokeng. All she wanted, she 
told grandfather, was that they should tell the church people that 
they were disappointed, and felt justly treated by the people of 
Phokeng but unjustly treated by the church they had come to join, 
and thmfore there was no point in them making Phokeng their 
permanent home. Grandfather tried to make her change her mind 
by pointing out to her that the church was not against any of them in 
particular, but that only one of them could join tiie churdi with him. 
She refused to alter her stand. 

Eventually the man who brought them to Phokeng felt that you 
can give someone food but can't force him to eat it. ^ a last stand. 



J 









That obviously freed her to make her desires plain and dear. She 
chose to return home to her people witii her children. Her decision 
was not an easy one £or grandfather. In fact, it was a test for him. 
Grandfather at that time came face to face with the problem 
whether, for the sake of becoming a Christian, he was gomg to let 
his wife go away from him with his diildren whom no doubt he 
loved like any father. I do not know how grandfather felt, but 
I can guess that his first wife's dedsion must have broken his heart. 
Grandfather, too, had made up his mind that he had left his birth- 
place and people to become a Christian, and so he was going to join 
the Christian Church with or without his first wife. 

Another problem grandfather had to deal with was whether he 
was going to allow his wife to go back with the children or whether 
he was going to keep the children in Phokeng with him without 
their mother. He then decided, my mother told me, that if he did 
that the children would be lonely, longing for their mother, and 
their feelings for her would create bitterness towards him and they 
would eventually turn against him. He then decided that they should 
go back with their mother. 

Having made up his own mind, my grandfather was left with no 
alternative but to give some of his cattle, sheep, goats and corn to his 
first wife as the means by which she would keep herself and the 
children back in Kgatleng. The time for departure came and grand- 
father had to say good-bye to the woman he loved first and the 
children who were part of his flesh. I asked mother whether that 
meant that grandfather had divorced her, but mother said that it was 
not a divorce in the legal sense, but an agreement between them to 
separate. Mother then told me that if it was a divorce, it was grand- 
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father's first wife who had divorced him, because she chose to leave 
him after accompanying him to Phokeng. I agreed. 

Because grandSfather had provided her and the children with all 
necessary means for living, she could not demand services from 
grandfather while she lived with her people in Kgatleng. *But,' I said 
to mother, *I blame the church for the break-up of that marriage.' 
Mother was surprised and asked, *Why? The church was ready to 
welcome her into its ranks but she refused to go in.' I then said that 
my reason for blaming that church was that the church found an 
old institution working, polygamy. It should have recognised it at 
first, allowing people to join it as they were, but making it plain to 
them that if they became polygamous while they were members of 
the church, their institution would not be recognised by the church. 
If the church had adopted that line, grandfather would not have lost 
his first wife and the children. 

Thomas Mororo, then, took his second wife, my grandmother, 
with him into the church and they became Christians. He had 
become a man with only one wife. The children of his second wife 
were all born into the Christian section of our tribe. Other poly- 
gamous men of Phokeng also faced the same problem, but because 
their wives were women of Phokeng, they did not have to see them 
go to live far from them. Others did not bother to join the church, 
but left the decisions to their grown-up children tojoinif they wished. 
Grandfather, having joined the church with other men of Phokeng, 
began to undergo baptismal ceremonies^ and went to worship every 
Swiday twice a day. 

They worshipped, I was told, under a large tree by the site where 
they eventually built the church, and it still stands there today. They 
were all rich but simple Africans, whose houses were built in African 
architecture, round with thatched roofs, known as rondavels. They 
were not built of bricks but of stones, timber and earth. There were 
houses for guests, children and parents, as well as ones for storing 
corn. Mr. Penzhorn, in addition to teaching them how to read the 
Bible, also taught them how to make bricks - and build with them - 
for the church. They did this first under Mr. Penzhorn's supervision 
and later on their own. 

Grandfather, I was told, was one of the fast learners and later 
ended up being a highly skilled brick builder and a carpenter. In 
addition, he learned how to make doors and window frames, some of 
which I saw when I grew up. The original church built by grand- 
father and others is still there, a large building that imposes itself on 
the Phokeng scene and can be seen far away, painted with snow- 
white lime, with large windows, and with four entrances fi^om the 
east, west, north and south. It has a large altar at which all con- 
firmed new members kneel to receive their confirmation certificates. 
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I kndt there on the twentieth of December nineteen-twenty-dght, in 
the afternoon, after answering all the questions about Bible episodes 
put tome. 

The floor of the church is laid with flat, smooth slates, which I was 
told grandfather went out with others to fetch from a slate quarry 
somewhere in our land and helped to lay down. The southern 
entrance of the church was solely used by the priest and those, 
grand&ther Thomas Mororo amongst them, who held church 
services in his absence. Although grandfather was strictly speaking a 
foreigner in Phoikeng, hb w^th and his services in the church 
earned him great honour and respect amongst the people he had 
come to join. 

I do not recall asking my mother whether, after grandfather's first 
wife's return to Kgatleng, their birthplace, they ever met again, or 
whether the children who returned with their mother (it never 
occurred to me to ask how many children there were) ever met their 
father again. When I think of it all I imagine that the longing of a 
father to see his children cannot possibly have escaped grandfather, 
and that their love and longing for their father must have tormented 
the children. 

Mr. Penzhorn, the first Lutheran priest in our tribe, not only 
taught my people how to read the Bible, but transformed their lives 
entirely. He brought European architecture into their lives and new 
ideas. Houses built with bricks began to appear. Though many 
thatched roofs remained, they pushed rondavels out of the way and 
houses with European-type doors and windows spread all over the 
village. Old habits of building houses anywhere, anyhow, died out. 
Anyone in the tribe who wanted to build a house, particularly 
newly-married couples, had to go to the Chief's court to ask for a 
site. From the Chief's court they were sent out with three or four men 
to a place to cut a site for them and to see that it would be in a 
straight line with other houses built before theirs. 

As a result of these new methods, which were due to the church 
and Mr. Penzhorn's influence, wcli-fiurveyed streets developed and 
houses faced each other, in a manner which was absent before the 
church came. Phokeng became a Europeanised tribal village. A man 
who played a great part in this transformation was my mother's 
father, Thomas Mororo. I found many houses built by him still 
standing when I grew up. Even the house of John Sekete Mokgatle, 
Paramount Chief Mokgatle's son by his third wife, who was first 
baptised in the Kgotla by Mr. Penzhorn and opened the tribal gates 
for the people to join the church, was built by my grandfather. 

Other tribes nearby which later adopted Christianity were 
influenced by events in Phokeng. Some tribes did not become 
Lutherans, but joined the English, Dutch and French missionaries. 
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People of those tribes had strong grounds to argue that, if Christian- 
ity and the church was good for the Bafokeng tribe, it was good for 
them as well. Not only did they admire my people for adopting a 
new religion, they also copied their new methods of building houses. 
Today, Phokeng is being transformed again by the new generation, 
who are more Europeanised than their grandparents and parents. 
Now they have iron roofing on their houses. 

When my people chose Mr. Penzhorn at Durban to be their 
priest, he had one child of less than a year old. I am not sure whether 
he was bom in Germany or in Natal. His name was Ernest Penzhorn. 
His other children were bom in Phokeng and therefore were Bafo- 
keng. They grew up playing with Bafokeng children in the village 
and acquired the language of the Bafokeng, Sesotho, in the same 
way as the children of the tribe. There were seven children in all, 
five sons and two daughters. 

Only when they reached school-going age did they leave Phokeng 
for boarding schools in Rustenburg and other towns to learn Euro- 
pean languages. Emest, the elder son, replaced his Either when he 
died and beoune the priest in Phokeng, having been to Geraiany to 
study for the ministry. They spoke Sesotho so well that when any 
one of them spoke behind dosed doors, no one would have known 
that there was a European speaking. When I grew up, the six of them 
had already left Phokeng, married, and were living in a place six 
or seven miles south ofRustenburg, which they had named KroondaL 
All Lutheran missionaries of the Hennannsburg Mission in the 
Transvaal Province, whose children did not replace their &thers as 
priests in the African tribes they converted to Christianity, went to 
Kroondal to fiurm there. Kroondal was bought joindy by Hermanns- 
burg missionaiies. 

In Kroondal they had their own church and brought a priest 
from Germany to be their mimster. There, too, they built a private 
school, where they also brought a teacher from Germany whom they 
paid jdntly, to teach, their children their ancestors' language. 

I heard them all speak Sesotho fluendy, but I think their elder 
brother Ernest was more fluent than all of them. He spoke it, wrote 
it and gave all his sermons in Sesotho. I remember, when I was 
attending confirmation class with others under him, he taught us 
some Sesotho words we did not know. He called himself Mofokeng 
and a tribesman. He was a tall, well-built, handsome man with a 
very dear vmce. Like his parents, he had seven children, four 
daughters and three sons, and all had African names after prominent 
men and women of our tribe. They too spoke Sesotho fluendy, but 
in their home, a large house with a large yard and a thatched roof 
which was provided by the tribe, they spoke German. 

Emest Penzhorn, like his father before him, taught my people to 
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read the Bible in their own language, and a few of them learned both 
reading and writing. Many of them, both men and women, knew 
nearly everything in the Bible by heart. Women especially became 
very keen on learning the episodes in the Bible. Later, a group of 
men and women was formed called Kopano (union), who sang and 
recited verses they learned by heart from the Bible about prophecies 
of the birth of Christ and the reasons why Jacob's children sold 
their brother Ismacl to the Egyptians and why they went to live in 
the land of Egypt. 

In the New Testament they were taught at great length about the 
birth of Christ, which introduced a new feature into their lives - the 
Christmas festival. Christmas became a day on which everybody 
had to try to go to a church service, and a day of enjoyment and 
entertainment of friends and relatives. They did not learn the art of 
sending messages of good wishes to friends or giving presents, but 
every household did its best to have enough food so that a friend or 
anyone who cared to visit them would be offered something to eat or 
drink. This resulted in ending the lives of many pigs, goats, sheep 
and birds. It also became a new tradition that on that day people 
should wear new clothes as a sign amongst the Christians that a new 
baby was born, the Baby who became their teacher and leader. 

Other Christian festivals were introduced, and my people who 
became Christians felt it their duty to take part in them. The two 
weeks before Good Friday were decl2ired silent weeks. During that 
time, every Christian family in our village was expected to gather, 
and most of them did, at a fellow-Christian's house in the evenings 
with their children, and there one of their well-informed men or 
women would read from the Bible and would then hold the floor in. 
explaining to the children and new converts what their new religion 
was all about On Good Friday itself work stopped amongst the 
Christians, and on their way to church no word was spoken. It was 
known as a day of sorrows, on which their teacher and leader died 
on the cross for the sins of Christians and non-Christians alike. 
Similarly, on their way from church no word was uttered. 

The church taught the people that Sunday was a day of worship, 
not of work. During the six days before Sunday they were encouraged 
to ensure that they had enough time to do whatever they wished to 
do, and on Sunday the only things they could do were to cook their 
food and prepare themselves for church services three times a day. 
The morning and afternoon services every Christian was expected to 
attend, but those with young children to put to bed were not expec- 
ted to attend in the evening. 

When I was grown up, my tribal people had got used to adapting 
themselves to the church rule. Being peasants who grew their own 
food in fields which are a long way finom homes, they mainly stopped 
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work in the fields at noon on Saturdays and began to move home in 
order to be there the next day. Before I was born, I was told, parents 
very seldom went to church without their children accompanying 
them, because the parents wanted to be sure that their children grew 
with the new religion. It was also the business of church elders to see 
that people did go to church. If a member was not seen in church 
during morning service and in the afternoon, the church elder who 
was in charge of the area where that person lived would go round to 
find out what kept him away from church services. 

If there were visitors in the family^ even when they were not 
Ghristians^ the Christian family was expected to invite them to 
accompany them to church. The other thing which, once people had 
become Christians, they were not expected to miss twice was taking 
part in holy commimion. That was stricdy instilled into the minds 
of the Christians - that by staying away from holy communion, they 
were staying away from eating the flesh of Christ and drinking His 
blood. 

In the Lutheran Church, holy communion was not served every 
Sunday. It was a quarterly event. The Sunday before communion 
Sunday the priest gave notice that the following Sunday communion 
would be served. During that week, those who desired to take part 
would go to the priest's house to give in their names so that he Imew 
how many members would be served. 

On the Saturday afternoon preceding the conmiunion Sunday 
they would all be in church with the priest to confess their sins and 
ask for forgiveness. Confession (in Sesotho, 60^^/0) is not said aloud, 
but each member is expected to pray silendy for forgiveness. Only 
the priest would preach a short sermon that afternoon and say a 
prayer. The next morning, forty-five minutes or an hour befi^re the 
end of the normal church service, holy communion would be served. 
As the communicants receive oonununion the congregation sings 
hynms to make them feel more strong in their convictions. 

Befisre I was bom, I was tdd, the Christian rule was that no meal 
should be taken without a prayer being said. After meals, too, a 
prayer should be said, called tdfogo (thanks). The first prayer was 
called kopo (request). Every Christian was caqpected to believe firmly 
that whatever he or she luul, food or otherwise, were provided by 
God, therefore he should ask God to give him energy to enjoy them, 
and thank God later for having provided him with such essential 
things. Christian children were taught all those things by their 
parents, yAio were abo expected to see that their children under- 
stood and observed them. 

When I grew up I found those rules stiU being observed but with 
less strictness. Even when going to bed the Christians were expected 
to say prayers for peaoefrd nights, and before rismg the next morning 
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they were expected to pray, thanking God for having protected 
them during the night and for having spent a restful night I think 
that when there were non-Christian visitors, the Christians feared to 
offend their visitors and refrained from saying their prayers. As a 
result, I imagine, those fears encouraged them to move away from 
what their new religion required them to do. Until the time of my 
birth many frunilies had non-Christian relatives who did not find it 
easy to throw over their old beliefi and habits and adopt the Chris- 
tian way of life. Nearly every family before my birth found itself 
divided in the middle, into Christians and non-Christians. I am not 
sure that Paramount Chief Mokgatle, my grand&ther, became a 
Christian, and that he was ever baptised. His picture and that of 
Ernest Penzhom's frither hang in the church. My paternal grand- 
mother, Matlhodi Paulina, never became a Christian, nor did 
Dikeledi, Mokgatle's son by his second wife, Nkhubu. 

I grew up to find that there were still in our tribe many Christians 
whose parents never became Christians. Because of that I imagine 
that the Christian tradition never found a strong hold on many of 
my people. They found themselves having to practise two kinds of 
religion, their ancestral religion which they could not altogether 
avoid because of their parents, and the new Christian religion they 
had adopted. For instance, my maternal grandparents became deeply 
religious, but their daughter's parents-in-law were not Christians. 
There was bound to be a conflict between them when religious 
matters came up. Again, my mother who was a Christian married 
my father who, like his mother and half-brother Dikeledi, was never 
a Christian. Only because of my maternal grandparents being 
staunch Christians was my parents' marriage performed in the 
Christian style. I never understood why my mother's father did not 
encourage his son-in-law, whom I was told he liked very much, to 
get baptised in order to join the Christian circles of Phokeng. I 
suppose that, because my father did not object to his children being 
baptised in church, my grandfather felt that he was a Christian. Or 
grandfather thought that later on mother would use her influence to 
make a Christian of him. 
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XI Other Churches 



While the Lutheran Church under Ernest Penzhorn flourished in my 
tribe teaching my people the Bible solely in their own language, 
Sesotho, so enabling them to understand better and better die 
religion they had chosen, issuing pamphlets to make it easy for them 
to read catechisms, but not teaching them the art of writing; while 
all this was going on another man appeared on the scene. He was an 
American Negco, Mr. Morrison. He introduced himself as a rqpre- 
sentative of a Christian Church but of a different denomination; the 
church he was asking my tribe to alkw him to establish was the 
African Methodist Episcopal Church (amb). 

At first, I leamt, some people who were already members of the 
Lutheran Church argued that since there was already a Christian 
CSuurch established in the trib^ there was no need for a second one. 
Others argued there were some who were not attracted by the 
Lutheran Church and might be attracted by Mr. Morrison's church, 
and therefore Mr. Morrison ought to be allowed to explain his 
church to the people to enable them to decide for themselves. 
Lideed, Mr. Morrison, like a young man seeking a young woman to 
marry amongst many married and unmarried, succeeded in getting 
recruits for his churdi. The church became popularly known as the 
church of Morrison. 

In Fhokeng itself, it seems, Mr. Morrison did not enjoy a large 
fidlowing^ but he did establish his church. The English language was 
heard for the first time through Mr. Morrison, who found himself 
confronted with the problem of talking to people who did not under- 
stand what he was saying. The Lutherans had already laid the 
foundation; the first tfaing was to build a church, and the way to 
build it was already known. Those who chose to join Morrison's 
church began to maJce bricks with him, and asked ^e Chief to give 
them a ate where they could build their church. Here, too, I have no 
record of the year in which this happened, but I tldnk that Mok- 
gatie's grandson. Paramount Chief Molotiegi (Christian name 
Augustus) was the ruler of the tribe. Molotiegi was the son of 
Dumagole, Mokgatle's son by his first wife. 

Mr. Mdnison established his ame Church not very far firom the 
Ftounount GhieTs house, and three-quarters of a mile firom the 
Lutheran Church. The amb Church did take some people away firom 
the Lutherans; for instance the minister in duaige of it when 
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I grew up was a man who was known by his son's name Israd - 
Raisrade. For his son to have had the name Israel, it is obvious that 
he was a Lutheran before Morrison arrived. But there were very few 
fiunilies who belonged to the amb Church. The congregation was so 
small that they never managed to acquire a proper church bell like 
the Lutherans. To remind their members that it was church dme on 
Sundays, they waited for the Lutherans to ring their large and heavy 
bell, which could be heard very hi away, and then rang their piece 
of iron and its sound went round as they beat it. Morrison's followers 
did not build him a house, but all the time he was in Phokeng he 
stayed with Raisraele's &mily, who encountered no difficulties ia 
keeping him because they were wealthy. In Luka, one of our large 
villages, larger than Phokeng itself, Morrison found many converts. 
The Lutherans were not very successful in Luka, and their church 
there, like the ame in Phokeng, was a small, poor building with a 
thatched roof. 

In Luka the ame built a very large and impressive church and a 
large priest's house. I think that what helped the ame in Luka was the 
fact that the Sub-Chief, who bore a Dutch name, Stuurman, by 
which he was popularly known and respected, although he did not 
become a Christian himself because of his many wives, allowed his 
children to join the ame and that inspired others to follow. Up to the 
time I left South Africa the ame was still weak in Phokeng and 
powerful in Luka. 

In Phokeng Mr. Morrison started a day school for the children 
and taught them their first lessons in English. The English alphabet 
was studied and heard for the first time. Morrison's English day 
school attracted a good deal of attention among the people of my 
tribe. At that time (I do not know if Morrison left Phokeng before or 
after I was born) the people were aware that the white man's rule 
was spreading all over the country and therefore it was essential to 
get prepared and to learn his language. Those men of my tribe who 
had been to Kimberley to work for money in the claims had had 
contact with the English people there and were impressed by them 
and found them very clever; they found no comparison between 
them and the Dutch people they knew. Although the Anglo-Boer 
war had not broken out, they could sense that eventually the 
Englishman, with his cleverness, was bound to make an impact on 
the whole country. 

To the amazement of Mr. Penzhorn, the Lutheran priest, leading 
Lutherans like Peter Mokgatle's children were sent to attend 
Morrison's day school to learn English. Mr. Morrison taught English 
largely to students whose parents were not members of his church, 
but Lutherans. By the time he returned to the United States, he had 
taught one man whose parents had become converts to his church to 

67 



Copyrighted material 



carry on with his work teaching English. That man's name was Pitso 
(Christian name Didrick), surname Senne. Piste Didrick Senne 
carried on from where Mr. Morrison left off, but unfortunately when 
he died there was no one to replace him because, during Didrick's 
teaching period, no student was found amongst the members of the 
AMB Church to be taught to take his place. The other students whose 
parents were Lutherans went there to learn English, not to carry on 
the work of the ame Church. The school died a natural death. Those 
who were fortunate to attend the classes started by Mr. 
Morrison spoke the English language as £ir as they were taught to 
speak, read and write, and they became the elite and the envy of 
others who had not been able to go there before Didrick's death. 

So the Lutherans had a rival, but a weak one. They were not 
attracted by teaching English, and carried on teaching only Sesutho. 
For instance, those of my mother's generation, who were the first 
pupils in the Lutheran church school, learning through reading 
catechisms what was in the Bible, could read well-printed words but 
could not write or read hand-written letters at all. My mother taught 
me alphabets in Sesutho, but later when I wrote letters to her, she 
had to get someone to read them to her. 

Rasemokana Rangaka was the influential and highly respected 
hfftHnnaw of one of the clans in our tribe. My mother's sister. Aunt 
Enuna, married his son Tau (lion) , Christian name Daniel, Rangaka. 
Dan Rangaka was one of the first teachers of catechism in the 
Lutheran Church Bible school. There were two others like him, of 
his generadon, who also taught catechisms - Herman Pooe and 
Titus Mathuloe. The three of diem, I was told, shared the preaching 
in the church on Sundays when the priest, Ernest Penzhom, was 
away or unaUe to hold services. I am tempted to think that in 
addition to his brilliance and understanding of the verses in the 
BiUe, Dan Rangaka had the particular advantage of being the soup 
in-law of Thomas Mororo, my grand&ther, who was himself the 
second preacher in the Lutheran Church in the absence of the 
Minister. 

Dan Rangaka's parents never became Christians, but allowed 
their children to choose Christianity. Dan was a tall, well-built man 
with a very dignified figure. His voice was dear, loud and powerful. 
Each time he spoke he smiled and showed his broad, snow-white 
teeth. As grand&ther's first son-in-law, he was highly liked in my 
mother's &mily. Grandfather took a great interest in him and taught 
him how to make doors, door firames and window firames, so that in 
the end Dan was not only teacher and preacher but also a good car- 
penter. He also made benches and ox yokes. His skill brought him 
inunense wealth and dignity. Just as Mr. Penzhom's fiither, the first 
Lutheran church minister in our tribe, liked grand&ther, so Ernest 

68 



Copyrighted material 



Penzhorn worked with and liked Dan Rangaka. Most people in 
our village, when they needed a door or anytibing which went with 
the building of a house, thought first of Dan. 

Later, as I grew up, I used to watch him working, and I began to 
note that he was a ^t learner and a man with an abundance of 
energy. He did not smoke or drink beer. He was so highly trusted, I 
was told by the church minister, that he relied on him to help in 
holding confirmation classes. He also baptised babies on behalf of 
the priest when called upon. Only his dose firiends and members of 
his family called him by his Afiican name Tau. 

My Aunt Emma bore her husband, Dan Rangaka, nine children. 
They were fflx girls and three boys. Dan Rangaka was a loving man. 
I remember that each time he spoke to his wife he called her mother. 
They had a European-style house built for them, I was told, by our 
grand&ther. It was a house of six rooms, with a passage which ran 
right through firom the firont door to the back door and led into the 
backyard. It was built with red bricks, but had a thatched roof with 
a wooden ceiling. All the doors of the rooms and the front and back 
doors were half wood and half glass. The panes on the doors were 
different colours - yellow, red, blue and white. The doors had large 
keys, called German keys. 

At the back in the yard was built another house, called sefala, 
where grain was stored. Alongside it was another, but smaller one, 
which was used as a kitchen. In the yard there were peach and 
orange trees which produced sweet and nourishing fruits in spring 
and winter. These I used to enjoy very much. Aunt Emma, because 
of her upbringing and her husband, was very religious. She was a 
medium-sized woman, a healthy, hard-working peasant woman. Her 
complexion, like that of Uncle Dan Rangaka, was brownish, 
between dark and very light. She was an ever-ready smiler but firm 
in seeing that her orders were carried out. 

I used Aunt Emma as my shield against my mother. Each time I 
was naughty, disobeyed mother, or wanted mother to toe my line, 
which mother never did but took strong action to force me to obey, 
I used to run away to Aunt Emma's house for protection. Once I 
was there, she would say, after listening to my story, *Wait until 
your mother gets here, I shall put her in her place. She cannot treat 
our grandfather like that.' She never called me by my name, but 
always called me grandfather, because I was named after their 
grandfather Moreleba. 

I was happy and completely at home at my Aunt Emma's house. 
I had the feeling that I was better treated there than at my own 
mother's house, because there I could pick and choose and was 
allowed to get away with it. Though Aunt Emma exercised strict 
discipline on her children, she was more tolerant with me and 
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always said that I did not know what I was doing, but that as I grew 
up I would learn how to behave in the right manner without being 
forced. Her children too, though their mother was strict with them, 
never resented the way I was treated. They all agreed that I was a 
mere child incapable of sordng out what was wrong and right. 

When I search my mind to find reasons why I was so treated at 
my aimt's house, I always come iq> with the answer that because I 
was the youngest child, the lastpbom and the only son of my parents, 
I seemed firagile to my aunt and her children. There was not one 
among them who did not like me, or want to share with me any- 
thing nice they were given to eat. As the family was deeply religious, 
before bedtime, immediately after the evening meal, the children 
who were at home sat round the table with their parents and each 
had to read a verse from the Bible; thereafter a prayer §at a comfiirN 
able and restful night would be said by their father or mother, or one 
of the children. Not a single one of the children was allowed to leave 
the circle while the praying was in progress. 

But with me things were different. If I did not want to stay for the 
Bible readmg or the prayer for the night, I was allowed to go to bed 
before anyone else. When I was young, I was allowed to sit on my 
aunt's lap without being disturbed until I fell asleep. My aunt's 
daughters, too, worked hard to make me happy when I was at their 
parents' home. When any one of them was sent to give their parents' 
finends something and it meant that they had to travel a distance to 
get there, if I had to accompany them they would carry me on their 
backs to and from the place. All I can say is that I grew up to find 
that I had two homes where I could eat and sleq>. Aunt Emma was 
both aunt and mother to me. 

Her elder children attended Bible classes at the Lutheran cate- 
chism school, and were either taught by their fitdier or one of the 
other two, Titus Mathuloe or Herman Pooe. One thing I still cannot 
understand is how my father reusted persuasion to b^me a Chris- 
tian, and yet I was told that Herman Pooe was one of his best fiiends. 
I was told that Father and Herman spent their leisure time together, 
at the home of one or the other. Herman Pooe belonged to the clan 
which my mother's parents had joined, and it was during one of 
fiitfaer's firequent visits to his fiiend's home that he saw mother and 
asked his firiend to introduce him to her. Father, like all young men 
and women of his early years, was not allowed to decide for himself 
who his future partner was going to be; his parents took care of that. 
While Father was enjoying Herman Pooe's company, there was 
already a young woman chosen for him by his parents to be his 
future wife. But before he was married to her. Father told his mother 
that he had seen another young woman in his firiend*s dan, and he 
could not resbt a firm bdief that she would be the best wife finr him 
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if only his parents would consent to change their minds about the 
first young woman. My grandparents became furious» but when 
they discovered that the girl father was attracted to was the daughter 
of Thomas Mororo, an immigrant in Phokeng, but nevertheless a 
wealthy, respected and influential figure amongst the Christians, they 

found no grounds to resist their son's request I understand that 
father's half-brother's wife and others vrere entrusted with a mission 
to go secredy into my mother's clan to see- whether the girl feiher 
had fallen in love with was worthy of being turned to instead of the 
first girl. Since these people were Christians, though they were not 
firiends of my grandparents, they had grounds to enter Thomas 
Mororo's home, to talk about CSiristian matters and while doing 
that observe closely my mother's movements and appearance. Their 
reports were in &vour of father's request and a dedsion was even- 
tually reached that mother's parents should be approached. When 
that happened, mother's parents were surprised but felt honoured 
that it was proposed that their daughter become one of the wives of 
the Paramount Chief's son. 

I was not only popular at Aunt Emma's home, but at my mother's 
younger sister, Madiseile Magdelina Mathuloe, I was also very much 
liked. My aunt, her husband Lekarapa (Christian name Eliphas) 
Mathuloe and their two children, Miga Michael and Ndubi his 
sister, treated me as though I was fragile. Aunt Magdelina, like her 
sisters, Aunt Emma and my mother, called me Grandfather and 
very seldom by my name. There, too, I picked and chose. At times I 
would just say to my mother, *I want to go to Aunt Emma's place or 
Aunt Madiseile's place', and mother would grant me permission. 
My parents would wait for some days, satisfied that I was well 
cared for, until homesickness drove me back home. Aunt Magde- 
lina's home was about a mile or two from our home, and a stone's 
throw from my Uncle Setlhatsana Lazarus, my father's brother; but 
I would never go to my uncle's home, though I saw them and played 
with his children every day when I was at Aunt Magdelina's place. 
When I was a boy of about three, four or five years old, I used to 
create trouble for other people. I liked cows very much and I was 
fsiscinated by them. At that time a boy by the name of Ramalana 
Ramokoka, who was second in line of chieftaincy at his tribe, 
Eakoena-Ba-Ramokaka, came to Phokeng to grow up with his 
mother's people. He was the grandson of Dikeledi Mokgatle, my 
father's half-brother. He lived at his uncle Lukas Mokgatle's home 
and was a cattleherd. Since he was very close to me, I used to run 
away from home to join him in the veld, so that I could help him 
and others turn the cattle the whole day. In the evening he was 
always in trouble when we arrived home with the cattle from grazing ; 
he was accused of having enticed me to go with him so that during 
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the day he could sit down under the cool shade of a tree, or play 
games with other boys, while I turned the cattle. Though poor 
Ramalana took pains to explain that he did no such thing and that 
in fact he did not see me until we were far away from home, and that 
I had run away to go with him, his explanations - which were 
nothing but the truth - did not help him. No attempts were ever 
made to make me feel that I was the one who ought to be scolded or 
punished so that in future I should re&ain from disappearing with- 
out permission. 

Not only Ramalana suffered such accusations. My cousin Miga 
Mathuloe, Aunt Madiseile's son, also found he was having to defend 
himself when I spent some days at his home. When I was there, 
every morning that I was unobserved I ran away to wait for him 
and the cattle at the place where I was sure it would not be easy for 
him to send me back home. At times when he wanted to beat me 
and then send me back home, I pleaded with him until he felt pity 
for me and allowed me to stay witii him and the cattle that I enjoyed 
following and turning. There were other things, too, which attracted 
me to the veld. The older boys were good at trapping birds with a 
sticky paste called boUtsoa. This paste grew from any tree; it came 
out of pods like pea pods, and it was like peas. The older boys could 
chew the grains of boletsoa, making it soft, constantly spitting out the 
bitter juice derived from it, and finally having their mouths full of 
the paste, which was deadly to the birds. Thereafter thin litde sticks 
would be found, and every stick would be covered with that paste; 
many of them would be laid by a pond, where the poor birds would 
come thinking that they could enjoy drinking water without danger 
to their lives, but as soon as they setded on any one of those sticks 
they would be caught. While they struggled to free themselves they 
would be adding more paste to their feathers and flying would 
become impossible, and the poor birds would be caught alive. Good 
trappers would go home in the evening with some birds they had 
killed, and others alive, for the purposes of cooking and eating. 
Another attraction whidb made me run away was day work. Some 
boys were ardsdc in working with clay. They made oxen, cows, 
dogs, men, horses, birds or anything they saw and were familiar 
with. It was always exciting for me to watch them. 
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Until I was two years old, Aunt Emma and her husband Dan (Tau) 
Rangaka were members of the Lutheran Church, Uncle Dan at all 
times prominent and active in the church of his father-in-law. No one 
suspected that Dan Rangaka was dissatisfied with the way in which 
baptism was being done in the Lutheran Church. In the Lutheran 
Church, children are baptised eighteen days after their birth. It 
seems that all the time Dan Rangaka fdt that it was wrong to baptise 
children in church &om a small dish of water, but did not say so 
openly. When he read how Christ was baptised in the river by John 
the Baptist, that system of baptism appealed to him more than the 
one practised in the Lutheran Church. 

The year nineteen-thirteen came along like any other year, and no 
one, including Dan Rangaka himself, knew what was in store for the 
Lutheran Church and the Christians of my tribe. One day there was 
an old man, who like men of my tribe was mostiy known by the name 
of his son (Abel) , so he was called Rabde. He went out as usual with 
his sheep and goats for grazing in the vdd. While he was keeping 
guard over his animals he saw a black man and woman like himsdf 
approaching him. They were strangers and thdr fiices were new to 
him. They were walking, but the man was pushing a bicycle, on 
which they had a few bdongings. When they reached him they 
greeted him in a strange tongue, but all Rabele could make of it was 
that the man and his woman were greeting him and he greeted 
them also. As it is when strangers meet, the stranger began to intro- 
duce himself and his woman, but old Rabele was unable to follow 
what he was saying to him, and only recognised that the language 
the man spoke was the language he had heard from Mr. Morrison, 
when he came to establish the ame Church in Phokeng. 

Rabde then asked his newly-found people to stay with him until 
it was time to go home. Rabde and his family were at that time 
members of the African Methodist Episcopal Church of Mr. 
Morrison. As agreed, in the evening Rabele turned his animals and 
took the two strangers home with him. 

The purpose for which the old man Rabele invited the strangers 
was to bring them into contact with the people who were taught by 
Mr. Morrison and his pupil Didrik Senne in the African Methodist 
Episcopal Church. They were the only people at that time in my 

73 



Copyrighted material 



tribe who could understand and speak the English language, though 
in a limited sort of way. Following tribal tradition he took the 
strangers to his house for the night, but during the evening reported 
the arrival of the people he brought from the veld to the head of his 
clan so that the next day they could be taken to the Chief's house for 
formal presentation. 

The man and woman who reached our tribe in nineteen-thirteen 
were Kenneth Spooner and his wife. I never got to know Mrs. 
Spooner's name because the Africans are quick at naming people 
their own way. They simply called her Maspunara - Mrs. Spooner 
or Spooner's mother. Kenneth Spooner, like Mr. Morrison before 
him, came from the United States of America. He was not bringing a 
new religion, it was the same as the one brought by Mr. Penzhorn of 
the Lutheran and Mr. Morrison of the ame Church, but his method 
of applying that religion was different. Mr. Spooner and his wife were 
received and allowed to tell the people who they were and the 
differences between his church and the other two already in 
Phokeng. 

When Mr. Spooner unfolded his story there were, as always 

happens, some members of my tribe who were attracted right away 
by what he told them. It seems to me that two things appealed to 
them most: first, in his new church baptisms are held in the open in 
the rivers, lakes and ponds ; parents do not make decisions for their 
children to be baptised, the children must grow up first and when 
they are over the age of sixteen they must ask for baptism them- 
selves. He went on to explain that that was how Christ, whose 
servant and worker Mr. Spooner was, was baptised by John the 
Baptist in the river Jordan. That, I think, sunk deeply into the minds 
of diose who later made up their minds to join Mr. Spooner's church. 

The other point which I imagine also played a large part in 
recruiting members for Mr. Spooner was that in his church the 
priest did not have to pray for all the congregation; when the time 
for prayer came, everyone must make his or her own appeal to God. 

Mr. Spooner gave the name of his church as the Pentecostal 
Holiness Church. It was Baptist in character and method and, like 
the Lutheran and the ame before it, it was against polygamy. There 
were two other elements which I imagine did not appeal strongly to 
those who Ustened to Mr. Spooner, even those who did join him in 
the Pentecostal Holiness Church. He said that medicines were not 
allowed in his church; prayer was more powerful than medidne. 
When a member was sick only prayers should be offered; if prayers 
could not heal the sick, nothing else could. Those medicine men and 
women who desired to join his church must first burn their medicine 
and on the day of their acceptance publicly confess in the church 
that they were no longer practising medicine, and declare that 
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medidne has no power; only prayers and appeals to Jesus Christ 
can heal the sick. 

The other rules which cut across the old customs and traditions 
were that members of his church must cease making and drinking 
beer. There was another old tradition which the Pentecostal 
Holiness Church did not allow, namely, that when a member of the 
family died, a beast must be killed and relatives and all who came to 
help in the burial must eat tasteless food and meat as sacrifice to the 
ancestors and a sign of mourning. Some people found it hard to agree 
with such alterations in their lives which both the Lutheran and the 
AME churches permitted. In spite of all that, Mr. Kenneth Spooner 
did manage to penetrate both the Lutheran and African Methodist 
Episcopal Churches. 

Dan Rangaka's daughter Lenu, Aunt Emma's last-born, was the 
first victim of the *No medicine for the sick only prayers' method of 
the Pentecostal Holiness Church. While she lay in her sick bed, 
prayers were offered twice a day for her recovery, but my cousin 
never recovered. My mother. Aunt Madiseile and close relatives 
said in their complaints, and I support their view, that when prayers 
showed no sign of helping, medicine people should have been called 
in. Her death left a question in our hearts; perhaps medicine would 
have helped and Lenu*s death would not have come at such an early 
age. 

From Rabele's house, Mr. Spooner and his wife were taken in by a 
very wealthy family to Hve with them. The wealthy man was called 
Raforedi Diale. But naturally Rabele Magano, the old man who had 
£3und them and brought them to Phokeng, became the first recruit 
and left the ame Church. 

When all that happened I was only two years and a few months 
old. Raforedi Diale was the second recruit to the Pentecostal Holi- 
ness Church. With their joining, Mr. Spooner secured a foothold in 
Phokeng. Later they were followed by two Mokgatie families: 
Monnafela Mokgatie and hb fiunily and Hermanus Mokgatie and 
his femily added their names to the list. They then asked the Chief 
for a site for their new church and this was granted. The news about 
the new church b^gan to spread like wild-fire. 

Without anyone suspecting it, something like lightning struck the 
Lutheran Church; news broke out that Dan Rangaka had left it to 
join the Pentecostal Holiness Church. His departure sounded like 
the Lutheran Church collapsing and its roof blowing off. Many 
people did not beheve it until they missed him in church the Sunday 
after the news broke. 

With his power of preaching and his prestige, Mr. Spooner had 
secured a powerfiil and influential man. Raforedi Diale's hous^ 
where Mr. Spooner and his wife lived, was in the same street in 
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which my parents' house stood, where I was born. Their first church 
was built in the same street, about three blocks east of my home on 
the same side. On that site Uncle Dan Rangaka and other recruits 
were seen making bricks for their new church. Each time they passed 
on their way to their church's site they passed my home and my 
mother used to remark, *I don't know what has become of my 
brother-in-law.' Many people, including my mother, did not believe 
that Uncle Dan Rangaka had really left the Lutherans, but that he 
would soon return to the church which made him famous. My 
Other's friend, Herman Pooe, was dead, and Uncle Dan Rangaka's 
departure left the Lutheran Church with only Titus Mathuloe to 
hold the fort when Ernest Penzhom the minister was away. Mr. 
Pcnzhorn himself was bitterly disappointed by the departure of the 
man he trusted, liked and respected highly. He also, I imagine, enter- 
tained the hope that Dan would come back to his first religious home. 
All waited in vain. 

Dan Rangaka's departure was sealed off by the news that one 
Sunday afternoon he would be baptised by Mr. Spooner in the river 
called Legadigadi, which runs in the middle of Phokeng. That 
Sunday afternoon many people went to the river to see for them- 
selves that Dan Rangaka was no longer a Lutheran. As he moved 
forward, following Mr. Spooner into the water, many of his admirers 
wept. 

Dan Rangaka, the man who went through two baptisms in his 
lifetime, left the lake in which he was baptised by his new priest, 
Mr. Kenneth Spooner, wet from head to toe. He stood on dry sand, 
watched by the crowd which had gathered to see him baptised for 
the second time, dripping with water. He looked at the crowd 
motionless as though he was saying to them, 'Now I am satisfied that 
I have been baptised properly like Jesus Christ whom I have chosen 
to worship.' At that moment, doubts which were still lingering in the 
minds of his former fellow-Lutherans were banished by his actions; 
they now knew that Dan had left them in the Lutheran Church for 
ever. Before him was the fiiture and he could not foretell what it had 
in store for him. He was starting all over again. On the day of his 
second baptism he was not alone. There were others, too, who were 
baptised for the second time but, as a man of high standing and an 
influential figure in Phokeng Christian circles, he had to go in first 
to give a lead. I did not understand anything at the time; I sym- 
pathised with my mother's complaint that he was wrong to leave the 
church which made him a Christian and in which his iather-in-law 
was prominent and in which he himself became prominent, liked 
and highly respected. Later, as I grew older, I b^n to learn to 
respect him as a man of high principles and firm convictions. He 
knew that his departure would cost him fiiends in the Lutheran 
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Ghurch, but had no doubts that he would make new ones in the 
Pentecostal Holiness Church. All that happened; his old fiiends in 
the Lutheran Church began to avoid him, perhaps fearing that he 
would influence them, or that people who saw them with him would 
lose confidence in them and begin to accuse them as double-dealers. 

Mr. Spooner, having secured the help of Uncle Dan Rangaka and 
others who became members, built a one-roomed church with a grass 
thatched roof. From that little church everything started. To get his 
members used to his method of praying, services were held every day 
of the week in the evening. The tunes of the hymns were completely 
different from those Uncle Dan and others knew and sang at the 
Lutheran Church. When it was time for praying, every member 
knelt down and began to pray aloud, uttering words he or she 
thought would reach where they were meant to go. The whole 
church became so noisy that those who finished praying first kept 
saying 'Hallelujah', 'Amen', ^Modimo a o bakoe\ Traise God' or 
'Praise the Lord'. They could keep on that way until everyone in 
the church had finished praying. Not only bonajide members were 
allowed to attend those services. 

As a result of that, many people got attracted to them for two 
reasons. First, some people went there to spend the early part of the 
night before going to bed. The second reason was that some people 
went for curiosity's sake, because people always get curious when new 
things take place in their midst. After the service some criticised the 
new form of prayer introduced by Mr. Spooner, and others admired 
it. The admirers b^;an to feel that it was not enough just to admire, 
but they should take part. They began to ask to be admitted into the 
church, which meant that they too would be taken to the river to be 
baptised like Christ. 

Men who were admitted into the church began to surprise their 
fiiends by telling them that they had stopped smoking and drinking 
beer. Some of them were men who could hardly allow two days to 
pass without enjoying a calabash of beer. Women who were noted 
for their skill in brewing good and strong beer before the Pentecostal 
Holiness Church arrived disappointed people who used to enjoy 
their brew by telling them that they had not known that they were 
engaged in an evil thing, beer-making, until they joined the Pente- 
costal Holiness Church, which opened their eyes. 

Men and women who were praised for helping the sick with 
medicine, declined when approached, saying, *I don't touch 
medicine any more, only God heals when you believe in him and 
pray to him for help.' The Pentecostal Holiness Church was at work 
and its message was spreading. 

The litde church house built by Mr. Spooner and his first recruits 
served two purposes. During the day, firom morning until the after* 
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noon, it was used as a school, where for the second time the children 
of Phokeng were taught English alphabets and to speak, read and 
write English. The children of those who had become adherents of 
the new denomination were the first to be enrolled, but children 
from the Lutheran and the African Episcopal Church were wel- 
comed as well. Again the Lutherans, who were eager that their 
children should learn English^ sent them to Mr. Spooner's school in 
large numbers. 

What disturbed Mr. Penzhorn at the Lutheran Church was that 
leading members of his church, like Petrus Mokgatle, who was one 
of the first to join the Lutheran Church, repeated what he had done 
when Mr. Morrison opened the first English class at the African 
Methodist Episcopal Church, by sending his children to Mr. 
Spooner's English school. Mr. Penzhorn, I was told, tried to dis- 
courage them, but they told him there was a need for their children 
to learn English because, unlike their parents, the children were 
bound to have dealings with the English people who had established 
their rule in the country. Because there was no English school at the 
Lutheran Church Mr. Penzhorn's persuasions could not work. His 
line of argument was that since the people of my tribe were not 
English, it was pointless for them to be eager that their children 
should learn English, which, he imagined^ would turn them into 
black EngUsh men and women. 

He pointed out at great length that Mr. Spooner's school devoted 
most of its time to teaching the children a foreign language and little 
time to teaching them their own mother-tongue. Mr. Penzhorn saw 
in that a danger that in the end the children of my tribe would know 
only English, speak, read and write only English, and when they 
had reached that stage they would look down on their own parents, 
traditions, customs and language. When they ceased to read, speak 
and write their own language, Mr. Penzhorn said, they would cease 
to know themselves and their backgrounds and cease to be a nation. 

I think that some of Mr. Penzhorn's arguments were sound, but he 
fiuled to realise that the time for the children of Phokeng to know 
only one language had passed. When they grew up they would have 
more to do with the white people who had come to South Africa and 
spoke English. 

Mr. Spooner did not speak, read or write Sesotho. He was a 
stranger in a strange land among strange people. Mr. Penzhorn dis- 
liked him intensely. He nicknamed him Rabodiba (Man of Ponds) 
because he took people to ponds for baptism. In his efforts to dis- 
courage his members fi-om sending their children to Mr. Spooner*s 
English school, Mr. Penzhorn started a new rule in his diurch; that 
when the children of members of his church who went to the Pente- 
costal Holiness Church school sought confirmation, they should start 
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first at the Lutheran catechism school to prove that they understood 
Bible lessons in their own language and thereafter go to die confinna^ 
tion classes which were held by himself. The Lutherans stood by 
that rule and did what their minister wanted them to do. 

At the time Mr. Spooner opened his school, John Mokgatle 
(Sekete), Paramount Qiief Mokgatle's first son by his third wife and 
the man who was the first to join the Lutheran Church, had sent 
his second son by his first wife to Kilnerton College, the Afirican 
English teachers' training college conducted by the Wesleyans near 
Pretoria. John's son was called Jonathan Sekete Mokgatle. He was 
one of those who went to Mr. Morrison's English school before the 
arrival of the Pentecostal Holiness Church. 

When Jonathan returned firom Kilnerton training college, the 
Lutherans opened the first English school for the children of my 
tribe. That was meant to coimteract Mr. Spooner's school and 
influence. The Lutherans did the same thing as Mr. Spooner, but 
the other way round. At the Lutheran English school most time was 
devoted to catechism teaching and little time to English teaching. As 
a result, children who went to Mr. Spooner's school spoke, wrote and 
read English quicker than those who went to the Lutheran school. 
The Lutherans who wanted their children to learn English found 
that, in order to avoid offending their priest, they could only send 
some of their children to Mr. Spooner's school. The boys were those 
who found their way into Mr. Spooner's school, while their sisters 
were sent to their church's school. 

Boys and girls at Mr. Spooner's school who were fast learners 
became Mr. Spooner's assistants in teaching the beginners. To get 
them to speak English quicker, Mr. Spooner made a rule that at 
school the children should speak in EngHsh, and in their mother 
tongue after school. Those who were caught speaking their own 
language were punished. 

One day towards the end of the week I was alone with my mother 
and she went into another room and took a long time to come out. I 
became suspicious and followed her to investigate what she was 
doing. To my disappointment I found her in distress, weeping. 
*What's wrong. Mother,' I asked, but she went on. It was the first 
time I had seen her weeping. A few minutes later she wiped her tears 
away and said to me, 'Your Aunt Emma is going to be baptised on 
Sunday at the Pentecostal Holiness Church and I think that it is 
wrong; your Uncle Dan Rangaka should have left her in the church 
oiu* parents left us in.' 

I think that at that time I was about three years old, which was 
not an age at which I could advise my mother. To me it did not 
matter whether Aunt Emma remained a Lutheran or whether she 
followed her husband into the Pentecostal Holiness Church. Only 
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later I began to think about it and ask myself why mother thought 
it wrong for her sister to follow her husband into the church he had 
chosen. My mother and her younger sister, Aunt MadiseUe Magde- 
lina Mathuloe, were devoted t6 thdr elder sister Aunt Emma. They 
regarded her almost as their guardian or someone who replaced their 
mother when she died. 

On the Sunday of that week, Mother took me and my sister 
Pheloe Sannie Pedele along with her to the river Legadigadi, where 
Aimt Emma imderwent her second baptism in the pond, like her 
husband. From the river we followed the crowd, to see Aunt Emma 
made a full member of her new church. That day was the first and 
last time my mother entered the Pentecostal Holiness Church. 
Despite all that, mother's respect for her sister, and their friendship, 
never ended. 

Aunt Emma Rangaka, having undergone Pentecostal HoHness 
Church baptism like her husband Dan Rangaka, became a full 
member of her new church, and any attempt to try to persuade 
them to return to the Lutheran Church was useless. What was left 
for their friends and relatives to do was just to take them as they 
were. Christians but non-Lutherans. The mother and father having 
joined the new church, the next to follow were their children. One 
after the other the elder children of Aunt Emma travelled the road 
to the ponds, in the rivers and lakes, identifying themselves with their 
parents. 

Dan Rangaka became a very prominent figure in the Pentecostal 
Holiness Church community as he had been at the Lutheran Church, 
second only to Mr. Spooner. He was heard preaching in the church, 
and his loud and powerful voice was heard saying prayers, as it was 
the habit in their church, that each member should pray to God for 
him or herself individually. His firiends, admirers and rivals got used 
to seeing him with Mr. Spooner in ponds and lakes, not only in 
Phokeng but in other tribes' lands as well, baptising new converts to 
the Pentecostal Holiness Church. But he was never forgotten in the 
place where he began. Stories about the Lutheran Church were 
never complete without his name being mentioned. I recall one 
Lutheran Church service which I attended, where during his preach- 
ing Mr. Penzhorn told the story of the working of his church, but 
could not finish without saying, *At that time, we were with three 
sons of this church, the late Herman Pooe, one who is still with us, 
Titus Mathuloe, and the one still alive but lost to us, Dan Rangaka.' 

Though Reverend Penzhorn was bitter that Dan Rangaka had 
left the Lutheran Church which taught him Christianity and made 
him a Christian, he never spoke about him in a hostile fashion, but 
only with regret. I recall also a story I was told, that during my 
nster Molebopi Martha's sickness. Aunt Emma asked that she should 
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be brought to her home, in case a change of surroundings might help 
in restoring her health. My sister, while at her aunt's home, reques- 
ted that her priest Mr. Penzhom should come and give her holy 
rAnfifwiiwinm, Revcreod Penzhom went there, to the home of the man 
who left his churchy and attended to the member of his church as 
though there were no bitterness in his heart about that house. Dan 
Ran^aka himself was not there at the time but Aunt Emma was 
there. I heard that Mr. Penzhom lau^^ed and smiled. 

Phokeng, the headquarters of my tribe, eiyoyed the honour of 
being also die headquarters of the Pentecostal HoUness Church and 
the home of the Reverend Kenneth Spooner and his wife. From 
Phokeng a wagon train left for the north, carrying Mr. Spooner, his 
wife, Dan Rangaka, Raforedi, Hermanns Mokgatle, Mbnna&la 
Mokgatle and their wives. They left as new missionaries who had 
founded a new diurch. The wagons were owned by all the travellers 
except Reverend Spooner, who was the person to be introduced to 
the people who would be contacted on the way to the north. North 
of Phokeng lay the lands of tribes which call themselves Bakgatla, 
tribes from which my maternal grandparents had sprung and left 
when they heard of the arrival of the Qiristian religion in Phokeng. 

After crossing the River Kgetleng (the Elands), they entered a 
small tribe, at the place called Mokoshele which the Dutch had 
named Pulmietfontein. There they established their first station. The 
people of that tribe called themselves Babididi. I have no informa- 
tion whether some of that tribe had already acquired the Christian 
religion or not. But judging by some of them, men like Mualefe and 
Lesolobe who became the first converts there and later came to 
Phokeng as leaders of delegations to the annual conferences of the 
Pentecostal Holiness Church, they were already members of the 
Dutch Reformed Church when Mr. Spooner and his people arrived 
there during the flames of the first world war, nineteen-fourteen or 
nineteen-fifteen. 

By gaining converts there, Spooner and his men had established a 
foothold in the north. From there their message spread like wild-fire, 
so that when they moved further north they found people already 
knowing of their coming. The second tribe they penetrated in the 
north was at Kolobeng, Place of Pigs. The third was the Batlokoa 
tribe, the place called Tlokoeng. The fourth was the tribe called 
Bafurutshe ; they called their place Kolontoaneng, or Lefurutshane. 
They are a branch of a large Bafurutshe tribe in the west of Phokeng 
which, like my tribe, had adopted the Lutheran Church. In the 
north the Pentecostal Holiness Church became very strong and that 
enabled it to spread all over South Africa, right up to Zululand. 
Most of their annual conferences were held in Phokeng, which for 
ten days became a meeting place of many tribes from all parts of the 
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country, to some degrees speaking different languages^ but sharing 
the same religion. 

The north became so important to the Pentecostal Holiness 
Church and their activities were so large that Uncle Dan Rangaka 
exiled himself from Phokeng to live in the north without his family. 
Although his base was at Kolontoaneng, he travelled jfrbm place to 
place, from tribe to tribe, preaching the gospd and spreading the 
message of the Pentecostal Holiness Church. In some tribes, I heard 
him telling my mother, he was stoned, deported, and called names, 
but in others he was warmly received. He proudly told my mother 
that even in the tribes which refused to welcome him, he always left 
converts. He was already an old man now, but was full of spirit and 
determination. Aunt Emma,, who had followed him into the north 
and lived there with him for several years, had died and was buried 
at Kolontoaneng. My mother tried to persuade him to return to 
Phokeng for the last part of his life, but he retorted, 'Salome,* as he 
called my mother, *I am guided by the Word. The Word says when 
they drive you away from one place, go to another, you will be 
received.' Death reached Dan Rangaka at the same place as Aunt 
Emma and he was buried there. He had married a second time and 
left a widow and children. 

During his lifetime many children of members and non-members 
of their church arrived in Phokeng to be educated in English at the 
school Spooner founded. The death of Spooner and his right 
hand Dan Rangaka brought disintegration into the church and 
disillusionment. New people from the United States came and took 
control of the church. Many people, including Dan Rangaka's own 
children, left it, some going back to their parents' old church, the 
Lutheran. Others joined other small groups, to continue as in- 
dependents in the old spirit of the Pentecostal Holiness Church. The 
pillars and inspiring spirits were away; their hands were no longer 
in control. Later I met some of my cousins and asked them why 
they thought it not necessary for them to remain in the church their 
father worked hard to establish, and they told me that the principles, 
the spirit and methods introduced by the late Reverend Kenneth 
Spooner and followed by their father were no longer there, and even 
Mrs. Spooner was not given the due respect to which she was 
entitled as the wife of the founder. 

Reverend Kenneth Spooner died in Rustenberg General Hospital, 
after undergoing an operation, in nineteen-tUrty-six or 'thirty- 
seven. News of 1^ death reached me in Johannesburg while I was 
there coating my ack mother who was staying with my sister 
Majone and her husband Daniel Molefe in SopMatown. After my 
other's death, my mother's health became very poor and my sister 
thought it wise for her to invite mother to Johannesbui^g, so that she 
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could get in touch with the General Hospital Outpatients Depart- 
ment there, in an effort to restore her health. One of my tribemen, 
Mogari Mdkgatie, who knew that I was one of Kenneth Spooner's 
adinirers, met me and asked me whether I had heard of his death. I 
had not heard and I was deeply grieved, When I reached my 
sister's place I broke the sad news to them, and they too shared my 
grief. 

One thing we all did not understand was how it was that Kenneth 
Spooner died in hosfntal when his church's doctrine was that no 
medicine helped, only prayers were essential when anyone fell sick. 
Our queries did not help us much. Reverend Kenneth Spooner was 
no longer sharing life with us. 

Afterwards I learned that, though all the time I knew Mr. 
Spooner as an American, nothing more or less, he was in fact born in 
the island of Barbados in the West Indies, and in his early days went 
to the United States, got himself educated there and joined one of the 
independent Baptist churches and met his wife. He chose to become 
a priest himself and, together with his wife, decided to start their 
church missionary work in the continent of their ancestors. His grave 
is in the Phokeng graveyard and he was buried alongside Paramount 
Chief Molotlegi Augustus Mokgatle, who received him and his wife 
when they arrived in Phokeng. 

After Reverend Spooner's death, one of Dan Rangaka's sons, Foro 
Thomas Rangaka, returned to Phokeng from the Cape to teach in 
the school established by Mr. Spooner with the help of his father. 
While Thomas Rangaka was teaching there, in nineteen-thirty-eight 
or 'thirty-nine, a European woman, very famous in the Transvaal, 
especially in Phokeng, Miss Helen MacGregor, popularly known in 
Phokeng as Madi, got to know him. Madi, who owned and ran a 
large citrus farm west of Rustenburg and produced her own brand 
of orange marmalade, had become at that time a social worker, and 
one of her desires was to do something for the people of Phokeng, 
whom she had known for a long time. Madi MacGregor and Thomas 
Rangaka planned the estabhshment of a tribal secondary school for 
the children of my tribe. At that time the Paramount Chief was 
Manotshe James Molotlegi, who changed his surname from Mok- 
gade to Molotlegi after his father when he became the Paramount 
Chief. 

Madi and Thomas approached the Chief and found him ready to 
accept their plan. It then became a joint enterprise, the Paramount 
Chief, Madi and Thomas being prime workers for the plan. The 
whole tribe became involved. One day, at one of the meetings where 
the plan was fully explained to the people in the presence of Miss 
MacGregor, the meeting was also attended by the Reverend Ernest 
Penzhom of the Lutheran Church, and two unusual things hap- 
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pened. Reverend Penzhorn was asked to express his views, which he 
did. Miss MacGregor did not speak or understand Sesotho, in 
which Mr. Penzhorn was very fluent. In order that Madi should 
understand what Mr. Fenzhoni was saying in Sestoho, Thomas 
Rangaka, son of the man who was Mr. Penzhorn's right-hand man 
before he went over to join Mr. Spooner, was asked to translate Mr. 
Penzhorn's speech into English. There Thomas Rangaka stood side 
by side with Ids father's former priest, speaking in English, while Mr. 
Penzhorn spoke in Thomas's tribal language. During Mr. Penz- 
horn's address, before he could finish a sad thing happened; he was 
struck by heart failure, collapsed and died. That was the end of the 
Penzhoms' life and activilies in Phokeng. Reverend Penzhorn was 
a very handsome man, tall, well built, with heavy hands, blue eyes, 
and a loud, dear and frightening voice. He called himself a tribal 
man and a Mafokeng. I do not know which he spoke better, German 
0r Sesotho. The secondary school was built and still stands in 
I^okeog. 
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XIII My Birth 



My mother, her sister Aunt Madiseile Magdelina Mathuloe and 
their two brothers, did not follow their elder sister Aunt Emma into 
the Pentecostal Holiness Church. They remained Lutherans in the 
church which made their parents Christians. They were not deeply 
religious and went to church services very irregularly. They had all 
their children baptised in the Lutheran Church but did not make it a 
hard and fast rule for them to go to church, nor did they make sure 
that their children imderstood the lessons they were taught in the 
catechism. 

My own mother, when she had time to spare, used to read the 
Bible to me and explained some things I did not understand. I can 
recall no occasion when I heard her press any of my sisters to go to 
church on Sundays. During their school days my sisters went to 
church regularly every Sunday because their catechism teachers 
were strict about their pupils being in church. In those djlys the 
teachers arrived first at church, standing by the door to see which 
child was absent. The next day they wanted to know why, and if a 
child simply stayed away without bona fide reasons, punishments 
followed. 

Unlike her sisters, my mother very seldom asked us to pray before 
we had a bite at our meals. I recall complaining to her that each 
time I was at Aunt Emma's house they prayed too long and I got 
tired in the process. She agreed with me and added that God also 
may not like such long prayers, because he can hear and answer 
short prayers. But she insisted on discipline and said, 'When you are 
at your aunt's home, you must do as they say. That is the way they 
think their prayers can reach God. They may be right.* 

My two aunts' children liked my mother and she in her turn liked 
them. Just as we could not leave any of oiu* aunts' homes without 
having been offered something to eat, or to take home with us, none 
of my aunts' children could go away from mother without having 
been given something to eat or to take home. I was told that when 
my mother gave birth to her second twins, sisters Martha and Maria, 
Aunt Emma released her third daughter Ntina Rangaka to go to live 
with my mother at our home to help with the twins. Cousin Ntina 
didn't leave until my sisters were about five years old. Aunt Emma 
considered it her moral duty to her sister, and that was all there was 
to it 
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It was on the first of April, on Saturday morning, my mother told 
me, round about the hours of eight and nine, in the year nineteen- 
eleven, in Phokeng, South Africa, in a place named by Lutheran 
Christians Saron, that I was born. I broke into my tribal scenery and 
increased the number of the Bafokeng tribe. 

Naturally, my mother and those who shared in the event took a 
close look at me and found that I was a male. That was not what 
my parents were expecting because, since the birth of my twin 
sisters, only females had followed. A period of three years and several 
months had elapsed before I arrived. Not only had my parents lost 
the hope of ever having a male child, but any child at all after my 
sister Pheloe Sannie Petlele. 

At the hour of my birth my father was away, as it was customary 
that new arrivals must only be witnessed by females, males to get a 
report when it was all over. On the day of my birth my father, like 
men of his time, was fulfilling a custom that grown-up males must 
each day witness the dawn by being at the Paramount Chief's house 
to pay him homage, or be at the animals' kraal to see whether or not 
anything had happened to them during the night. I do not know 
which one of these functions my father was fulfilling that morning. 
On his return, however, he found good news awaiting him. I do not 
know who told him that he was the father of a son, but I am sure 
it was not my mother, because tradition and custom did not allow 
him to see her and his newly-born baby. I was told that after receiv- 
iag the good news that after all his name would not die with him, 
unless the new child died in infancy like his brothers before him, 
father went to one of his trusted £dends who had consented to be the 
guardian of his sheep and goats in one of our villages, Luka, and 
picked out a big fat sheep to slaughter. My father's friend's name was 
Twekane, and I grew to know him well because each time he came 
to Phokeng out home was his first station. He was a medicine man 
and very colourful. He always carried a flute with him which he was 
fond of blowing. 

There were two reasons for slaughtering a sheep or goat after a 
child was born. Meat was meant to strengthen the mother after the 
birth of her child, and the skin of the slaughtered animal was to be 
softened by the grandfather of the child, or a very close relative, to be 
used later as a thari (baby carrying skin) with which African mothers 
ftisten their babies on their backs when they work in the fields or at 
home, or go on long journeys to visit firiends or relatives. The Uutrif 
the skin my mother used for carrying me, was preserved so that I 
could see it. I was carried in the same way by my mother as African 
mothers still carry their babies today. I was never in a pram, nor 
were any of my diildren. 

Eighteen days after the day on which I was bom, I was told, I 
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was wrapped in a snow-white shawl bought by fitther from a Dutch 
storekeeper trading in Phokeng called Raphalane, a nickname givm 
him by die people of Fhokeng. I£s real name was Mr. Strawie, and I 
grew up to find him very friendly to my &ther. On that day, when 
I was carried in a shawl, I was on my way to the Lutheran Church 
to be baptised by Reverend Ernest Penzhom. That was done to me 
because of my mother, who was a Christian. Within those eighteen 
days, I was told, my father, who was not a Christian, went through 
most pages of the Old Testament in search of a Christian name for 
me, and came across the story of a Hebrew, in the first book of 
Kings, which fascinated him inmiensely. It was the story of Naboth, 
who got killed because he refused to give the king the vineyard he 
inherited from his father. The king wanted to give Naboth another 
one in exchange, but Naboth refused the deal. My father then 
ordered that I should be called Naboth. 

I was told by my mother that fourteen months after my birth, 
when I was a promising child playing well with other children, I 
showed signs of unhappiness. Something had gone wrong with my 
health, but no one could make out what it was. When mother told 
father of my sickness, he became very worried and alarmed. 
Silently both of them tried to find out what had gone wrong with 
their only son, on whom they had pinned their hopes that they 
would at last watch a boy growing in their care into a teenager and 
ultimately into a strong tribesman. 

A day or two later, when they saw no improvement, they told 
their relatives and friends that their boy had fallen sick and his 
sickness was of a puzzling nature. My mother's people, as well as 
father's, began to arrive at our home to see whether there was any- 
thing they could do to help. All my parents could do was to resort to 
medical men in the village and ask for help. One after another was 
called upon to see what was the matter with me, but they confessed 
that the sickness was so rare and new to them that they found it hard 
to get to the bottom of it. As they tested their skill in medicine on 
me, the sickness increased and I got worse day by day. Mrs. Penz- 
hom, the wife of the Lutheran minister, was noted for helping 
children and other people with European medicine when they fell 
sick; she, too, was called in, but her work could not bring relie£ 
My parents and theh: reladves became desperate, fearing that I was 
only a temporary visitor on earth, and that my turn to follow my 
brothers who died in their in^mcy was drawing near. 

One day father went away to attend to other tribal dudes and on 
his return found the sickness had taken an alarming course. Mother 
told me that, as father stood above me looking down on me, tears 
began to roll out of his eyes. He remarked, 'I knew he would not five.* 

I was told that my skin had wrinkles, like the skin of a very old 
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person, and I was getting weaker and weaker. At that time mother's 
sisters, Aunts £mma and Madiscile, were taking turns in asdsting 
mother to nurse me. Though men of medicine were still trying to 

help, hopes of my pulling through were sinking fast. One day, out of 
the blue, an old woman in our village was passing our home and saw 
my Aunt Madiseile leaving and remarked that she envied the way 
she and her two sisters were friendly to each other and wished them 
luck to carry on that way. Aunt Madiseile thanked the old woman 
but told her that her visit to her sister that day was not a pleasant 
one, her sister's only son was critically ill and they were waiting 
for the end at any time. The old woman asked if she could be 
allowed to see me. Aunt Madiseile invited the old woman in, and 
after listening to the tale of my sickness, she told them of an old 
Dutch woman living in a little settlement about twelve or less mile 
from our tribe, who she said helped children and sick people with old 
Dutch patent medicines and herbs. She suggested that my parents 
should go and try her. 

This European woman was called Makurari, the African version 
of Mrs. Konradie. The next day mother, father and Aunt Madiseile 
were on their way to Mrs. Konradie at the place the Dutch settlers 
called Boshoek, north of Phokeng. They walked, taking turns to 
carry me on their backs. Mother told me that they arrived at Mrs. 
Konradie's place at lunch time, when she and her children and 
husband were busy having their lunch. They were told to wait imtil 
lunch was over. Because they were desperate they felt that Mrs. 
Konradie was not sympathetic; she saw they had a very sick child, 
but asked them to wait until she had finished eating. For them every 
minute was vital, as though by bringing me to Mrs. Konradie they 
had found a way to stop my death. 

After lunch, as was customary with most Europeans in South 
Africa in those days, Mrs. Konradie went into her bedroom for an 
hour's afternoon sleep before she could see my parents and aunt to 
ask them what they wanted to see her about. I think that if they 
had not been tired, they might have left. 

Mother never forgot to tell me that, to their amazement, when 
Mrs. Konradie came out of her house and found them still waiting, 
she ordered that they should be given food to eat before she talked 
to them. That was the custom they knew, but they were astonished 
to find Mrs. Konradie was also practising it. While they enjoyed 
Mrs. Konradie's food, she looked at me closely, held me up and 
spread her eyes all over my body. While she did that she called one 
of her daughters, told her to bring something in a glass and gave it 
to me herself to drink. When eating and drinking were all over, she 
asked father what was wrong with me. She was not a doctor but a 
herbalist* 
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After hearing the tale^ she asked, 'Why did you not bring him 
before today?' Father answered that they had only heard of hor two 
days before. She promised nothing remarkable but said, according to 
mother, that her observation of me gave her the impression that I 
was sufoing firom a blood disease. She went on to renuurl^ according 
to mother, ^t if I had been brought to her earlier she mis^t have 
helped. She noticed that her remark disappcnnted my parents and 
aunt, but quickly said, 'I am not saying that he is going to die. I 
think that it will take a longer time to overcome his sicknos.* Those 
words of hers gave some relief to those who brought me to her. 

Afterwards she went into the house and, according to mother's 
estimate, it might have been twenty or thirty minutes before she 
came out with a large bottle containing a mixture and ordered that I 
should be given its contents three times a day, in the morning, at 
lunch time and at bedtime in the evening. She ordered further that I 
should be fed with goat's milk and drink a cupful of it every day. 
She charged my parents seven shillings for her mixture and ordered 
that when it was finished I should be brought back for her to see 
whether there was any progress. Luckily father had some goats 
nearby, under the guardianship of his friend Sateraka Lesege. Every 
morning he went there to get goat's milk, as Mrs. Konradie ordered. 
The tale is that by the time Mrs. Konradie's bottle was empty I was 
beginning to play, the wrinkles on my skin were thinning out; Mrs. 
Konradie's work was showing good results. When I was taken back 
to Mrs. Konradie, only father and mother took me. They were 
laughing and full of hope. Mrs. Konradie herself was amazed to see 
how her mixture and goat's milk prescription worked. She was 
naturally proud of herself, and my parents were filled with praises 
for her. 

Makurari had done something for them which they hardly 
believed at first would happen. Again, on the second occasion, she 
gave them a second bottle of mixture to treat me with. To their 
surprise and delight the charge for the second bottle was half-a- 
crown less than the previous one. That was the last visit to her. My 
mother used to tell me with delight that by the time I finished the 
second bottle I was happy and jumping about, and those who had 
not seen me before they took me to Mrs. Konradie could hardly 
believe that I had been on the verge of dying and they had lost hope 
that there was still someone alive who would help to restore my 
health. 

When I had recovered I became once again a strong tribal youth, 
and my parents recovered confidence that I should grow into a young 
man who would perpetuate my father's name and, if possible, have 
sons of my own who in their turn wotdd perpetuate it imtil the end 
of time. My parents never forgot Mrs. Konradie's help, or £uled to 
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acknowledge that it was her knowledge of herbs that postponed the 
death of their son. 

In our yard in Saron, Phokeng, father had planted several orange 
trees, which he cared for very much. He used to soften the ground 
under them and build circles around each one of them» so that 
when xaia came they could get enough water. He also used to get 
enough manure for them, so that the fruit they bore was not only 
large but sweet and soft. Many people in our village used to admire 
them and praised Either for being the best orange-grower in the 
village. When they were ripe, father never forgot to pick out the 
ones he thought were largest, showing sweetness from outside, and 
take them to Mrs. Konradie while she was aUve. By the time she 
died, my parents were friends of her family. Her death, of course, 
severed that friendship. Before that many people went to her for 
help when they were sick, because my parents advised them to go. 
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XIV After Sickness 



My health having been restored, I began, I was told, to gather more 
flesh and grow strong again. My parents, particularly my mother, 
felt that they should treat me carefully so that I could grow up a 
happy boy. From that time I spent more time with mother than 
with father. Whenever she heard me cry, playing with other child- 
ren, she always suspected and blamed others for having been the 
cause of my unhappiness without good reason. She would demand 
that my sister Pheloe Petlele should devote more attention to my 
happiness than to her own. 

In the evening, before bedtime, mother would put me on her lap 
and make me sleep, gently, before she separated me from her. She 
developed a tendency of only refusing my demands when she was 
sure that what I demanded would harm me. During the first four 
years of my life father raised no objections to mother's treatment of 
me, but during the fifth year he began to object whenever he saw 
me sitting on her lap. He said that as a male child, according to 
tribal traditions and customs, I belonged to himmore than to mother. 
He said, further, that mother had four girls to cope with, my sisters, 
who deserved to be taught domestic matters by her. He said that at 
that age it fell within his right to teach me things about the tribe, 
so that I would grow up with knowledge of tribal laws, traditions and 
customs. 

Mother, though she did not mind father's assertions, still did not 
stop displaying her devotion to me. She was fond of quoting the 
judgment of Solomon, when the woman who refused that the child 
should be cut in half revealed herself the true mother of the child. 
Mother used to say. The mother of the child holds the sword by the 
sharp edge.* I am not suggesting that mother loved me more than 
her four daughters. But I think that as a male child, the only son 
alive in the family, whose death she nearly suffered, I appealed more 
to her motherly feelings than my sisters did. She treated me tenderly 
and, as I said before, she called me her grandfather. I was never 
separated from her until I was seven years old. 

My father, unlike all the men of Phokeng, did not care for his 
animals himself. He scattered them amongst his friends and as a 
result did not have a kraal or kraals erected by him in which he kept 
his sheep, goats, catde and donkeys, though he owned these animals. 
He seemed like a man who owned no animals at all. Some of them 
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were in Phokeng, but because they were cared for by his friends no 
one knew that they were his. Some of them were entrusted to the 
care of friends in other villages of our tribe, and others were even 
entrusted to the care of members of other tribes who were father's 
trusted friends. I grew up like a son whose father was poor and 
owned no animals. 

Mother used to complain that father did not care much about his 
property because he did not make time to visit his friends to see 
whether the number of his animals had increased or not. Whenever 
any of father's friends came along to report the loss of one of the 
animals, or the death of one, modier used to point out that it was 
impossible for fiither to know that the one reported lost or dead was 
his or not. She complained, further, that though Other's friends used 
his animals for their own interests because they cared for them, they 
were not keen to report to him yearly how many had been added to 
hb livestock. Father's reply used to be that he was too busy and the 
work he was engaged in would not permit him to care for his 
animals himself. In my early days I used to think that mother was 
unfiur to fiuher by urging him to be like others and care for his 
annuals hmisd£ But as I grew older I agreed with modier that 
fiither had too much confidence in his friends. Mother also used to 
point out that her fears that some of frtther's friends were earmarking 
some of his aninuds for themselves were strengthened by the fact that 
none of them ever complained that frither was giving them no 
reward for caring for his animals. They all said that they were satis- 
fied, because they used them without father's interference. 

The story modier told me about fiither and animals was that, 
when they were married and immediatdy afterwards, fiither had a 
good number of catde he was fond of. He cared for them himself. But 
later in their married life, Soudi African animals were struck by fi)Ot 
and mouth disease, and many cattle and other animals were des- 
troyed as a result Father lost all his catde and that broke his heart 
He had nothing left and had to start all over again. 

My nuitemal grandfitther asked fiither to work with him so that 
he could teach 1^ building and thatching. So the two men worked 
together and fiither learned a great deal about thatching. He was not 
kxa on bricklaying but thatching attracted him. In addition, be- 
cause grandfiither was also a carpenter, fiither learned much about 
woodwork. Afterwards fiither became a professional thatcher and 
made it his life's work. Before money got a strong hold on the people 
of Phokeng, everyone who asked him to do thatcMng paid him with a 
cow, an ox, sheep or goats. That presented fiither with the problem 
of caring for them himselE If fiither had had to erect kraab for them 
and be dose to them, he would have had to give up thatching. He 
chose not to do so, and therefore was left with no alternative but to 
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ask a number of hb friends to keep hb animab for him. That was the 
reason why father was never seen, during hu thatching career, 
erecting kraals or following his animals se^ng good grazing fields 
for them like his contemporaries. He was not only good at thatching 
but at woodwork as well. He was good at msJdng the stamping 
blocks and stamping sticks used even today for separating Afiican 
com from bran. 

He also made ok yokes and the part called, in South Africa, 
Dutch Ms, used to hold firmly the neck of the ox. I used to watch 
him make them. He was also an expert at carving wooden spoons, 
large and small. I did not see him carve wooden Sahts, but I firand 
some which I was told were carved by him. I also watched him carve 
short sticks used by women for beating the earth flat, called kato. 

Unlike other boys, I remained with my mother until I was seven 
or eight years <dd. Other boys left with their fathers* animals fiir 
grazing in the fields at the ages of five or six. When I was seven years 
old father and uncle, his brother, decided to group their sheep and 
goats together. Father took some of his sheep and goats from some 
of his friends and gave them to uncle to care for with his own. Uncle 
had already erected the kraal and all father had to do was to bring 
his animals to mix with uncle's. And in the absence of his brother, 
who was away from home for six days a week working in a tobacco 
factory in Rustenburg, father had no time to visit the animals. 

Every week-end when uncle came home he had to visit the kraal 
to see whether everything was all right, and also to mend it if it 
needed mending. I think that uncle, though he did not complain 
much to his brother for whom he had a high respect, nevertheless felt 
unjustly treated. At that time I had to join uncle's children to care 
for the sheep and goats. Because of father's treatment of him, I 
think that uncle felt it right to revenge himself on me. Each time he 
came to inspect the animals and the kraal and found something 
wrong, he blamed me for it more than his daughter and son, who 
with me cared for the animals. When he felt it necessary to punish 
us, I got more than the others. I never complained to father about it 
but always to mother. Father and his brother's grouping of their 
animals lasted less than two years. 

Father then talked to a relative named Samuel Mokua and asked 
him to take me, his sheep, goats, a few cows, oxen and four donkeys 
into his care. Samuel Mokua agreed, but said that he had to take me 
with the animals from Phokeng to his cattle post, which was twenty 
or more miles away on the borders of Bakgatla lands, near the 
Elands River, to live there with him and his children. I was nine or 
ten years old at that time, when I left Phokeng and my mother. I do 
not know how mother felt about it, but I was sorry to leave her and 
- thought that I could not face the world without her and her care. 
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Father was the master, his orders had to be carried out. There were 
many cattle posts where I was posted, and so there were other boys 
and girls. The first few weeks away from mother were torment for 
me. From where I was I could only see two large momitains, Tshufi 
and Moremogolo, alongside which Phokeng stands. 

Each time I stretched my eyes to those momitains I longed for 
Phokeng, much more for my mother, and became homesick. I was 
exiled from Phokeng and separated from the woman who gave birth 
to me, whom I loved dearly and knew that she had me in her 
thoughts all the time. Time and exile took a toll of my memories and 
strength. Before very long I adapted myself to the new life and con- 
ditions. The cries of jackals, hyenas, other animals and large birds 
like ostriches at night made me realise that life with my mother in 
Phokeng was behind me, but in front of me was the future. I was 
forced to accept that things had changed for me. 

I was there for two years, during which I graduated into a cattle- 
post boy like the others. I learned many things, among them tribal 
dances, the riding of an ox, and the playing of a one-stringed instru- 
ment I learned to make there called nkokoane. To play it one needed 
practice. To make its music exciting to others, to make them dance, 
one had to be a good player indeed. To make its music loud and 
exciting, one had to place it on ani empty tin or a large empty 
calabash and gently b^t die one string with a thin stick, picking the 
string with the small finger of one's left hand if one is right-handed, 
placing one's cheek on the string. There were other boys who were 
better at it than I was, but there were also some who admired me 
and chose not to play in my presence. 

Like other boys, I learned to hunt with dogs for rabbits and rock 
rabbits in the mountains. They taught me to eat wild firuits and roots, 
and how to produce fire, since we had no matches there. What we 
had in large quantities was milk, which we drank and treated firiends 
firom other catde-posts with when they paid us visits to compete in 
playing nkokoane and dancing. For the most part we were left there 
without adults to face the world alone. When we received visitors 
they always brought with them their champion nkokoane players and 
dancers to show us how good they were at it. When they left for their 
catde-posts, we took them halfway on ox- or donkey-back. The other 
things I learned there were bird trapping, and training dogs to chase 
and catch birds like guineafowl and partridges. All the dog had to do 
was to chase the shadow of the bird until it got tired of flying and 
came down. 

During my stay at the catde-post two things happened which I 
still vividly remember. Many people who had erected their cattle- 
posts there were very rich in livestock. They had himdreds and 
thousands of sheep and goats. We were close to a branch of my tribal 
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village called Ghaneng. Their cattle, sheep and goats, when they 
met ours, made a large number of livestock. It was in nineteen- 
twenty-one or 'twenty-two that the dipping of tbsep and goats was 
introduced. 

One day the dip inspector, Mr. Behrens, came to count all the 
sheep and goats our parents owned, in order to determine what 
quantity of dip was required. A few months later a large pond of dip 
was built and a day of dipping was announced. On the day of dip- 
ping we boys had to take our parents' sheep and goats to the pond. I 
shall never forget how difficult it became to identify oiirs from other 
peoples' because they looked so much alike dyed yellowish and all 
running about in all directions as they came out of the pond as 
though something was burning them. Thereafter for many weeks 
people were still looking for their missing animals. We were only able 
to identify ours after the yellowish stain had worn off and in some 
cases by markings. 

We were told that our sheep and goats were not healthy and 
dipping would make them so. But what I experienced was the begin- 
ning of the impoverishment of my father and other tribesmen. Sheep 
and goats began to develop a strange cough which led them to their 
eventual deaths. People watched their sheep and goats dying but 
were helpless, since there was nothing they could do about it. 

The other episode I still remember vividly is that I went with 
other boys to climb a large mountain nearby, to the north of the 
Elands River, called Chakise, to seek wild fruits and wild honey, 
called semane, found normally in the caves hanging on large rocks. 
While we were half-way to the top, about a half- or three-quarters of 
a mile below, we heard a strange sound. Looking down, we saw a 
wagon moving but not being pulled by oxen. Looking closely, we 
noticed inside it two white men. That was the first time I saw a 
motor-car. We ran away as if we had never seen a white person 
before. 

In my young days, those of us who were in the tribes and lived 
far away from areas inhabited by white people seldom saw them. 
The surprising thing was that those like me who were born in 
Phokeng and nearby saw the Lutheran Church minister, Ernest 
Penzhorn, his wife and their children when they were at home for 
the school holidays, and at times played with them, chasing grass- 
hoppers and birds ; yet because they spoke our language so well, we 
never noticed the distinction between us in colour. We never 
noticed that they were white. 

Whenever a strange white person came along we noticed that he or 
she was white, like the dip inspector, Mr. Behrens, at the catde-post. 
I and others at once noticed the distinction and we small ones began 
to ask each other, 'Why is he not like us ? His hair is longer than ours 
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straight like ox-tail hair, and he speaks a language we do not under- 
stand.' We wondered how the older men who were there at the time 
understood him. When we saw a motor-car for the first time, with 
white people in it, though we were in the mountain far away from 
them, hiding behind large rocks, we still thought that they could see 
us. Why we did not want them to see us I do not know, even today. I 
can only suspect that we were too young to understand these thhigs 
because, had we been old enough to think, we would have under- 
stood that the white people we saw were like the Phokeng Church 
minister and his family whom we lived with and saw nearly every 
month. In those days, to me and others who shared my young days 
and thoughts, there was no other world outside the one we knew, 
no other countries outside our own, and we had no idea that many 
people did not speak Sesotho, which we took for granted was the 
language of all peoples. As yoimgsters, we had not gone to Mr. 
Penzhom's house to hear them speak German, therefore it never 
occurred to us that they had learned to speak Sesotho. 

At the cattle-post I also learned to milk cows, and swim in the 
Elands River which still flowed heavily eastwards. Later a dam 
was built at the extreme west of where we were, causing the river to 

dry up. Before I was born, I was told, in one of the heavy rainy 
seasons, the river was so heavily flooded that it broke its banks and 
drowned some people and weak animab. 

While I was at Kgetleng cattle-post, my maternal Uncle Kristof 
was busy persuading mother and father that I should be brought 
back and placed under his guardianship with father's animals. At 
that time I was satisfied with life as it was at Kgetleng. I had made 
friends, I was liked by some and disliked by others, but that was how 
life worked in every community. Samuel Mokua had a brother-in- 
law, his wife's brother called David. David's parents were also, 
before I was bom, leading figures in the Lutheran Church, and he, 
together with other children of his father's house, went to extensive 
catechism training, and I think he knew it well. Da^d had cattle of 
his own, which we also cared for. He used to come down to the 
cattle-post to stay with us for two or three weeks. I resented his 
coming and so did others, because while he was with us we were not 
free to do what we liked. He was very strict and enforced iron 
discipline. 

In the evenings while he was there, instead of letting us play our 
instruments and dance, he held a class, teaching us how to count up 
to a hundred, the alphabet in Sesotho, the Ten Ck>mmandments, 
stories about Egypt - the children of Israel, how they went there, 
Moses' leadership out of Egypt and other stories in the Old Testa- 
ment, as he had been taught. To find out whether we took in what he 
told us he used to test us die next day by asking us questions on what 
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he told us the previous day. Failures were punished by having to 
diink more milk than we wanted or by being made to go and carry 
firewood alone. Others were made to carry water from the river to 
fill all the containers there were. At times he resorted to beatings as 
wdl to make us take a keen interest in what he was teaching us. Each 
day while he was at the cattle-post I hated seeing the sun going 
down. He left us with a message whenever he returned home, 'Keep 
remembering all I told you, because when I come again I shall aaJc 
you everything I told you.' Within my heart it was always, 'Thanks 
forgoing'. 

Looking back when I was at school, I thanked David for what he 
had done. By then he was already dead and I had no chance to say 
thank you. 

After a litde over two years at Kgedeng catde-post, my father's 

animals having slightly increased in number, I left Kgetleng to join 
my uncle, my Aunt Madiseile's husband, and his two nephews. They 
had grouped their cattle together in an area called Meloe, not far 
from Kgetleng, a distance of about three hours' walk. There we were, 
three boys, and the name of the eldest - one of the two nephews — 
was Chaene Moketsi. His name meant * Chinese'. I was told that he 
was born at the time when Chinese were brought to South Africa 
to work in the mines. When the Chinese workmen refused to work in 
the mines, some of them ran away and went into the country; one of 
them found himself in Phokeng, and on that day Chaene Moketsi 
was born and was given that name. 

I was lonely at the time, always thinking of the friends I left at 
Kgetleng, but I soon settled down at Meloe. I was still far away from 
Phokeng and my mother. From Meloe I could see the white building 
towering on the hill - the Lutheran Church - but I never stopped 
wondering whether I should again see my mother, my sisters and 
Phokeng that I loved so much. I knew Chaene, though he was far 
older than I was, because he was born in the same street only three 
houses from my home. The other boy I did not know, his name was 
Medupe and he was a Mokgatla boy hired to my uncle's mother-in- 
law, working for one calf after completing twelve months. 

There I found the same musical instrument I learned to play at 
Kgetleng, and my limited skill at it soon made me known and 
accepted as one of the players. My knowledge of trapping birds also 
made me famous and I soon found myself with a good deal of friends. 
I soon arranged for boys of Meloe and Kgetleng to meet and ex- 
change visits, to compete in playing nkokoane and in dancing. Some 
evenings I found myself among those travelling on ox- or donkey- 
back to Kgetleng as visitors. On other occasions I was among those 
who received visitors from Kgetleng. At Meloe, as at Kgetleng, there 
were girls of about thirteen, fourteen and up to sixteen years of age, 
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and boys of the same age, sharing the same enclosures, though living 
in separate huts, but no harm was ever done to the girls. Not a single 
girl went home pr^piant because they lived with the boys alone, far 
away from home. Some of the boys were afraid of some girls and 
could be ordered about by them. Some girls came there to drink 
milk for a short time and others were there helping to care for their 
parents' animals. 

While I was still exiled from my mother and my birthplace at the 
second cattle-post, Meloe, Aunt Madiseile's husband's nephew, 
called Raphiri, had a spotless black dog which he gave to me to look 
after. It was male and it seemed very clumsy indeed. When one 
looked at it one would hardly think that it could run and catch a 
hare. I gave it the name Monna-Motsho, which means 'the Black 
man' in Sesotho. The dog became my friend, and wherever I went 
during the day Monna-Motsho accompanied me. As it grew it be- 
came my defender as well. No one could fight me without the Black 
Man coming to my aid. I don't know whether Monna-Motsho was 
proud of me but I was proud of him. 

The dog was bom in Luka where Raphiri lived, but was brought 
later to the catde-post. The dog was so clever that on its way to the 
catde-post it studied very carefully the way back home. Whenever 
Monna-Motsho became homesick, he went back without asking my 
permission or telling me. He would wait imtil he was sure that I was 
fast asleep at night and then travel back home. The next morning I 
would find the Black Man gone. He would be away for a week or 
more, and in the same way he would leave home for the catde- 
post. When I woke up I would find the Black Man ready to greet me 
by waving his tail, with his ears drawn back, as though he was also 
apologising for going away without telling me. Monna-Motsho 
would not do anything without my orders. If I ordered him to kill 
a sheep or goat, he would do it without mercy. Even if I wanted to 
catch an ox or a cow he would do so skilfully. He would run and 
catch it by its nose, making it stand still until I ordered its release. 

When Monna-Motsho and I were travelling in the bush following 
the catde as they grazed peacefully, if we ran into a hare, steenbok, 
springbok, guineafowl, partridge or any other bird or animal I 
wanted for Monna-Motsho and myself and the others who lived with 
us to make a feast of, all I had to do was to shout *Motshoare% pointing 
at the object. *Motshoar^ means in Sesotho 'Catch him'. Monna- 
Motsho would go into action. All I had to do was to wait where he 
left me until his return to report the result. If he did not manage to 
catch the animal or bird, he would indicate this to me by coming to 
lie next to me. If he killed, he would stand looking at me, and when 
I moved towards him he would turn round and lead me to where he 
left the dead object. 
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While I was at Meloe catde-post enjoying the company of friends 
and the Black Man, which I suspect was Sesotho because though he 
could not speak the language he understood it well when I spoke 
or gave orders in it to catch or kill anything, I noticed that Monna- 
Motsho was a heavy meat eater like all of us at the cattle-post. The 
only difference was that the Black Man disliked boiled meat and 
enjoyed raw meat. One other thing Monna-Motsho shared with me 
and the others was the drinking of fresh milL There was always 
enough for all of us. The dog was really reliable. It would never eat 
anything unless it was given it. I knew that each time I felt hungry 
the dog must be in the same position. I realised that if I fed myself 
alone and ignored the Black Man, I would be inviting him to take 
things on his own accord before they were given to him. When that 
happened the one to deserve the blame would be myself, not the dog. 

While Chaene, Medupe and myself were trying hard to be careful, 
one day we lost some of the cattle we were there to care for. After 
searching for them for several days we found some of them, but failed 
to find one ox which belonged to my uncle's mother-in-law. That ox 
was in the habit of leaving other animals to wander alone. It had 
done that on many occasions, but we always found it later. Some- 
times, before we found it, it returned to the fold on its own. On that 
last occasion we searched for it while at the same time expecting it to 
return on its own. Days passed, and two weeks passed, without the 
ox coming back. We became restless and feared that, if it became 
known at home that we had lost that ox, the result would be serious 
trouble for all of us. We then decided that one of us should remain 
with the other cattle and two should go all out to search for the 
missing ox. Medupe was the one we chose to take charge of the other 
cattle, while Chaene and myself did the searching. 

Still we failed to recover the missing animal. We never recovered 
it. What became of it is still a puzzle to me. We tried everywhere; we 
met many people and asked them, but none could help us with infor- 
mation. One morning I set out with the Black Man and went east- 
ward to a pound which was twenty- five or thirty miles away, to see if 
it had been impounded by someone there. We got there, but found 
that no one had impounded it. 
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XV Return to Phokeng 



When my dog and I went to the pound, it was immediately after the 
winter season, and the sun was bright and warm. Grass at that time 
was dry, the trees had lost their leaves but were beginning to show 
signs of getting new ones. It was early autumn, perhaps the end of 
July or the beginning of August, nineteen-twenty-two. I was eleven 
years old, but looked older. When the Black Man 'and I left the 
pound it was getting late in the afternoon and both of us were hungry 
because we had no lunch at all. I made a mistake when we left our 
cattle-post not taking food or something to eat. Earlier when I left 
the cattle-post I felt that I was not altogether well, but thought that 
as the day went by I would fed better and overcome the unpleasant- 
ness. That feeling, however, never left me. Coupled with himger, 
when we left the pound I felt weaker than I expected. At that part of 
the year, wild fruits which might have helped were nowhere to be 
found. On the way between our cattle-post and the pound, almost 
half-way between the two, lived a family known as the Mareuma 
family. Mr. Mareuma was not a Mosutho but a Xhosa, whose 
people were in the Cape Province. How the family came to be in the 
north, in the Transvaal alone, I do not know. But they were members 
of our tribe by adoption. 

Mr. Mareuma had a large number of catde, sheep and goats. He 
established a cattle-post there, then decided to settle there with his 
family. The area where he chose to settle came to be known as Koa- 
Mareuma, the place of Mareuma. When I reached Mareuma area 
on my way from the pound I decided to stop there to ask for some- 
thing to eat for myself and my companion, the Black Man. I found 
Mr. Mareuma away from home, but his wife and children were 
there. I introduced myself and told them the reason why I was in 
their area and also asked for something to eat. Mrs. Mareuma, as a 
mother, wasted no time, and shortly a calabash full of milk, some 
meat and porridge were in front of me. After I had e3cpressed satis- 
friction. Black Man's turn to eat came. Though he did not eat 
inside the house as I did, he was nevertheless well fed. 

The sun was near setting at the time, and Mrs. Mareuma sugges- 
ted that I should spend the night there with them, but I said that my 
friends would be worried, wondering whether I had been eaten by 
the himgry African bush. Against Mamareuma's motherly per- 
suasions, the Black Man and I left 
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On our way back to the cattle-post from the pound, without the 
missing ox I had set out to find, and having been forced by hunger to 
stop at Mareuma's place, I began to regret having turned down 
Mamareuma's offer to spoid the night at her home. The Black Man 
and I were still very £ur from our catde-post. About a mile or more 
from Mareuma's place the sun went down as though it was saying, 
*You have seen enough of me today, you will see me again tomorrow.* 
I kept on walking westwards towards our catde-post. Before long, 
darkness overtook us. In firont we could only see the road which led 
us back home. The sky was dear and soon stars, bright, big and 
small, began to appear all over the sky above us. I had no fears that 
we would be harmed by anything since our part of Afiica was no 
longer inhabited by dangerous animals. 

That day I still swear I saw a ghost. When we were about a mOe or 
a litde less from the catde-post, far away ahead of us on the lefr-hand 
side I saw a big bright light, which convinced me that where the 
light appeared the area was on fire and the grass was burning. That 
did not surprise me, because at that time of the year it was common 
for some people to set areas alight, so that when the first rain came 
new grass could grow and animals could have green grass. The new 
grass which grew from an area which had been set alight is called 
in Sesotho Pillo. When catde eat Pillo, they give more milk and 
grow fat and beautiful. 

I moved on towards the burning area, which I could not avoid, 
suspecting nothing unusual and not frightened. By the time I reached 
it, the fire was very close to the road and the air was full of the smell 
of burned grass. The fire was covering a large area. When I reached 
the area on fire, the fire was so fierce and bright that the Black Man 
and I were covered by its brightness. Still suspecting nothing unusual, 
I walked on until I left the burning area behind me. When I arrived 
at the cattle-post I did not even talk about it because it was nothing 
imusual to me. I only reported to Ghaene and Medupe that our 
missing ox was not at the pound. 

Three days afterwards Ghaene and I passed the area and there 
was no sign that the area had ever been touched by fire. I was 
shocked and frightened. I then began to tell Ghaene of the fire I 
saw when I passed there three nights before. Ghaene dismissed my 
story with ease. 

My story that I saw an area burning but found later that the area 
was never touched by fire was not only rejected by Ghaene, who heard 
it first, but by all who heard it later. They said that I was imagining 
it. I found myself at a disadvantage, because my dog, which was my 
companion at the time and shared the sight of the fire and the bright 
light which the fire threw upon us, could not, lacking the art of 
speech, support my story. At times Black Man was by my side when I 
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tried to convince my friends that I was not imagining the story, that 
we did in fact see the area on fire and came very close to it. Black 
Man listened, heard what was said, but was unable to add anything 
to my story. 

Although my story v^as not accepted by my friends, their rejection 
of it never altered my belief that on that night I did see a ghost. 
Afterwards I heard others say that they had similar experiences to 
mine. They told me that at some time in their hves, when they were 
travelling with friends, they saw objects or figures sharing journeys 
with them, but when they tried to show their firiends the objects or 
figures they saw, their firiends were unable to share their experi- 
ences and the results were that their friends accused them of imagin- 
ing things and refused to believe their stories. I am leaving it to the 
reader of this story to pronounce judgment. 

At the beginning of September nineteen-twenty-two, Uncle 
Kristi^ Aunt Madiseile ~ Magddina's husband Mr. Eliphas 
Mathuloe, and his nephew Mr. Raphiri Rapoo decided to separate. 
Their separation meant that Unde Kristof had to take me, my 
Other's animals, and his mother-in-law's and his own animals back 
to Phokeng, to get ready for ploughing, which starts at the end of 
October or very early in November. Before ploughing began young 
oxen had to be tamed and a team of oxen formed, so that when the 
work started there would be no time wasted struggUng to tame young 
oxen. There were no quarrels between them; separation was agreed 
upon in a firiendly manner. Before I left the catde-post at Meloe with 
the animak for Phokeng, Unde Kristof erected a kraal near Phokeng. 

It was two or three weeks before the end of September that I 
arrived back in Phokeng with the animals, accompanied by Unde 
Kristof. Though I was delighted to be back in Phokeng I was at the 
same time sorry that I had been taken away firom Mdoe and fiiends 
I had made there. I was like a newcomer in Phokeng; boys who had 
known me before I left four or five years before were as strange to 
me as I was to them. 

I was pleased to be reunited with my mother and sisters whom I 
had not seen during the time I was exiled in the catde-posts. My 
lather, as usual, was busy thatching houses in Phokeng, which 
denied both of us a chance to work together as fitther and son. This 
I missed very much. I envied other boys who worked with their 
Others. That lack of working together between father and me 
deprived me of his influence in my whole Ufe. I saw him only in the 
evenings, but could not sit down with him to discuss our ftiture 
together; that I missed very much. Only mother was always dose to 
me. 

My arrival in Phokeng with the animals firom the cattle-post placed 
me enttrdy under Unde KristoTs control and guardianship. I lived 
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at home with my parents, but every morning when I left home to 
follow the animals into grazing fields, Unde Kristof exercised undis- 
puted control of me. Before this my uncle was very fond of me and I 
was also very fond of him. But when we became a team, working 
together daily, I noticed a change in his attitude. 

During our time of taming young oxen, getting them ready for 
ploughing, my uncle became less and less tolerant towards me. He 
accused me of not learning fast enough and not listening to his 
orders. That was in October nineteen-twenty-two and I was about 
eleven years and a few months old. I was doing my utmost to please 
him but his mind was turned away from me at that time. He began 
to resort to beating me, in his own words to make me conform to his 
way of doing things. I kept his treatment of me from my father but 
told my mother everything. I think that mother found herself trapped 
between me and her brother but could not do anything about it. 
Uncle also accused me of not being clever like other boys. That 
accusation hurt me more than the beatings. 

Ploughing time came, which meant that in addition to cultivating 
the fields we had to live away from home for weeks. It was customary 
to do that because very early each morning, before we started 
ploughing, we had to free the oxen so that they could graze for two 
hours. Because of the heat, which is always strong at that time of the 
year, we were bound to start work early when it was cool and stop at 
midday for two hours to enable the oxen to graze again and to take 
them to the river to drink. The afternoon session started late, when 
it was cool, and ended after dark; and then, again, the oxen had to 
be given time to graze for two or three hours before tying them on 
yokes so that we could go to bed. During the time of ploughing, if we 
ran short of seeds which had to be fetched from Phokeng, those were 
the only times that we could travel home at the week-end and return 
on Sunday with the seeds we needed. It was only on such occasions 
that I coiild see my parents and sisters again. 

We had to cultivate uncle's fields, his mother-in-law's and my 
mother's, which were atuated ftur from each other in different areas. 
If we were not hampered by anything beyond our control, we could 
finish them all in two mondis, November and December. If we lost 
some days because of sickness or heavy rain we would carry on until 
early January. After ploughing, the oxen joined the other animals, 
and at that time grazing pastures are green and there is plenty of 
grass everywhere because of the constant rain. 

Nineteen-twenty-three. Ploughing was over and my duties were to 
fi^llow the catde every morning into the grazing fields and to see that 
they did not go into other people's fields and destroy their crops. At 
that time herd-boys like myself met in the veld, fiiendly ones mixed 
their herds and while keeping each other company compared their 
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skills in playing herd-boys' games, trapping birds, working in clay, 
locating wild fruits and honey, hunting with dogs, and killing 
unfortunate animals. When the cattle were mixed during the day, 
elder people knew that the boys did that in order to be together. 
The elders hated that arrangement of the boys because they said the 
boys restricted the movements of the animals in order to allow them- 
selves chances of doing what they liked. 

Many fathers or elders used secretly to visit us in the veld, and 
when they found us mixing the animals, punished us heavily. When 
my uncle found me mixing our cattle with other boys* he punished 
me without sympathy. It was customary that anyone who visited 
the boys in the veld and found them mixing the animals must not 
only punish his boy but the other boys he found with him, so that 
next time the other boys would know that mixing the cattle led to 
trouble for all, regardless of whose father or elder paid the visit. 
We boys knew that as soon as we mixed our cattle we were inviting 
trouble for ourselves, but we never desisted from such practices. 
We were always taking chances that maybe that day no one would 
pay us a visit. Sometimes we got away with it and this encouraged 
us. 

The more we were punished, the more we got together, as though 
we were defying our elders' instructions. Punishments by beating 
were very severe; we were ordered to strip naked, lie flat on our 
bellies, close our eyes and receive the punishment. Some lashes 
broke our skins open and for weeks we would be suffering from 
wounds which, when healed, would leave scars for ever on our 
bodies. 

It is still beyond me to understand why other boys were so keen to 
be with me. Once they saw our cattle, they would drive theirs in the 
same direction, so that even when I tried hard to avoid them, I 
would eventually agree to mix our cattle with theirs and begin to 
play games. I, too, went to them when they tried to avoid me. One 
of the games which kept us together and even made us forget that 
we would be visited by an elder during the day we called kuni. We 
played it with buttons. We used sharp flat stones. We dug a not very 
deep hole in the ground and each one who participated in it con- 
tributed buttons. The buttons were given to one boy who was the 
thrower of the stone, aiming at one button which he must knock out 
from amongst the others without touching the other buttons. If he 
succeeded, he had won all the buttons and was crowned the Para- 
mount Chief. That meant that that day he must be served by others ; 
anything they managed to get like wild fruits or honey, anything he 
must eat first before others could do so. 

The more buttons that were collected together, the more difficult 
it became to succeed in knocking out the button selected for you to 
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knock out The struggle to become a Paramount Qiief would go on 
for hours, in many cases ending up without anyone having won the 
tide. When we were engaged in it, we would even forget to be on the 
look-out for the elders. We used to be surprised to see one of them 
already standing among us saying, 'Are you still carrying on with 
this thing of restricting the movements of our catde? Lie down all of 
you, I am going to punish you all.' In fact we were obedient, none 
of us would attempt to run away because that would not help. If 
you did run away your father would be told and he himself would 
give you the punishment you ought to have received in the vdd 
during the day. 

Kuni intensified my uncle's intolerance of me. In his efforts to make 
me stop playing it, he would punish me with other boys he found me 
with, and later when we were by ourselves, punish me again, and I 
would accuse myself of having been foolish in playing kuni. But the 
next day everything would be forgotten, and the struggle for Para- 
mount Chieftaincy would go on as though nothing had happened. If 
it wasn't kuni, it was clay work. If not clay work, other things which 
kept us together and friendly. 

Just as things have their beginning they also have their ending. 
People meet, work together happily, but the time for them to 
separate always follows. That happened to my uncle and myself. 
In April nineteen-twenty-three, on the Sunday following Good 
Friday, after milking the cows I expected that, as usual, my uncle 
would take the milk home; but I was wrong. Instead of going home, 
as I thought, uncle left the milk at the kraal and followed me as I 
followed the cattle into the grazing valleys, and about an hour later 
he foimd me mixing the cattle with other boys' busy playing kuni. 
It was a cloudless day and very warm. Uncle wanted to punish me 
first before he punished the other boys who were with me. Instead 
of going dovm on my belly, as uncle ordered, I ran away and 
returned to my parents. It was before midday. When I got home only 
mother was at home. I do not remember where my sisters had gone. 
I think they had gone to church. Father was not there, but I know 
that he had not gone to church, because he was not a churchman. 

My mother was surprised to see me back so early and wanted to 
know whether I was sick. I reported to her that I had run away firom 
her brother because he was beating me as was his new habit. 
Realising that it would have been of no use for her to send me back 
to uncle because I woi^ld have gone somewhere else, mother 
reluctandy ordered me to stay at home withher until father returned. 
An hour or two after midday father returned, and he too was sur- 
prised to see me home at that time of the day. Without asking me to 
account for my presence, he asked mother to explain. After he had 
heaid mother's explanation, both of them agreed to wait for unde^s 
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version of the story. Uncle could not follow me home because he had 
to look after the cattle until the evening. 

In the evening, after milking the cattle again and putting them 
firmly in the kraal, he made his way home, but instead of going to 
his home, came first to our home, where he found me with my 
parents. After giving mother part of the milk he brought with him, 
he told them everything about my behaviour and why he resorted to 
beating me to make me conform to his orders. Mother and father did 
not ask me to say anything, as it was not customary to do so, but 
fiiUher spoke agahost me and scolded me, ordering that in future I 
must obey my unde totally and do everything he ordered me to do; 
otherwise he, father, would join in beating me. 

During father's scoldings, which were really forceful, mother 
remained silent from the beginning to the end. When my finther had 
stopped. Uncle Kristof took over and said, 'You ran away and came 
back here because you thought that when you were with your 
parents I could not touch you. I,' said uncle, Vant to tell you that it 
Is not because you are now with your parents that I can't beat you, 
ifs only that I don't want to beat you. If I want to,' he went on, 'I 
can beat you more than I would have done away firom your parents. 
Now you know,' unde continued to say, 'that you have no shidd 
here against me.' 

Really, all the hopes I had entertained that my parents would 
warn unde not to be harsh with me disappeared. I fdt alone, with no 
protectors, oompletdy at the mercy of my unde. He and my parents 
left the matter there and hegm to talk about other things As was 
custonuuT*, I left them akme to give them a chance to talk more 
fredy, because diildren were not idlowed to be amongst adults when 
they were in conversation. From that time, and tluroug^out that 
night* I ^as deep in thought as to what was going to become of me 
since unde had shown me that he was not afiaid of my parents as I 
thought he was. I knew then that running back to them for protec- 
tion was of no use to me. 

The next day, Easter Monday, I left home as usual for the kraal to 
mUk the cows and also to take die catde into the grazing vdd. On 
the way to the kraal unde jdned me and started to open the matter 
all over again. He b^;an to tdl me that he was still going to teadi me 
a lesson I would never forget as long as I lived. I knew that he meant 
that he was going to beat me to satisfy himsdf, because he had not 
beaten me the day before. As we moved towards the kraal I began to 
understand the reason unde did not beat me before my parents was 
not because he did not want to, but because he did not want to show 
disregard for them. Had he done so, he would have shown that he 
had no respect for them at all. It was customary that when one beat a 
child and it ran to an adult for protection, if one went on beating the 
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child, one was no longer beating the child but the adult from whom 
the diild sought protection. That adult would fed despised and 
could make a court case against the individual who punished the 
child. That moral precept kept my unde from beating me in the 
presence of my parents. 

At that time I knew of a number of Phokeng boys older than me 
who ran away from home and their parents and went away for a 
year or two to a German settlement I mentioned earlier called 
Kroondal, south of Rustenburg. Those boys came back with cows 
they earned in the years they were away in Kroondal hiring them- 
sdves to German frirmers there. They talked of how easy it was to 
get oneself hired to German farmers because they needed herd-boys 
for thdr cattle, and at the end of twelve months they paid one with a 
female calf which later brings in other animals for you and puts you 
on the road to becoming rich. The Germans were all sons and 
daughters of missionaries who lived among African tribes and spoke 
Sesotho very well. Their treatment of the runaway boys was very 
good; some of them would even know your parents. I heard all 
those stories from the boys in the veld when we were following our 
fathers' cattle. 

When uncle began to talk of teaching me a lesson, I said quietly to 
myself, *Uncle, if you dare to do that we will have reached the end of 
the road together. I know what I shall do, I shall run away to 
Kroondal and that will be the end of your guardianship over me.' 
It was my secret. Uncle and I reached the kraal, milked the cows, 
and before we opened the kraal to let the cattle out uncle said, 
holding a rein (called mokao in Sesotho) which we used for tying a 
cow's hind legs while milking it, 'Lie down flat on your belly, close 
your eyes, I want to teach you that I am your uncle, that what I 
order you to do must be done.' I tried to plead with my uncle that I 
should obey him in future if he would forgive me for what took place 
the day before, but he refused. The cows were all looking on wonder- 
ing what was wrong. Luckily for me, while we were arguing, in my 
case pleading for mercy, the mother of a friend of mine passed our 
kraal and I addressed my appeal to her, asking her to beg uncle to 
show mercy. After hearing his story about me she refused to persuade 
my uncle. While they were talking it provided me with an oppor- 
tunity to escape. I slipped through the entrance and both of them 
saw me running away and disappearing. 

I disappeared amongst the thorn bushes; they lost sight of me and 
I of them. It was Easter Monday, early in April nineteen-twenty- 
three, when I started my journey to Kroondal. I was just twelve 
years old on the first day of that month. I had no food to eat on the 
way, but I fdt free to determine my own fate. Naturally I was sorry 
to leave my mother, whom I loved more than I can say. I moved 
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southwards from Phokeng towards Rustenburg, which I had not 
seen before. I knew it was a village of white people, but nothing 
more. My destination was KroondaL I estimate that I left my imde 
at about eight o'clock in the morning. 

There I left my uncle with the cattle on his hands and what he did 
with them that day I shall never know. That was my answer to his 
refusal to forgive me. I think that if he had listened and showed 
mercy I might not have taken that step. He forced me to take that 
vital decision and provided me with an opportunity to turn my back 
against Phokeng, my mother, Either, sisters and everything I knew 
and loved in our tribe. 

The advice I got from those who had been to Kroondal was that 
when you reach Rustenburg^ avoid entering the town itself because 
the pcJice might arrest you and after finding out where you came 
firom^ return you there. Rustenburg at that time was a small town 
amongst &xms on the east, south and west, with a large area of 
Afiican tribes in the south-east and the whole of the north. Rusten- 
burg was as dark at night as Phokeng, because there were no electric 
lights and electricity was unknown. 

When I left my mother and Phokeng, I had graduated from the 
fear that I could only live under my mother or parents' guardian- 
ship, protection and guidance. My esile to the catde-posts a few 
years before had shown me that, away &om parents, life goes on just 
the same. I knew then that wherever one went, one was bound to 
make friends and find help. I do not know how my parents felt that 
evening when unde came back to tell them that I had run away 
again, and this time I was not to be found at home. I can imagine 
how my mother went to bed with no knowledge whether I was dead 
or alive. 

I entered Rustenbuxg firom the north, crossed the river at the 
eastern ride of it near d^e Afiican location, a place where Afiricans 
who had become urbanised lived away from the whites, though they 
worked for them and met them every day. That was my first encoun- 
ter with the system of s^egation, Aparthdd, but I did not know it 
at the time. Before I crossed the river, feeling hungry, I kndt down 
and filled my stomadi with its water, and into its water I dipped my 
fiset and within a few seconds I readied the southern bank. When I 
passed near Bethlehem, the Afiican location, no one noticed me, 
because many Afiican children were playing about there. 

I passed Rustenburg on the eastern side and I suppose that even 
the whites who saw me pass there thought I was a boy from Bethle- 
hem. Having passed Rustenburg, something I was not expecting 
happened. It was after twdve o'dock that day, when I was pressing 
on southwards, moving away from Rustenburg, that I saw some- 
thing completely new and strange to me coming from the south-east, 
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making a great noise. There was thick black smoke coming from the 
firont part of it. A huge black wagon was pulling other wagons, and 
when it was about to enter the town it whistled three times, warning 
those who were awaiting its arrival that it was about to enter. It 
passed me a good distance from its road as I stood wondering what 
it was. It entered Rustenburg and disappeared from sight with me 
still not knowing what it was. I had not seen a train in my life. I 
moved on, and when I reached the fence I saw two long irons on 
which it ran. At once I remembered the story my Unde Kristof 
used to tell me when he still thought the world of me, that a train was 
a long wagon built of wood and iron. It had steel wheels and ran on 
steel lines built spedally for it. It was pulled by another wagon on 
which fire was znade. Boiling water and fire made it move and it 
moved very fast. 

That story I remembered explained the mystery to me. It was a 
train. I put my head through the fence, climbed through, stood on 
one of the two iron bars to test it and went over. I reached the 
southern side, cHmbed through the second fence and then moved 
westwards towards the main road leading to Kroondal. I did not 
know till later that following that main road could take you to 
Pretoria and Johannesburg. 
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XVI My Arrival in Kroondal 



Walking confidently southwards away from Rustenburg, firmly 
believing that I was in an area where no one knew me, I moved 
along the main road towards Kroondal. It was in the afternoon, the 
sun was still hot, but I began to feel signs of coolness. Because it was a 
public holiday, few people were to be seen moving about, and one 
could see anything coming a long distance away. Not very far from 
my destination, already in sight of a bridge over the river beyond 
which the Kroondal area began, I saw a trolley drawn by two mules 
coming from the opposite direction. I left the main road to walk on 
the footpath on the eastern side of the main road so as to avoid being 
run over by the trolley. The occupants of the vehicle were a man and 
a girl. 

When the animal-drawn vehicle drew closer, I heard someone 
call me by my name loudly, saying, *Nyadioe! Oirangfa; Oea, kae?* 
('What are you doing here; where are you going to ?') I looked at the 
trolley and came face to face with a Phokeng girl, my sister's friend 
called Mamashuku Makgale. I uttered no word in reply but kept 
on moving. After they had passed me I did not look back and I have 
no idea whether they looked back or not. Where I expected no one 
who knew me to see me, someone did see me that knew me. That day 
I learned never to think that you are alone and no one sees you. 

I moved on, reached the bridge, crossed over into the Kroondal 
area, and at once I was beset by the problem; at which house was I 
going to start asking for employment? The farms were well culdva« 
ted, tobacco crops were beautiful, potato and other crops were 
equally attractive. The first house on my left, not very far from the 
main road, was owned by Phokeng-born attorney Kristof Penzhom, 
the son of the man who brought CShristianity to my tribe. Not far on 
the right was a large house, a mission house, occupied by their 
minister and his family. It was used also as boeurd and lodging for 
German boys and girls sent there by their parents to learn German. 
Very close was a mill, owned by the Ottomann family, which pro- 
vided the Kroondal people as wdl as the neighbouring &rmers with 
their flour. 

I kept walking along the main road and further away past the mill 
I saw two men and two women sitting down under the cool shade of 
a large tree. I went straight to them. 

When I reached the people in the front garden of a beautiful house 
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in Kroondal, one of them, a man who had settled himself on an 
annchair, filling it with his huge body, facing the direction from 
which I was approaching, said in clear, loud, faultless Sesotho, 'Boy, 
you have run away firom your home, we don't want runaway boys 
here.' Those were the words and voice of Mr. Theodore Beidioldt, 
who was bom and had grown up in one of our branch villages called 
Kanana, in the east of Phokeng. He was the son of the Lutheran 
Church minister. His wife was ham and grew up in FholGeag and was 
the daughter of the Reverend Penzhom, the man who had converted 
my maternal grandparents to Christianity. 

Obviously, they were not in need of a herd-boy. They did not even 
ask me where I came from. I have no doubt that if they had, my 
mention of Phokeng would have roused interest in his wife, who 
must have known my maternal grandfather, her father's right-hand 
man in the church. Shabbily dressed, boodess, hatless and hungry, I 
moved away from them and faced the world alone. I was carrying 
nothing, I was a traveller with no luggage. 

I joined the main road again and continued moving southwards. 
Throwing my eyes far ahead of me, I saw a tall well-built old man 
coming towards me from the opposite direction. I stopped the old 
man, greeted him and spoke to him in Sesutho. I do not know what 
made me think that he knew my friend, but I asked him if he knew 
where I could find Ngatlhe Kgokong, a Phokeng boy who had also 
run away to Kroondal, who had already been there more than twelve 
months when I arrived. The old man replied in Dutch, because he 
could not speak a word in Sesotho. We at once found that we were 
miles apart in languages. The old man was Mr. Herbert Lange. He 
then invited me to follow him by waving a calUng hand to me. I 
responded and he took me to the house which was formerly his own, 
but which he had given to his son Herman and daughter-in-law Ida. 
Herman and his wife Ida were Sesotho-speaking, but Herman was 
not as good at speaking the language as his wife. Herman made 
mistakes in conversation by treating persons in speech as though they 
were animals or things. Ida, on the other hand, was perfect, though 
she spoke a different accent from mine. At Herman and Ida's place I 
found a new home. My fears as to where I was going to sleep that 
night disappeared. 

By the time I reached Kroondal I had already made up my mind 
to disguise myself. I was mindful of the fact that back in Phokeng my 
parents would do everything in their power to find me. The best 
thing to do, I said to myself, was to change my name. I convinced 
myself that a change of name would conceal me as though I was 
changing my looks at the same time. Though I had been seen by 
someone who knew me when I was about to enter the Kroondal area, 
I still thought that my parents would find it difScult to trace me. One 
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thing did not leave my mind, and that was that as soon as my sister's 
friend Mamashuku Makgale arrived back in Fhokeng, her first duty 
would be to tell my sister that she saw me near Kroondal. 

Mr. Herbert Lange having brought me to his son and daughter- 
in-law, Herman and Ida, I hired myself to them for a period of a 
year for a female calf at the end of that period. When Herman Lange 
asked me what my name was I told him it was Johannes. I was never 
named Johannes. It was only an attempt on my part to avoid being 
traced by my parents. However, there it was, I named myself 
Johannes in Kroondal. 

My first year with the Langes was a mixture of duties. At times I 
worbed in the fields leading a team of oxen pulling the plough, 
cultivating the fields or pulling the farm rake leveliing the earth the 
plough had turned upside down or inside out On other occasions I 
went out with the cattle for grazing, leaving in the morning and 
returning shortly before sunset AU Kroondal farmers were using ox 
teams to cultivate their fields. All of them had large numbers of 
cattle from which they got milk and butter. I think that five or six 
weeks after I had hired myself to the Langes, one afternoon while I 
was leading a team of oxen driven by a man named Hendrik, I was 
called back to the house. 

When I got to the house, I found my mother and sister Majone 
waiting to see me. Instead of greeting them with pleasure and a 
smiling fiu:e, I greeted them with tears rolling down my cheeks. I 
was appealing to them not to take me back with them to my unde 
whom I was no longer inclined to work with. Mother, moved by 
my distress, waited until I had stopped weeping. After I had stopped, 
as though my head had no more tears to release, mother greeted me 
with motherly love and said, 'We are here sent by your frither only 
to find out where you are, but not to take you away. Your fiither says 
that taking you away would be useless, because you would run away 
again and perhaps go ferther than you have gone.' My employer, 
Mr. Herman Lange, and his wife Ida, were listening all the tune. 
Mother thanked them for having looked after me until she came and 
said frurther that my appearance convinced her that they were look- 
ing after me well and would continue to do so. 

Mother then told them that my name was not Johannes, but 
Naboth. Mr. Lange replied that dnce it was easy for them to call me 
Johannes, they would continue to call me by that name. Afterwards, 
mother and my sister left, saying that since the day was far spent 
they would spend the night at Bethlehem Location in Rustenburg 
with friends of my family. I stayed behind, relieved, knowing that I 
had permission from my parents to work for the Langes for a female 
calf to be given to me at the end of twelve months. 

The hiring of myself to the Langes in Kroondal showed me two 
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things which I did not know existed. The European way of life as 
practised in South Africa, and Segregation, Apartheid. At first, 
though I did not ask, I wondered why we, the black people who 
worl^ for the Langes, slept in a tobacco shed and wheat store which 
was next to the horse stable. There were no chairs for us to sit down 
on or tables in the place where we slept I was an innocent tribal boy 
banning to live in a different world &om the one I was bom into 
and knew. One evening, it was a warm evening, still light, but stars 
were b^^inning to appear in the sky, and Mr. Herman Lange called 
his older men together to give them orders about the next day's work 
and to get reports from odiers as to how they performed the tasks he 
had set them in the morning. They all sat on the ground. 

While Mr. Herman Lange's workmen sat on the ground, he sat 
on a bench alone giving the instructions about the next day^s work 
in the fields and talking to others whom he had not found time to 
visit in the fields where they worked that day. Innocently, I joined 
them and went straight to the bench and sat next to Mr. Lange. All 
the older men and others who were already accustomed to the 
European way of life in South Africa became breathless. They had 
not seen anything like that before. An old man who drove the team 
of oxen I led that day tried to take me away from the bench, but Mr. 
Lange spoke to him in Dutch, saying, *Leave him, he is still stupid. 
Talk to him afterwards; make him understand.' 

Later, when the meeting was over, the old man, whose name was 
Hendrik, took me aside and said, 'Boy, you mustn't sit where a white 
man sits ; you can't sit on the chairs they use, drink from the cups they 
use, eat from their plates, or sleep in the same house with them. 
Don't do it again,' he said. 'Didn't you see us all sitting on the 
ground? You are lucky,' Hendrik continued, 'he didn't push you off 
or beat you, to teach you that you can't sit on the same bench as a 
white man.' I did not ask why, or say anything. I only listened to 
what Hendrik told me. That was the day on which I came into 
contact with colour segregation. I was twelve years old. At first, 
when I began to work for the Langes, I wondered why we were not 
sharing the house with them, or why there was no house built for us 
to sleep in. Hendrik explained all to me in a short time. I learned 
and never repeated my mistake. 

As time went by I noticed that we at the Langes were not the only 
ones who slept in the shed or in buildings which were not built for 
people to sleep in. It was the same throughout Kroondal. Only 
female servants slept in rooms built specially for them very close to 
the masters' houses, so that a watch could be kept over them. 
Kroondal farmers and their wives were very strict with their female 
servants. I cannot recall a single case of a girl who worked for them 
and returned to her parents pregnant. I am sure that the reason Mr. 
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Lange did not push mc ofT the bench was that he was not a rough, 
violent man. During the two years I spent with him I did not once 
hear him swear or beat anyone, although he was strict. 

Herman Lange and his wife Ida, though they practised segrega- 
tion like other farmers of Kroondal and the rest of the Europeans in 
South Africa, were good and kind people. Like the rest of the 
Kroondal farmers, they cared very much for their workmen and 
women. Farmers' wives baked and cooked for all of us. Everyone 
who worked for them had enough to eat. They grew peas, potatoes, 
wheat, maize, fruits of many varieties, but not oranges. They were 
not for the market, but for domestic use. Only tobacco was grown 
for the market. The maize porridge which was eaten by A£ican 
workmen was cooked by feoiale servants, who were fomid in every 
Kroondal home. 

There was plenty of meat, mostly pork. Every winter season, pigs 
were reared, fed well three times a day, and by the time the next 
winter set in they were fat and some could hardly move. Then the 
slaughtering of the pigs began, providing everybody with fresh pork 
to enjoy. In every Kroondal home at that time, everybody ate and 
enjoyed tasty home-made pork sausages, and some polonies made of 
pigs' blood mixed with small pieces of pork. Milk, too, was produced 
for domestic use, though work people had to wait for it a day or so 
until the cream for butter-making had been taken from it. Pigs too 
enjoyed a good deal of it. No one who was at Kroondal at the time 
could complain of want of food. 

Breakfast consisted of a large slice of white or brown bread baked 
by the farmer's wife and a large mug of coffee. The mug was made 
out of a jam tin by a Scotch plumber and blacksmith who lived in 
Kroondal mending farmers^ ploughs, pots and everything requiring 
mending. The Scotch plumber was not married and lived alone in 
one room behind his workshop. He was a short man with bushy eye- 
brows. He may have understood everything spoken in German, but I 
doubt whether he spoke the language, because he was spoken to only 
in his own language. I saw him on two occasions playing his pipes at 
a wedding. On the whole he seemed a lonely man, because on Sun- 
days, when he was free from his hammers and fires, he was always 
sitting alone by his workshop or taking long walks enjoying the 
weather and firesh air. Kroondal was a lovely place, especially when 
crops and plants in the farmlands were green. The frmns were well 
worked and well irrigated. As a Christian community, Kroondal 
farmers ceased work on Sundays and so did their work people. 

On my arrival at the Langes I found them with only one child, a 
daughter Elizabeth who was eighteen months old. lliere were no 
other children of her age nearby, so Elizabeth had no one to play 
with and spent most of the time with her mother. Although Kroondal 
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farmers as I have already said, spoke Sesotho perhaps better than I 
could do in my young days, in addition they spoke Dutch - known 
today in SouUi Afiica as Afiikaans. I do not know how well they 
spoke English. But they saw to it that they spoke to their children 

in German and encouraged them to fed that they were 
Germans. 

There were in other Kroondal homes children of both sexes who 
were bom there and never lived in African tribal villages as had 
their parents, who spoke very fluent Sesotho: these were children of 
fiunilies like the Poizhoms, the Benholdts, the ]N^ers, the Bake- 
bergs and the family of Hendrik Jorde. Parents of those fiunilies were 
bom in African tribal villages and their children were bom in 
Kroondal, but the children spoke Sesotho as fluently as their parents. 
I still do not know how they acquired the language, because all the 
time I was there their parents spoke to them only in German. 

When they spoke Sesotho, one would never have imagined that 
they spoke German as well. I think that speaking the same language 
draws people together. The white children of Kroondal of my age 
were very fond of the people who worked for their parents. In school 
hoUdays or on Saturdays, when they were free from school, the boys 
wanted to go out with us into the grazing fields with their fathers' 
cattle and to be there the whole day playing games with us. Their 
parents were dead against their going out with the cattle, but some 
boys used to run away from home to join us. On many occasions we 
were found with them swimming naked in the dams. Only when 
they were at school did their parents know that they were not with 
African boys in the grazing fields. I had no such boy at the Langes. 
Some boys told me that their boss's sons stole things for them that 
they thought their parents were not giving them. 

I have no knowledge whether Elizabeth Lange ever managed to 
speak Sesotho, the language her mother spoke so well. I last saw her 
in nineteen-twenty-five, in the middle of May, when I returned to 
Phokeng. When I left South Africa twenty-nine years later, she must 
have grown into a woman of thirty years old, perhaps married with 
children of her own. One day when I was already a resident of 
Pretoria, amongst crowds in busy Church Street, I found myself 
standing next to her mother, Ida Lange, and a well-built young 
woman who was talking to her. I recognised Ida Lange and con- 
vinced myself that the young woman must be her daughter Eliza- 
beth. To avoid embarrassing them, with great sorrow in my heart 
and regret, I refrained from saying 'Hello' to them. I did that because 
in South Africa, where a non-white and a white are forbidden by law 
to fraternise, I was not sure that they would have welcomed it. They 
might have welcomed it somewhere else where they would not have 
been seen shaking hands with a black man, laughing and reminding 
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each other of the past, but I doubt if it would have been the case in 
Church Street, Pretoria, amongst crowds of Europeans. 

I am sure also that Elizabeth had heard a lot about me from her 
parents ; she might have been pleased to meet me and to know some- 
one who had at one time lived on her parents' property and seen 
her every day for two yean. But things which were not of my making, 
nor Elizabeth's, stood in our way. Later, when I thought of it all, I 
at times Uamed myself for not having taken a risk, taken the bull by 
the horns and said 'Hello' to the woman who for two years looked 
on me as though I was a real member of her family, who on many 
occasions sat next to me in a horse-drawn cart, being driven to her 
mother's home. As they moved away from me in Pretoria, I stepped 
aside on the pavement, looked at them disappearing from my sight 
and said, 'If anyone aaJced me where I thought Hell was situated, I 
would say, "Where I stand now". Hell is where people are denied 
meeting because they differ in colour.' 

I saw in Pretoria many young men and women I knew in Kroon- 
dal; the Penzhoms, the Benholdts, the Millers and others, but I 
could not reveal to diem that I knew them because of the same fears 
that they might have fblt ofifended, or that thdr friends might think 
that they fraternised with someone of my colour. 

The l4mge fiumJy and others in Kro(»idal claimed th^ 
God-fearing and loving Christians. They were Lutherans with a 
lovely church, to whidb they went at least once every Sunday. I 
recognised its beauty from outade, though I never saw its interior. 
The fimners went to worship in it with then* wives and children but 
with no one else. They were not the only frunilies of Christians in 
Kroondal. Every farmer's family had African frunilies living as 
squatters on their land who must work for the right to live there each 
time the farmer wanted them to. The Langes had such families. 
Every &rmer had such frunilies. The man Hendrik who talked to 
me about black and white rdadonships was the &ther of such a 
fiunily of squatters. 

There were two squatters' villages in Kroondal when I arrived 
there. The first village was very near the houses of the burners on the 
southern side of the fiurmlands; it was a stone's throw from the 
Jbrdes', the Millers' and the Scotch plumber's houses. The second 
village was a mile or three-quarters of a mile to the south-east. Both 
villages were inhabited by Sesotho-speaking people. They were all 
Christians and Lutherans. There were two Lutheran churches in 
Kroondal. Each had its own priest. The Europeans' minister lived 
in Kroondal and the Africans' minister lived in Rustenburg and 
had an assistant African minister living in one of Phokeng's villages, 
Luka, many miles away. Black and white Lutheran congregations 
did not mix. They sang the sam&40unding hymns and had church 
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services conducted in the same Lutheran ways, but they worshipped 
sepzirately. The church for African worship was also beautiM but, 
like the European one, I saw it only fit>m outside. The minister from 
Rustenburg and the Reverend Koos Khunou from Luka-Phokeng 
rardy came to Kroondal. 

During my first year with the Langes, due to the fact that their 
daughter Elizabeth spoke only German, I listened very carefrdly to 
her mother as she told her the names of various objects and nlently, 
on my own, repeated them so that next time I could communicate 
with Elizabeth. Within a few months her parents and other people 
were surprised that Elizabeth and I could talk to each other, though 
in a small way. Visitors to the Langes also began to wonder at how 
quickly I was able to learn a few things in German. Many people 
who had been in Kroondal before me complained that the German 
people did not want their language to be known because they never 
spoke to them in German. I found that when the German people of 
Kroondal heard me speak German, instead of being angry they 
were pleased, laughed, and were eager to know how I picked it up. 
Some who heard me, even when they met me in the street, spoke to 
me in their language, and where they found that I did not follow, 
explained to me in Sesotho. 

There was no school for African squatters' children when I got 
there, although there was a church for them. In the absence of the 
minister, there was in the area an African church elder who held 
services every Sunday. For several months, boys and girls who had 
reached confirmation age attended catechism classes under him. 
Before I left Kroondal, due to the squatters' demands, a day school 
was started for their children. An African teacher came along; I do 
not know who paid for his services, or what subjects he taught, but I 
heard from some that in addition to Sesotho he taught them English. 
Some farmers dishked their being taught English but did not object 
to Sesotho. 

Amongst the things I learned in Kroondal was catching and eating 
fish, swimming and diving in the deep waters of the dams and play- 
ing the three-stringed guitars we made ourselves out of one-g^on 

paraffin tins and pieces of plank. I was good at playing the instru- 
ment, but there were others who played much better than I did and 
went on to learn to play six-stringed guitars, but I never managed, 
I learned, too, how to catch live frogs ; we then killed them and used 
them as a bait to trap fishes in the nearby River Oorsak, south of 
Kroondal. The River Oorsak had some deep spots where we used to 
swim if we were not near any of the three big, deep dams which the 
river supplied with water. The Oorsak started from huge mountains 
called the Magaliesberg, ran westwards, and when it reached 
Kroondal the farmers diverted its water to fill their dams, which 
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they used to irrigate their cultivated lands. The river had endless 
movement of shellfish, big and small, as well as other varieties of 
fishes. The water was so clean and clear that at times we used to sit 
down and admire fishes which passed by, swumnmg beautifully up 
and down the river, big ones chasing small ones. 

We would trap fishes, end their lives, make a fire to fry them and 
then eat them saldess. We did this so often that in the end we got 
used to eating them without salt. They tasted nice and we Uked 
quarreUing amongst ourselves that others were cheating by taking 
bigger portions. The Oorsak area was one of Kroondal's cattle- 
grazing fields. The fistrmers did not object to us mixing their catde 
as long as we did not restrict their movements. The Oorsak had an 
endless flow of water and herds could drink and still leave the 
Oorsak flowing and filling the Kroondal dams. When we were not 
busy trapping the fishes, or when we could not eat any more of the 
fishes we caught and fiied, we taught each other tunes on the three- 
stringed instruments, or danced while someone entertained us with 
music. I made many fiiends amongst squatters' boys and others, who 
like me were in Kroondal to earn dxemsdves cows, which were 
regarded as the means by which later on in life one would become a 
rich and respected man in his community. 

Most of US were under axteen years of age. With plenty of tobacco 
around us, we began to roll cigarettes wi& any paper we could lay 
hands on, and as a result most of the boys became permanent 
smokers. I followed others, but never became a permanent smoker, 
and looking back I cannot trace anyone on either side of my family 
being a smoker. My &ther took snufif. He was the only one I knew 
who carried a tobacco product with him. Otherwise tobacco had no 
place in our family. I like to feel that was the reason why I never 
became a permanent smoker in Kroondal. Each of the boys who 
went out with the catde carried with him a large slice of bread as his 
lunch. With firied fishes we used to make it a big feast. 
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Towards the end of my first year with the Langes, Ida, Mrs. Lange, 
began to expect her second child, who turned out to be a boy. Ida 
developed a liking for me and pressed her husband Herman to allow 
her to make me her houseboy. That meant that I would have to 
cease going out with the animals, or being used to lead teams of oxen 
during the cultivation of fermlands. She said that she needed some- 
one to send about, someone she could use without disrupting any of 
her husband's plans. The husband at first tried to resist her demands 
by offering to get a young African girl firom one of the squatters' 
families to be at her disposal, but Ida refused, saying that the girl 
her husband was suggesting would not chop wood for her, would not 
carry bread-pans, would not empty flour bags into the hzxh at the 
time of baking, would not make fire for her in the oven, clear fire 
from it, put pans of bread into it and take them out when the bread 
was ready. Herman again oflfered to give her a man to help her 
when she needed one, but Ida put her foot down. 

They also owned a horse called Baby. Before she became pregnant 
Ida used to harness the horse herself, inspan it and drive herself and 
Elizabeth to her mother who lived alone on an estate three or four 
miles south of Kroondal. Ida argued further that she could no longer 
be expected to harness the horse herself and drive herself to her 
mother. Herman had no answer to that, so he gave in. From that 
day I became Ida's houseboy. Other boys and other people who were 
already there became very jealous, but there was nothing they could 
do about it. I began my second year having a soft and easy life with 
the Langes. Everything Ida ate, she shared with me and Elizabeth. 

I did not clean the house because there was Rosina, an African 
female servant working in place of her father who was in ill-health. 
My duties were to gather eggs, to harness the horse whenever Ida 
wanted to travel to her mother, and to do all the other things I have 
mentioned. I was also charged with wheelbarrowing a bag of wheat 
to the Ottomanns* mill to be ground into flour and to fetch it when 
ready. During that period, I learned more and more German words 
from both Elizabeth and her mother. Ida began to speak to me in 
German and corrected me where I went wrong. 

During my second year I was frequently to be seen in the after- 
noons leaving the Langes' yard, driving Ida and her daughter to her 
mother's place, the little girl sitting between me and her mother. On 
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our return I was equally frequently to be seen leading Baby the horse 
round the yard, softening its feet before I put it into the stable and 
fed it. I arrived at the Langes with no boots, having never worn 
them before, and left without having seen my feet inside a pair of 
them. I was not the only one, only adult Europeans wore shoes or 
boots. Their childreOi boys and girlsy moved about and went to 
school barefoot. 

One day Ida was not as I usually knew her; she was quiet and 
seemed worried. I just could not make out what disturbed her mind. 
In the afiemoon, after lunch, she ordered me to harness the horse 
while she wrote a letter. When I was ready I told her that I was 
waiting in front of the house with the cart, hoping that I was taking 
her to see her mother. She gave me the letter and said, *Take it to my 
mother.' That day I went alone. After my arrival there I waited, 
and within twenty or more minutes, Ida's mother went to the next 
door farm-house to ask them to look after her dogs, fowls, the house 
itself and her orange trees. She left her house with suitcases contain- 
ing her belongings and I drove her back to Kroondal. She had a 
horse and cart of her own, but left them in the care of her neigh" 
hours. 

We arrived back after sunset, it was already getting dark, and 
found that Ida had given birth to a son, assisted by her sister-in-law, 
Mrs. Jorde^ who was the only midwife I knew in Kroondal at the 
time. I did not know what had happened until I heard laughter and 
the cry of the newly-born baby. The first to break the news to me was 
Elizabeth, who was enchanted by the event. Later, when I was in the 
stable feeding the horse, Mr. Herman Lange came along and said to 
me, 'Missis has a baby*. He was speaking in Sesotho {*Missis o floe 
ngpana*). The baby boy was named after his paternal grandfather, 
Heinrich Herbert Dutch-speakmg people called him Hendrik. He 
became one of my dudes. I worked my second and last year with the 
Langes looking after Heinrich, and saw him grow to like me. At 
times I dropped him, hurt him, gave him wrong things to eat which 
made him uncomfortable, and taught him to understaod signs when 
I wanted him to stop crying. We became such friends that sometimes 
when I was leaving him with his mother he cried for me. 

Amongst various domesticated pets, birds, cattle and others there 
was a blade dog called Nero and a female cat which seemed to have 
the stamina to give birth to a good number of kittens twice yearly at 
the Langes. Nero the dog developed an intense liking for me and 
influenced me to like him. On many occasions when I went out of 
the yard Nero saw no reason not to accompany me. At times, he 
would let me go, and when I was a good distance fit>m home would 
use his power at running to catch up with me before I disappeared 
from his sight 
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One day Ida Lange asked me to take a bag of wheat on a two- 
wheel push-truck to the Ottomanns' mill to be turned into flour, 
and to collect it that afternoon. Immediately after I had left the 
yard, I noticed Nero walking by my side, but not helping me to push 
the truck. The bag of wheat was heavy for me and all along the way 
to the mill I kept stopping to gather more strength. Sometimes Nero 
walked ahead of me, as if he was saying, *Come along, the bag is not 
all that heavy.' We reached the mill eventually and I delivered the 
bag and asked the Ottomanns whether we could fetch the flour in 
the afternoon, and they told me to fetch it any time after lunch. In 
order to avoid pushmg the empty truck back, I left it at the mill. 
Nero and I began our walk back home. That was an unfortunate 
day for Nero, because his life ended that day. 

As we walked along the main road we saw a black motor-car 
approaching us from the back, from the north, moving southwards 
as we were. I was walking ahead of Nero, but did not look back to 
see where he was or what he was doing. He had decided to walk on 
the opposite side of the road from me, and when he heard the muse 
of the motor-car, he decided to cross over to my side, but the vehicle 
was too dose and moving fast. Nero, unfortunately, could not out- 
run it; the machine ran him over. All I heard was Nero crying in 
agony under the vehicle, and when he managed to get out great 
damage had been caused to his health and body. When Nero reached 
my side of the road, he was in great pain and unable to move. The 
vehicle stopped a few feet away and out of it emerged a well-dressed 
European man who began to speak to me in a language I was unable 
to follow. I am sure he spoke in English, asking me whose dog Nero 
was, but I replied in Gennan, crying, asking him why he killed Nero. 
We failed to communicate, there was no one in sight, the man went 
back into his vehicle and drove off. 

In a few minutes Nero was dead. I moved his dead body into a 
ditch near the main road, and left, with tears still dropping from 
my eyes, to report his death to Ida Lange. On my arrival Ida did not 
notice Nero's absence, but the grinmess of my face convinced her 
that there was something wrong with me. 'What's wrong ?' she asked. 
•Why have you been crying?' 'Nero got killed,' I replied. "Where? 
By whom?' she asked again with forceful voice. I explained that he 
was run over by a motor-car and the man who drove it spoke words I 
did not understand and drove away afterwards. Knowing that I 
knew nothing about taking registration numbers of a motor-car, she 
did not even ask me whether I could remember the numbers of the 
motor-car which killed Nero. Both of us only wondered what Mr. 
Lange would say when he heard the news of Nero's death. My feel- 
ings were put at rest. Mrs. Lange did not scold me or promise to urge 
her husband to beat me. I knew that whatever Mr. Lange would 
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say his wife would be on my side. When he came back from the fields 
for lunch his wife told him all about it, and defended me at the same 
time, saying that the fault was of the man who drove the motor-car. 

After lunch I was told to take the wheelbarrow to fetch Nero's 
dead body to be buried in the Langes' area somewhere in the fields. 
This I did and on my return I found that a hole had been dug near 
the river which ran very close to the Langes' home, and under a 
laige peach tree the remains of Nero were put to rest. Later I was on 
my way again to the Ottomanns' mill to fetch the flour, which was 
ready by then. When I left them, the Langes had not bothered to get 
another dog. 

Towards the beginning of the summer of nineteen-twenty-four, 
disturbing news from Phokeng reached me through a message to Ida 
Lange. She received a telephone call at the Kroondal post office in 
Mr. Augustus Behrens' store (the only place in the town with a 
telephone) from Reverend Ernest Penzhorn in Phokeng, saying that 
my twin sister Martha was sick and I should be told of her sickness. 
When I got the news I became very sad, wondering what was going 
to happen to my sister, because the message Ida received emphasised 
that her survival was very much in doubt. 

I think that two or three weeks later, another message came by 
telephone from Phokeng, again from Mr. Penzhorn, this time want- 
ing to speak to Mr. Herman Lange himself. My parents had asked 
Mr. Penzhorn to use his influence on the Langes and ask them to 
permit me to return to Phokeng because my sister was critically sick 
and had asked to see me. On his return Mr. Lange told his wife why 
he was called to the telephone, and they agreed at once, before they 
told me of the message, that I should be on my way to Phokeng the 
next morning. They then called me and told me to get ready for the 
journey. 

The next morning, as arranged, I left for Phokeng, which I had 
not seen for over a year. That time I passed through Rustenburg 
because I was armed with a special travelling pass, in case I met the 
police on the way and they wzmted to check on me. I walked all the 
way from Kroondal to Phokeng and reached my birthplace after 
simset. My parents, my sisters, and those relatives who had come to 
help nurse my sister were delighted to see me. According to them I 
had grown and changed. The news of my arrival was kept from my 
sister until the next day. She slept, still thinking that I was in 
Kroondal. The following day my presence was revealed to her, and 
she asked that I should be allowed to come to where she was at that 
time, being unable to rise on her own. She was so happy to see me 
that she asked that she should be given some food and that I should 
feed her. While I fed her, she talked to me at length, telling me that 
she had been afraid that she would die before seeing me. She said, 
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among other things^ that I should not be worried like our parents 
about her, because nothmg unusual was going to happen to 
her. 

While I was feeding my sick sister, she stressed firmly to me that I 
should remember at all times that I was the only living son of our 
parents and that Father and Mother would require my assistance and 
care later in their lives. She said, 'You must not go away firom thera. 
You must know that without your help and care when they are old 
they will be helpless. If,' she went on, 'during your lifetime and 
theirs you find that you live away firom them, you must make it your 
duty to go where they are to see what help they need and, if you can 
provide it, you must do so with an open heart.' She kept coming to 
the point that I should not worry about her as she would get well one * 
day and nothing unknown or unusual was going to happen to her. 
She was really very ill, and her voice, though clear, was weak. 
Mother and others who were nearby at the time felt that she was 
tired, and that to enable her to rest I should be taken away from her. 
I went away and she stopped talking. 

Two days after my arrival in Phokeng from Kroondal my sister 
reached the end of her life. She died on a Saturday morning and her 
funeral took place the next day, Sunday afternoon, in Phokeng 
graveyard, very close to the Lutheran Church. Before the burial, a 
service was held in the Lutheran Church, conducted by Reverend 
Ernest Penzhorn. Because of it, Aunt Emma Rangaka entered her 
former church for the first time since she had left it with her husband 
Tau Daniel Rangaka. On that occasion I saw my father in church 
for the first time. 

I spent ten days in Phokeng after my sister's death before return- 
ing to Kroondal. My Uncle Kristof Mororo, whom I ran away from, 
was there, but he never asked me why I chose to desert him. On my 
second Sunday in Phokeng, a brass band from Rustenburg came 
along to entertain the Paramount Chief Molotlegi Augustus 
Mokgatle and the people of his tribe. The men who played in the 
brass band were urbanised, but still regarded themselves as his 
people. 

The brass band which performed at the Chief's place under the 
conductorship of a man called Antoni, who was also the band's 
drummer, attracted large crowds, and being a Sunday it seemed as 
though most of the inhabitants of Phokeng were at the Chief's place. 
I went to join the crowds and like everyone present enjoyed the 
music which was pouring out of Antoni's band's trumpets. During 
the performance the band played a time or song, the name of which I 
cannot remember, and everyone there was enchanted by it. When 
the band ended the tune, a man called Rangkokorqpane Mokgatle, 
who had been sitting down during the performance, jumped to his 
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feet and, waving his hat, shouted three times, * Again, Again, Again*. 
Members of the band, who had sat down, rose to play the same tune 
again. When they had finished there was great applause and 
whistling from the crowd. I caught up that word 'again', memorised 
it many times thereafter and carried it with me back to Kroondal. I 
understood what it meant, but I had no idea that it was an English 
word. 

Back in Kroondal, where drinking water was pumped from closed 
wells by hand pumps, I used the word at the Langes one afternoon. 
Elizabeth Lange, their daughter, said to me that she was thirsty and 
wanted water to drink. She took her mug, I took mine, and both of 
us started operating the hand pump. First Elizabeth held her mug 
' near the mouth of the pump and I pumped water into it. The mug 
was filled and I stopped to enable her to drink her water. Afterwards 
it was Elizabeth's turn to pump water for me. The piunp was not 
easy to operate and young people like Elizabeth found it hard. She 
operated it by jumping up to the handle and with the weight of her 
body pulled it down again. Not enough water came out to fill my 
mug and I said to her 'Again', and EHzabeth stopped, wondering 
what I was saying. I repeated 'Again', and she moved away fi'om the 
pump. I pointed to the handle and said 'Again'. The young girl still 
did not move. She spoke only German, as I have already said. Her 
mother Ida then said to me, 'Speak German, she knows no English. 
You are speaking English to her.' Only from that moment did I know 
that 'again' was an English word. Mrs. Lange did not ask me where I 
learned the word although she had never heard me speak English 
before. 

I was doing my second year, working for a second cow. It was cus- 
tomary with German &nners of Kroondal, at the end of the first year 
and subsequent years, to invite an Afirican boy who had hired him- 
self to them for a cow a year to choose for himself the one he liked 
firom amongst the young calves to be earmarked for him. I did not 
get such treatment firom the Langes. I was doing my second year, 
but still did not know the calf I was going to get or its colour. It was 
not because there were no calves firom which I could have chosen, but 
Mr. Herman Lange had noade up his mind to go to Rustenburg 
market at the end of my second year to buy cows for me. Like other 
boys who worked for other formers, I disliked cows chosen for me. 
We were told by those who knew more about ammak than we did 
that when one accepted a cow that one wanted to rear, and expected 
to breed firom and milk, one should know its history. If its mother 
was a cow which produced plenty of milk and was a good breeder, 
the calf was bound to be as good as its mother. It was also said that if 
a person to whom one had hired oneself for a cow allowed one to 
choose for oneself, that person wished the one who worked for him 
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good luck and expected the cow to make the one who received it a 
wealthy person in the future. 

Though generally speaking I was happy with the Langes, I was 
nevertheless disappointed that I was not allowed to pick out a cow 
from the Langes' herds, from the cows I knew well. Although I did 
not say so to anyone, I had a bitter complaint that I was going to be 
given cows I didn't know, cows which I would not be able to talk 
about. It was a pleasure to talk to people about your cow and its 
background. I felt that I was deprived of that right. Though even- 
tually Mr. Lange did go to the market and bought me two cows at 
the end of two years and there was no compbdnt that he did not 
reward me for my services^ I never liked them. I took them because I 
had no choice. 

In addition to introducing me to the English language by saying 
that I was speaking EngUsh by saying 'again' to Elizabeth, Mrs. Ida 
Lange taught me other things as well. For three weeks in winter 
after the killing of pigs, I had to make a smoke fire in the room called 
the smoke-room, in which pork was stored. Every day during the 
first week I had to gather sawdust or very small jneoes of wood, make 
a fire on a pece of zmc and add pieces of paper, grass and wood, 
or spread sawdust to produce dense smoke. The smokeroom had 
only one door but no windows which would allow air to come in 
or smoke to escape. Thereafter I would close the door tightly, 
so that the room could be filled with thick smoke for the whole 
day. The smoke would darken the pork or other meat in the room. 
Once that had been done worms would never get a chance to get 
into the meat to cause rottenness. The second week I used to make a 
fire in the smoke-room only twice, and the third week only once. 

Once the pork or meat had been darkened in the smoke-room it 
remained inside as long as it hung there. Each tune it was cut 
fat cooking, it was as firsh as ever. That was how Kroondal fermers 
got their meat supply. They had birds, too, but the Langes very 
rarely slaughtered one of their fowls. They used to sell their eggs to 
Mr. Augustus Befarens, the storekeeper, who in turn sold them to 
hotels in Rustenburg, grocery stores, boarding houses and restaur- 
ants. V^th the proceeds they got from selling eggs, they bought 
whatever things they needed firom Mr. Behren's store. Many fturms 
had many peach trees which yielded large amounts of peaches each 
year. When they were ripe, they were picked, peeled and preserved 
in jars to be eaten whenever they were needed. The surplus were 
dried, to be eaten as dried firuits or cooked for jam makmg. All the 
farmers' wives I knew were very good at making such things. When 
the fruit was ripe, we were allowed to eat it when we wanted to but 
not to waste it. Things like potatoes, which as I have already pointed 
out were not for the market, were part of daily meals. 
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I can remember nothing the working people were not allowed to 
eat in Kroondal, except for butter, which was kept away from them 
and was only for the farmers and their families. That was my life in 
Kroondal, which I shall never cease to remember. 
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XVIII My Departure 



At the end of two years and three months I left the Langes and 
Kroondal, accompanied by another tribal boy from Phokeng called 
Chianyana Rathebe. He had joined me at the Langes at the begin- 
ning of my second year. We had three cows between us which Mr. 
Herman Lange bought us at Rustenburg cattle market. Chianyana 
was two years older than I was and we were born in the same street 
in the part of Phokeng called Saron. It was in the middle of July 
nineteen-twenty-five when we said good-bye to Kroondal. Many 
months before my departure Mrs. Ida Lange did her utmost to 
persuade me to stay another year, because she liked me and their son 
Hendrik was so used to me looking after him. I was so homesick 
that, though I had no complaint against the Langes' treatment of 
me, Ida's appeals got into my right ear and got out through the left 
ear. 

It was because of homesickness that I left, and my father's call that 
I should return to Phokeng because he wanted me to go to schooL 
I was fourteen years of age and my father was wonied that if he 
allowed me to stay away much longer, I would never go to school 
and would die a man who could not read or write. He had not gone 
to school himself, but since my four sisters had been to school, I, his 
only living son and the one who would perpetuate his name, should 
also go to school. Ida suspected that it was not because I was hom^ 
sick that I wanted to leave. She complained that I was hiding from 
her that I felt imjustly treated. On more than one occasion she 
begged me to be frank with her and tell her the real truth why I was 
leaving. When I mentioned homesickness and my i^ther's call she 
offered to ask my fiither to allow me to stay 2Uiotfaer year, and for the 
cure of homesickness, she said they could let me go back to Phokeng 
for three weeks. But, as I have akeady said, a third year was too 
much for me. 

I noticed that Mr. Herman Lange did not co-operate with his wife 
in urging me to stay. Though I did not tell Ida, there was also inside 
me a suspicion that her husband was not keen to keep me on because 
he could not use me as he did the other boys. What discouraged me 
was that one day one of the men said I was leaving because I wanted 
to go to school, and when Mr. Lange heard this he laughed and asked, 
'What would a monkey do with education?' His remark went deep 
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into my feelings. I did not resent what he said about education or 
school, but the fact that he compared me to a monkey. 

I am not suggesting that Herman Lange was not a kind man to me, 
but rather that he seemed to think that I was not contributing enough 
for the cows he was going to pay me with. I do not know whether if I 
had not been taken away from him against his will to become his 
wife's boy and enjoy an easy life at the house, he would have given 
me cows from his own herds. I still think that Ghianyana got a cow 
bought from the cattle market in Rustenburg because of me, and 
that if he had decided to stay on for the second year and leave after I 
had left, he would have been given the chance of selecting his second 
cow from the Langes' herds. Even the day before my departure Mrs. 
Lange was still urging me to change my mind. I shall never forget 
the question she asked me on the morning of my departure, which I 
did not answer. She asked me, 'Are you really going away from me, 
Hendrik, Elizabeth and everything I have done for you since you 
came here ?' I looked at her and saw tears in her eyes. I moved away 
from her and Hendrik in her arms, and from my eyes, too, tears 
began to 

My two cows were tied together in the kraal at that time, and when 
the other cows were released to go out for grazing, they were left with 
Ghianyana's cow in the kraal so that we could move them 
out easily. After break&st, reluctantly, Ida gave us a big piece of 
bread to take with us to eat on our way to Phokeng. I do not know 
whether Hendrik and his sister Elizabedi knew what was happening. 
Herman Lange left for the fields after he had wished us a smooth 
journey. When Ghianyana released our cows from the kraal, I tried 
in vain to say good-bye to Ida and her children. She had made it 
dear to me before that she could not bear seeing me going away. She 
only said good-bye to me by word of mouth. She lodced hersdf and 
the childroi in the room to avoid seeing me moving away fit>m them. 

Armed with permits for our cows to leave Kroondal for Phokeng, 
Ghianyana Rathebe and myself said good-bye to the frurmers, the 
friends we had made there and everything we liked and hated there. 
By the time I left Kroondal it was not as I had found it in nineteen- 
twenty-three. The frurmers during that time had decided to divide 
their land into separate camps, each having his own camp where his 
African farm squatters could build theur homes and olliers where 
their catde could graze. The Afiican villages had been demolished 
and there were fenced camps even where the villages had stood. Only 
the Lutheran Ghurch was still standing where I found it. Since the 
villages were scattered about in the camps, the school for African 
children was no longer there and the teacher had left. I do not know 
whether after my departure a new one was built. 

We arrived late llie same day that we had left Kroondal, and 
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found that Phokeng cattle were already in their kraals. During the 
time I was in Kroondal, Father and his brother-in-law. Uncle 
Kristof MororOy had separated, and Father had given his catde to 
one of his £iencb called Dikobe to look after for him. They were not 
in Phokeng but far away at a catde-post. One of the Mokgatles, 
Rabali, had some of his cattle and oxen in Phokeng and fiither asked 
him for permission to put my cows in his kraal while he was making 
plans to take them to Dikobe's catde-post Rabali agreed, but said 
that I had to go out with them every morning to see that they did 
not get lost, because they were new in Phokeng and were not used 
to his catde. Harvesting of winter crops was in Ml force and instead 
of enjoying Phokeng, which I had not seen for more than two years, 
I was going out daily with the cattle as I had done before I ran away 
to Kroondal. None of the boys of my age was any longer about 
going out with animals, and I was therefore the only one over the 
age of fourteen still following the animals. I knew not a single one of 
the young boys and they did not know me. 

Three weeks after my return, Mr. Dikobe arrived to take my cows 
to his cattle-post. The Phokeng schools were on holiday until the 
beginning of September, and I then asked my parents for permission 
to go and seek work for three weeks on the orange farms beyond 
Kroondal, south-west of Rustenburg and west of Kroondal. It was 
orange-picking time and father reluctantly agreed after I promised 
that I would come back in time to start school. 

I set out from Phokeng with Chianyana Rathebe for the citrus 
farms to pick oranges at the place called by the Africans Njedimane, 
by the Europeans Kommissiedrift, alongside the huge mountains 
called the Magahesberg. At Kommissiedrift we got jobs on a farm 
owned by a man called William Rex, who ran the ilsurm joindy with 
his brother Jack. 

In the same area were other citrus farms owned by their other 
three brothers. Before their time it was all one farm owned by their 
father, John Rex. After their father's death, as always happens, the 
five sons divided the farm, each nmning his own part, but still 
growing oranges for export and sale in South African markets. 
William and Jack Rex engaged us for thirty shiUings a month each, 
providing us with board and lodging. Every tree was carrying red, 
well-ripened navel oranges, big and small, sweet and bitter. We 
found that there were other boys and girls from Phokeng who had 
gone there to work for wages during the school hoHdays. I did not 
know most of them, but there was one who was much older than I 
was called Kaleb Molose. 

As soon as I got there I recognised my father's work on the 
thatched roofs of the packing houses. Kaleb, Chianyana and myself 
were drafted to work with the men picking oranges, while other 
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Phokeng boys and girls worked in the packing houses, sorting oranges 
into grades, the girls wrapping them in thin white or pink paper with 
written on them *Navel oranges by W. Rex' and the name of the 
fiurm, in the district of Rustenburg. I was the weakest one amongst 
the pickers, and I used to find it difficult to carry my step-ladder 
around the tree or from tree to tree. As a result I was slower than 
the others. The stronger ones used to feel it unfair for them to carry 
their own ladders and then carry mine. I used to beg them to help 
me. 

Some flatly refused, saying, *You have come to work for yourself, 
why ask for a job when you are not strong enough for it?' Most of 
them were from other tribes and lacked sympathy for me. Tribal 
feelings worked on Ghianyana and Kaleb. Ghianyana would help 
me carry the ladder round, or Kaleb, who was older and stronger, 
used to do it on his own for me. It was due to my tribal men diat 
Mr. Rex never discovered my weakness. I heard later that before I 
came, when the Rexes heard that some of the boys and girls they 
employed were from Phokeng, they asked them if they knew my 
frither, but since they called him by a European name, Hebron, none 
of them said they knew him. 

A good deal of time had passed ance my frither was there to thatch 
paddng sheds for their fridier, but they still remembered him well 
and the good work he did. There was a man there who chose to go 
with William and Jack when their frither died, called Piet He was a 
fiurly old man when I got there, but when father was there he was 
young and remembered well working with him and how well fiither 
treated him. Oom Piet (Unde Piet) , as we called him, was a coloured 
man in the South African sense, who had in his veins both African 
and European blood. He spoke only Dutch and none of the African 
languages. He had never been to school in his entire life. 

One evening Oom Piet was sharing an open fire with us and he 
began telling us that the roof of the bankids, under which we were 
enjoying the warmth, was done by one of our tribal men. He said 
that he had always wished that one day he would meet that man 
again. Oom Piet then mentioned fiither by his European name, 
Hebron, but could not remember his surname. I think diat I was in 
my second week there. I told him that the man was my frither. He 
remarked in Dutch: *What? You are his son?' Others dien suppor- 
ted my claim saying, *It is true, his father is the best thatcher in our 
tribe.' Oom Piet looked at me carefully and remarked, 'I begin to 
see resemblance to him in you.' Oom liet, as though he saw me for 
the first time, expressed great delight at meeting the ofi&pring of the 
man he always wished to meet. 

The next morning Oom Piet broke the news to both William and 
Jack Rex. Similarly they expressed surprise. They called me to look 
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at me carefully, and both agreed that I resembled my fother, but 
remarked, "You do not seem as clever and active as your £itfaer.' To 
that I had no answer. The boys and girls of my tribe suspected that I 
would be treated better than theooselves, but their fears did not 
materialise as fiur as work was concerned. I carried on doing the 
same work until my return to Phokeng. Jack did not care much 
whose son I was, but William began to develop a liking for me. 
When I arrived there, I told them my right name, Naboth, but 
William refused to call me by that name and gave me a name of his 
own. He said, *Here we shall call you Jappie.' Though the Rexes had 
English names, their home language was Afrikaans. William was a 
man full of jokes and was easier to get on with than his brother Jack, 
who liked to enforce the fact that he was the master. Jack was in 
charge of people working in the banhuise, while William controlled 
those of us who picked oranges. 

William was fond of calling me 'Jappie met drie vrouwCy sonder kind\ 
*Jappie with three wives and no children'. In Kroondal with the 
Langes I was called Johannes, with the Rexes at Kommissiedrift I 
W21S Jappie. As far as both families were concerned, no one called 
Naboth ever worked for them. Food at the Rexes was not as good as 
at the Langes. At the Rexes we had no bread or coffee, but mealie- 
pap (maize porridge) three times a day; meat once a month. William 
used to go to Rustenburg once a month to sign papers and get pay- 
ments for oranges already sold. On his return he brought with him 
ox oSal and ox head from the butchers, and that was our 
meat. 

After knowing that I was the son of the man who once did thatch- 
ing for their father, William used to call me after work in the even- 
ings to go into the fields with him carrying a rifle. Poor hares used to 
come out of their hiding places at that time in search of something to 
eat. William was a very good marksman and we would return 
carrying more than one hare. He would take one for his household 
and the rest were for me to enjoy with the others. On Simdays he 
called, *Jappie, come here,* and took me with him to the mountains 
to search for rock rabbits. We would return carrying a collection of 
them. One was for him, the rest for me and the others. All he wanted 
of the rock rabbits vrere the skins. 

Oom Ket used to remark, *You see, he thinks of your father; he 
Hkes you, he never did all that before.' I do not know what William 
told his three sons about me. They too began to take a keen interest 
in me, especially the elder ones Lulu and Jan, who were already at 
schooL I had learned to kick a football at that time; other boys from 
Phokeng and myself used to play football, using a tennis ball, with 
Lulu and Jan. At times their father used to come and force them to 
leave our open fires in the evenings. After lunch on Sundays both 
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Lulu and Jan used to disappear with us into the mountains to chase 
baboons or monkeys, or search for birds' nests or wild honey. 

Jan and Lulu used to steal bread for me from their mother's 
pantry and made sure that I ate it alone without the other boys 
seeing it. We knew that if others knew they would give away our 
secret. Oom Piet too, who mostly worked in Mrs. Rex's house and 
looked after the cows and milked them, used to give me coffee. That, 
too, was done in secret. He would call me to his room saying, 'Drink 
quickly and say nothing to the others, they will be jealous.' We were 
forbidden to eat large first-grade oranges, but there were no restric- 
tions on medium and small ones. Once they were in the banhuise, to be 
seen taking one was regarded as stealing. Very small ones and bitter 
ones were dumped, and we used to squeeze out their juice into mugs 
and fill our bellies with the juice which we used when eating 
mealiepap with no meat. 

I did not know that Ghianyana had no permission from his father 
to go with me to Kommissiedrift. His father, like mine, was keen that 
he should go to schooL When he asked for permission it was refused, 
but he left with me nonethdess. W& Either searched for him and in 
the end found out where we were. One day he arrived at the Rexes' 
£uin. He told William Rex that he had come to take away his son, 
and William raised no objections but led him to the field where we 
were poking that day. We did not see him coming, we were busy 
talking; all we heard was Cihianyana screaming in agony. His father 
was beating him with a stick and thereafter took him to Mr. Rex to 
collect what was due to him and his belongings. They left for Phokeng 
afterwards. 

In the evening of that same day CShianyana returned to the Rexes' 
fiurm. The story he told us was that half'way between Rustenburg 
and Kommissiedrift his father met someone he knew and excitement 
made them stand and talk. While they did the talking, he carried on 
walking and that provided him with a chance to escape. When he 
was a good distance from them, he told us, he dropped a bundle ofhis 
belongings he was carrying, went through the fence into another 
large citrus &rm owned by a Scotsman called Mr. MacKenzie, dis- 
appeared into the orange trees and made his way back to Kom- 
missiedrift. 

His poor father then realised that he had wasted his precious time 
collecting him, and returned to Phokeng. Five weeks later, at the end 
of the second week in September nineteen-twenty-five, I left the 
Rexes with CShianyana for our tribal place Phokeng. Kaleb and 
others had left long before as they had to be in time for the reopening 
of schools. On my arrival home, I found Father worried, wondering 
whether I was going to be a boy of my word. Both Father and 
Mother were relieved when they saw me. I had spent all the money 
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Mr. William Rex paid me by buying myself some clothes, including 
a pair of black boots, when we passed through Rustenbuig. When I 
showed them the things I bought I apologised to my parents that I 
had no money left, but both of them said that what was important to 
them was that I came back, as I promised. But within me I was 
ashamed that I did not buy cither of my parents anything with the 
money I earned. 

The pair of boots I bought were the first in my whole life. I was 
&scinated by them. I wore them only once a week on Sundays. 
Schools had reopened two weeks before and our parents wasted no 
time enrolling us. Ghianyana went to the Lutheran Church school, 
where his father was an elder, but my father was keen that I should 
learn English. He went to see Reverend Kenneth Spooner of the 
Pentecostal Holiness Church, to ask him to accept me in his school. 
Mr. Spooner agreed, but said that since we were not members of his 
church and did not help to build his school, father should pay a 
pound for my enrolment. 

On the Tuesday, Father took me along to Mr. Spooner's home 
and there paid the required pound. Then father asked what I 
required to start school within the form of books and other things. 
Mr. Spooner got up from his armchair, opened a big, dark-brown 
cupboard, and from it brought out a small flat book, a slate and 
slate pencil. Smiling, he told father that those were the things I 
needed as a beginner. At that time Reverend Spooner had lived for 
twelve years in Phokeng, and could well make himself understood 
in the broken Sesotho he spoke. When he arrived with his wife in 
nineteen-thirteen, neither of them spoke a word of Sesotho. Because 
they spoke only English, Phokeng people nicknamed them black 
Europeans. 

Father armed me with the book, slate and pencil, and the three of 
us left Mr. Spooner's office for the school which was just across the 
street. When we entered, the three teachers, Mr. Ramphomane, the 
principal, Mr. Koos Mokgatle and Mr. Enoch Moamoge, inter- 
rupted the lessons they were engaged in and called on the children to 
stand in respect for the two adults who were with me. Mr. Spooner 
led us to the principal to introduce me. Shortiy afterwards, father 
and Mr. Spooner left and I was handed over to Mr. Enoch Moa- 
moge, who was good at softening raw material. 

Reverend Kenneth Spooner and his congregation had built two 
schools, the large one, painted white, opposite Mr. Spooner's house, 
was used for two purposes. During the day it was a school, and every 
Friday night it was turned into a church, as well as on Sundays. The 
other one, which was built first, with a thatch roof, was used for the 
banners' and other lower classes. It was in the old thatched house 
that for the first time I saw the inside of a classroom. 
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The beginners' class was larger than the other classes. Mr. 
Moamoge divided it into two sections, *A* and *A senior*. The 
former was for those like me^ whose tasks were to leam the Fr"gliyh 
alphabet, as well as struggUng with the task of writing on the slates. 
The latter was for those who were beginning to read and to pro- 
nounce words. From the 'A senior*- class, the pupils graduated into 
Standard i. The three classes were under Mr. i^och Moamoge. 

In the larger building, the principal, Mr. Ramphomane, held 
dasses with Mr. Koos I^^bkgat^ 

most advanced standards, four, five and six, and Mr. Mokgatle was 
tfiaching two and three, which were also fairly well advanced. After 
a long campaign Mr. Spooner had obtained recognition for his 
schools by the Transvaal provincial authorities, but only for classes 
from *A' to standard five. That recognition meant that die authori- 
ties agreed to pay the three teachers every three months and in 
addition to send school inspectors once a year to examine the pupils. 
Those in standard six were never examined by the inspectors when 
they came. Our school was called Phokeng Preparatory School 
(pps). 

To the west of our school, the Lutheran schools were given full 
recognition by the authorities. Although these introduced English 
classes as a counter to Mr. Spooner's school, they enjoyed recogni- 
tion which meant that the pupils there, though they paid school 
fees of one shilling a month like pupils at Mr. Spooner's school, were 
supplied with firee slates and other materials until they left schooL 

My family, like most families in Phokeng, had children at both 
the Lutheran and Phokeng preparatory schools. At the time I started 
school, only one of my sisters, Pheloe-Sannie, was a pupil at the 
Lutheran schooL She was such a bright pupil that her teachers kept 
coming to our home urging father to do his utmost to get her to a 
college. All of them em^^iasised that she would do well in teaching 
and our tribe would benefit firom her services. Father was never 
impressed by their advice, countering it by saying that he was grate- 
ful to them for the keen interest they were showing in the future of 
his daughter, but each time telling them that in his opinion it was 
unwise to spend a lot of money educating a female child who would, 
after marriage, cease to make use of what she had been taught 

My sister was in standard five at the Lutheran school. She was 
studying both English and Sesotho. For her and all the pupils at the 
Lutheran school, scripture and Sesotho took most time during lessons 
and left lean time for English classes. The result was that she was a 
student of scripture and Sesotho rather than the English language. 
At first, when I was a beginner learning the alphabet in English, she 
helped me a great deal. At home she was the family's cook and 
helped mother with house-work. In the evening, when we studied, 
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I used to beg her to teach me the English alphabet while she was 
heavily engaged in studying herself, or doing her homework, which 
she rarely came home without She would go through it with me 
firom A to Z, sometimes three times, but when she 1^ me alone to 
remember them, I quickly forgot some of them. When I appealed to 
her to help me with the ones I had foigotten, she used to rage with 
anger, saying that I did not pay enough attention to what she told 
me, therefore she was wasting her time trying to help me. But she 
would eventually come to my aid, and because I Imew that Mr. 
Moamoge would be waiting with a lash the next morning I learned 
fast. 
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XIX Progress 

Towards the end of ninetcen-twenty-five, at the end of the second 
week of November when schools broke up for holidays, I had made 
such progress in learning the English alphabet, counting and writing, 
that Mr. Spooner and the teachers felt that I should be moved up to 
'A senior'. They did not say anything to me at the time, but I could 
see that when schools reopened I was going to be promoted. It was 
midsummer and also time for ploughing and planting new crops in 
the fields. 

Before we dispersed altogether one of the men in my tribe called 
Ramadoko Katane approached my parents to ask them for permis- 
sion to have me with him during the whole of the ploughing time, 
since he had no son of his own, only two daughters. He said that he 
would provide his team of oxen for ploughing my parents' fields as 
well as his own; all he needed was me to work widi him. My parents 
agreed and three days after our school broke up I joined Ramadoko 
and his team to start ploughing. Our tribal fields are a long distance 
firom Phokeng, and to do the work well we had, like many others, to 
sleep for weeks near tlie fields in the grass huts built for that purpose. 
My contact with Phokeng was suspended again, though for a short 
tune. When we ran short of fixxi or seeds, Ramadoko went home to 
fetch them while I remained with the animals at the fields. 

Although Phokeng itself is built on a soft red or yellow earth called 
moUhaba^ meaning ssuid, the fields where we grew our tribal crops are 
in black earth called seloko. When wet this earth becomes sticky, 
muddy and very heavy. When it rains, ploughing stops completely 
imtil the sun has dried it up again, lliough dry on the sur&ce, 
beneath seloko remains wet for a very long dme. Even during periods 
of severe dryness, when rain had not fallen for a considerable time, 
crops in such soil take a long time to die fcom lack of water. CSrops 
in moWiaba soil need rain nearly every week, otherwise they die 
quickly. Ploughing in Phokeng starts at the end of October every 
year, and lasts until the end of December. Those who are late with 
their ploughing sometimes go on for the first two weeks of the follow- 
ing year. At ploughing time Phokeng is only inhabited by old 
people, women and children. 

For two months I worked with Ramadoko, ploughing his as well 
as my parents' fields. We were lucky, nothing beyond our control 
hampered us, and we finished ploi^hing at the end of December 
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after Christmas. Schools at that time closed for two months and two 
weeks to enable children to help their parents in the fields. Similarly, 
at harvest time in winter, schools broke up for six weeks during the 
months of July and August to enable the children to hdp their 
parents witib the gathering of the crops. At the end of ploughing I 
Ibund that I had to wait for two weeks with very litde to do before 
the schools reopened. I then decided to ask &ther for permission to 
go to Rustenburg for two weeks to seek work at the factory, known 
at that time as the United Tobacco Gorporadon. It was easy to get 
work there for two weeks, working in the factory packing tobacco or 
doing other odd jobs for seven, eight or nine shillings a week. 
Father, after thinking careftilly about my request, reluctantly granted 
me the permission after I had promised him that I would come back 
in time to start school again. 

It was nineteen-twenty-six and I was approaching my fifteenth 
birthday. At that age I was covered by the South A&ican govern- 
ment's pass laws. To leave my tribal birthplace to go to Rustenburg 
I was required to carry a pass, a note audiorising me to travel to a 
European town to seek work. The person authorised to issue me with 
such a travelling document was my Paramount Chief, Molotlcgi 
Augustus Mokgatle. On*^ Monday morning I went to the Chief's 
place to seek a pass. After hearing me, the Chief said that he had had 
requests from the United Tobacco Corporation for boys like me, but 
to go and work at their factory in a town called Brits, east of Rusten- 
burg. Brits is halfway between Pretoria and Rustenburg. I declined 
the Chief's offer and he also declined to issue me with a pass to 
Rustenburg. I moved away from the Chief's place and went to my 
cousin's home nearby. While there, thinking what to do next, I saw 
the Chief leaving his place to take a walk in the village. I hurriedly 
went back and found his secretary alone. Unaware that the Chief 
had refused me a pass, he issued me with one. 

That same day I left for Rustenburg and arrived there at lunch 
time. While I walked in the town's main street, which was also its 
shopping centre, admiring the shops and everything which came my 
way, a European man came towards me. He asked me in Dutch, 
which I understood but spoke very little, whether I was looking for 
work. I replied in the affirmative, and his next question was whether 
I could milk a cow. I assured him that I could, whereupon he asked 
me to wait there for him until he came back. He cycled home for 
lunch. Sixty minutes later he returned and took me along with him 
to the nearby office where he worked. He was Mr. Paul Coetzee, 
chief clerk in the firm of solicitors, Messrs. Penzhorn, Olivier and 
Coetzee. Mr. Penzhorn was Kristof Penzhorn, the son of the man 
who brought the Lutheran Church and Christianity to my tribe. He 
was born in Phokeng and spoke my language as I did, if not better. 
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Their office was opposite the charge office, which was also the main 
police station. After reporting to the office Paul Goetzee took me 
along with him to the native afiairs commissioner's office to register 
me in his employment. 

Before that time, I had no idea that such a place as the native 
affairs commissioner's office existed. I did not know that, although I 
had agreed that Mr. Paul Cioetzee could employ me, Mr. Goetzee 
still had to get the native commissioner's permission to employ me. 
That was my first introduction to the pass system and the pass laws 
as they operated on the Africans in South Afinca. If the native com- 
missioner, a European, had withheld his permission, my agreement 
and that of Mr. Paul Goetzee would have been of no value. The 
African male's right to get work, or to be employed, is at the mercy 
of the native afiGurs departments and the native commissioners in 
South Afiica. 

However, Mr. F^ul Goetzee took me into the office of the native 
commissioner for r^;istration. It could not be for two weeks but had 
to be for thirty days as the law required. Mr. Goetzee registered me 
as we agreed, at twenty-five shillings a month, plus board and 
lodging. While registration was going on, I did not realise that I 
had my hands in my trouser pockets. The Ghief Registrar, Daniel 
Branke, shouted to me in Dutdi saying, 'Kaffir, take your hands out 
of your trouser pockets, you are in a white man's place now, not in 
your tribal village where you can do as you like.' lliat was my intro- 
duction to the hard relationships between black and white. 

Those harsh words of Mr. Dan Branke, whom I later came to 
know, built themselves an everlasting house in my heart. Dan 
Branke was introducing the white man's power in South Afirica to 
me. I was an innocent tribal boy who was there with no intention of 
defying his authority. If he had merdy scolded me for having my 
hands in trouser pockets while talking to adults, I think that I would 
have apologised to him, but his forced words, *You are in the white 
man's place where you can't do as you like', surprised me and 
angered me. Instead of apologising, I defiandy remained silent and 
left his office without having uttered a word. I never forgot his rude 
words. 

Outside Dan Branke's office, after I had been registered, Mr. Paul 
Cioetzee directed me to his home where his wife Marie and invalid 
daughter Johanna were waiting for me. When I arrived there I foimd 
that they had in their employ an Afiican girl &om one of the 
Bakgatla tribes, north of Phokeng. Her duties were to dean the 
house and to help Mrs. Goetzee with Johanna, as well as cooking. My 
duties were to woric with a spade and rake in the garden, cut the 
hedges, and water the flowers and other plants in the afternoons. In 
the mornings, before milking the cow at seven o'dodc, I had to dean 
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the pantry and Idtchen floors, and both the back and firont steeps. 
After milking and taking the cow out to an open place fiir grazing 
the female servant and I sat down to our brealdast, given us by 
Mrs. Maxie Cioetzee. 

After breakfast my place was in the garden until half past ten, 
when I took tea or coffee to Mr. Coetzee and all who worked with 
him in the offices of Messrs. Penzhom, Olivier and Coetzee, Attor- 
neys. They paid Mrs. Marie Coetzee for the tea and ooffiie the 
sent them and the rusks baked by her mother-in-law, Mrs. Coetzee 
senior, who was their neighbour. It was at the offices of the Attorneys 
that I saw typewriters for the first time. I remember seeing one of the 
women there typing so fast that I wondered how she knew where the 
letters were that she had to hit. Mrs. Marie Coetzee seemed not to 
like me very much. She used to complain to her husband that I was 
not working hard enough, that I took a long time to return from 
taking him tea or coffee. But Paul only listened, and never acted. 

Rustenburg in nineteen-twenty-five, when I worked for Mr. Paul 
Coetzee, was a complete farm town with no dairies, three butcher 
shops, one bakery, two first-class hotels, one second-grade hotel, 
numerous boarding-houses, houses with large gardens in which they 
grew their own vegetables, fruit and flowers. Almost every household 
had one or two cows for the family's milk needs. Wherever one went, 
one saw cows grazing about in the town and outside its borders. 
There were a few fruit shops which served also as restaurants or 
cafes. Streets were not tarred, and the main street was watered twice 
a day to keep the dust down. There was one printing press which 
produced a newspaper twice a month called The Rustenburg Herald 
owned by Mr. Wolfe. There was no cinema. In the centre of the 
town was a Dutch Reformed Church, where at Easter time Dutch 
families came from all corners of the district to attend church services 
there for ten days. The ox wagons, v^ath huge tents, served as homes 
for the families while they were there. 

Paul Coetzee was a fine and liberal man who refused to let his 
wife influence him against me. When his wife accused me of not 
working hard enough, he used to visit the area where I worked to see 
for himself. He would say, *You have done it well here, but not too 
good here. Do it again tomorrow.' His mother, who lived next to 
them with her other children, was a good-looking old Dutch woman 
who could not free herself from the bitter feelings she acquired 
during the Anglo-Boer war of eighteen-ninety-nine to nineteen-o- 
two. She hated the English and the English language. I remember 
her ordering her African garden workman to dig out a tree which 
she said stood in her yard like a drunk Englishman. She was uncom- 
promising in her belief that black people were inferior, therefore 
should be kept apart from white people. 
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It was when I was in the employ of Mr. Paul Coetzee that I 
learned to ride a bicycle. On Sundays he allowed me to use his 
bicycle for the purpose. His mother used to scold him for allowing a 
kaffir to sit on the same saddle as himself. Paul listened but always 
gave me his bicycle to practise on. Paul took after his father, Jan 
Coetzee, who lived away on his farm to the west of Rustenburg. I 
once heard him say to the gardener, *Come along, son.' His wife 
scolded him saying, 'He's not son, don't call him son, he's a kaffir.' 
The old man gave no reply. 

Mr. Paul Coetzee used to accompany me to the cow's enclosure 
to watch me milk the animal. It was a beautiful brown cow, with 
its cai£, and gave enough milk to satisfy all the family's needs. Paul's 
mother also had her own cow. When the time came for me to leave I 
had no option but to say 'Good-bye' to the Coetzees. In those days, 
twenty-five shillings a month seemed a lot of money. I left on a 
Saturday, to be in Phokeng on Sunday, to prepare myself for school 
on Monday. With the money I earned from the Coetzees I bought 
myself a pair of khaki shorts, a khaki shirt, a set of imderwear, a pair 
of white tennis shoes and a pair of socks. In the end I found that I 
had seven shillings left to take home with me to show my parents. It 
was an improvement on what happened when I came bade from the 
Rexes the previous winter. 

I was eager to learn and my parents were pleased to see me back 
determined to start school again. I was two weeks late but my 
teachers and school friends were glad to see me back. On Monday I 
left home dressed in my new clothes and my feet in white tennis 
shoes looking very smart. I had only three things with me, the slate, 
pencil and book &ther bought me when I started school. After drill- 
ing, which was the first pofbrmance we underwent each morning, 
we marched into the grass-roofed school. Before we settled down on 
wooden benches our teacher Mr. Enoch Moamoge ofifered a prayer, 
then he said in English, *Sit down, children.' That stage having been 
passed, he read the register, and then asked those whose names had 
not been called to stsmd. Within a few seconds I was on my feet, 
whereupon he invited me to his table to write my name down. Before 
I could return to where I had sat before he took me to the other side 
of the passage which led firom the door to his table. 

My crossing the passage meant that I had been promoted to 'A 
senioor' dass. That meant a good deal of studying, reading, spelling, 
dictation, writing, learning tables, measurements and going into the 
difficult world of arithmetic. I could still use my slate and pencil but 
had to acquire a new book, which contained no alphabet. Since I 
came two weeks late, I had to catch up with those who had studied 
two weeks in the 'A senior* dass. In that dass I found two girls who 
put pressure on me to study hard. They were DilU Pooe and Annie 
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Kgoadikgoadi. The fonner was a Phokeng girl; her Either was 
Herman Pooe, my father's greatest fnend who became a prominent 
figure in the Lutheran Church but never turned my father into a 
Qiristian. The latter was a girl from one of the Bapedi tribes in the 
eastern Transvaal^ sent to Phokeng with her elder sister Wilhelmina 
and young brother Abraham to learn English. They had no relatives 
in Phokeng to live with and were living with Reverend Kenneth 
Spooner and his wife. 

They and two young boys who were far younger than I was, put 
pressure on me to spend two or more hours before going to bed each 
night by my mother's paraffin lamp, cramming words, memorising 
tables and trying hard to remembor everything we heard at school 
each day. The girls did not worry me mudi because they were of the 
same age as myself, but I could not stomach the two boys beating 
me at lessons. At times they did and put me to shame. I knew that 
when I was beaten by them, it was not that they were much brighter 
than I was, but that I did not study hard enough. As I went on I 
found that in many cases I managed to beat the two girls, but per- 
haps one of the boys or both of them beat me, making me number 
three. That I hated intensely. The only way I could pass them was 
by hard work. 

When Mr. Spooner came with his quarterly internal tests I found 
the girls could beat me only at scripture because they attended 
Sunday school regularly every Sunday, which I never did. That did 
not worry me because I knew that when the inspectors came in six 
months' time in June, scripture would not find a place in the 
examinations. My battle became against the two boys. As we pushed 
through towards examination time, I noticed that one of them, 
Samuel Ramaboa, was beginning to feel weighed down but still 
forcing me to take note of him. I think that homesickness was taking 
too much out of him, because at first he was cheerful, but had taken 
a turn to silence and showed a good deal of loneliness. 

In June of that year when the inspectors came - Mr. Johns a 
European and Mr. Mathabathe an African - the five of us passed 
with others into standard one. That ended the slate period and we 
entered the period of ink and exercise books, more studying, reading 
and advanced sums. Our parents paid our school fees and for our 
books and writing materials. After the examinations, schools broke 
up for the winter holidays to enable children to help their parents 
with the harvest. We were free for two months, from July to the end 
of August. That year my parents needed my help for only one month. 
By the end of July, with my parents' permission, I left for William 
Rex's farm in Kommissiedrift to pick oranges. I left knowing that 
there would be a place for me. I arrived to find that William and 
his brother Jack had separated and divided the farm, but William 
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took me on for thirty days at thirty shilHngs, which represented one 
shilling a day. I had expected him to employ me in the banhuis, 
amongst those sorting or wrapping oranges for export, but the trees 
in the field were still the place for me. That time there were few 
people from my tribe; most were workmen and women from other 
tribes, whom I had to get to know. Oom Piet was still there, but 
older than when I first saw him. 

None of the foreign people I found there became hostile to me, but 
there was one man, Phalane Mojapelo, from a Batlokoa tribe in the 
Pietersburg district of the Transvaal, who developed a great liking 
for me because I became an asset to him. He had never been to 
school, had two wives and children at home and was keen to know 
how things were getting on at home. At that time I was good at 
writing Sesotho letters. 

Time was short, I was there for only thirty days. Every Sunday, 
when we were free fit>m orange trees, he would take me away from 
the others into the mountains nearby, or some lonely spot, to write 
letters home. While I wrote, he would He on his back, facing the blue 
sky avoiding the brightness of the sun, and dictate to me what to 
write to his wives. In the end he would kindly ask me to read to him 
what I had written to make sure that I had left nothing out or he had 
forgotten nothing. 

When letters arrived from home at lunch time, we would move 
away from the others to read the letters. It was not because he did 
not want others to know that he could not read or write himself, but 
because he did not want his secrets to be known by others. There 
were others like him, but he was the only one who had chosen me to 
be his secretary. He trusted me with his secrets. I on my part 
promised him that in me his secrets were as though inside a dead 
boy. 

Phalane Mojapelo in his turn was an asset to me. Every day when 
we went into the field to pick oranges he made sure that I took a 
row next to his. When I needed my ladder to be shifted, and they 
were fairly heavy, he moved mine for me. He could not eat any- 
thing he thought sweet or nice without seeing that I had a share of it. 
Mr. William Rex, too, carried on his liking for me. I remained his 
old 'Jappie with three wives'. Hares in the evening and rock rabbits 
on Sundays felt the pain of bullets going through their bodies so that 
I could enjoy their flesh. 

When the day of my departure drew nearer, Mr. Rex made an 
effort to persuade me to drop the idea of going back to school. He 
began by condemning school and education, telling me that he was 
good to me, he would be good to me in future, if I stayed. I tried to 
convince him that my father would be angry with me and would 
come and fetch me. He laughed and said, 'Your father? He knows 
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that you are well looked after here. If he did come, I would talk to 
him myself and he would let you stay.' I knew my father would be 
furious; I was afraid of him and did not want to disappoint him. 
When he observed that I was keen to return to school, he said, 'If 
you stay I shall give you five shillings more and, unlike at school, 
you would earn every month, so that you would become a rich man. 
You are losing by going to school, here you gain,' said Mr. Rex. 

'What will you do with your education?' Mr. Rex asked me. 'You 
are wasting your time,' he continued. 'Here you are not wasting 
your time, you arc working for yourself, making yourself a rich man 
of the fiiture. Jappie,* he said, *I like you, you are a good boy. If you 
agree to stay, you may end up being a foreman on my farm.' I had 
tasted school and had gained sometMng fit>m it, namely reading and 
writing. I was determined to go on, knowing that if I did I would 
know more about English, which I envied others being able to speak 
when I could not 

In reply to Mr. Rex's efforts, I asked him why, if he thought it was 
a waste of time to go to school, he allowed his three sons to go to 
school. At once he realised that his efforts were in vain; no word 
came out of him, he left me silently and never tried again. Special 
treatment of me also came to an end. He did not become hostile, but 
treated me like anyone else. I suspect that Phalane Mojapelo would 
have liked to persuade me to stay, but he knew that one day he 
would have to return to his home and would see to it that his 
children went to school, so that when they reached his age they 
could write letters for themselves. 

The end of my time came and I was careful not to be late again at 
school. I left Kommissiedrift on a Saturday, two days before the 
schools reopened. I was in Phokeng on Sunday. On Tuesday morning 
father noticed me not making preparations to leave home for school. 
I had expected him to go to Mr. Spooner's place on Monday to buy 
my books, but he had not done so. I thought that it was useless for 
me to go to school without books. Father asked me why I was not 
getting ready to leave and I replied that I had no books to take to 
school with me. He forcefully ordered me to leave at once. I had 
aheady washed so I went on my way to school, bookless. 

While I sat among other pupils wondering what was going to 
happen during the day, since I had brought no books to use in my 
new class, I saw my father pass the door of our school on his way to 
Reverend Kenneth Spooner's house. I was at once relieved, for I 
knew that the only purpose for his going there was to buy the books I 
needed. Before a real start was made in sorting us out according to 
the way our teacher, Mr. Enoch Moamoge, desired, father knocked 
at the door carrying all the books Mr. Spooner told him I required. 

Mr. Moamoge invited him in, and being accustomed to the stand- 
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ing order that when an elderly person or a visitor entered the room 
we must stand, father passed through the passage to Mr. Moamoge's 
table while we were all on our feet. I can only remember a few of the 
books : a Rustica reading book, Blackie and Sons dictionary, an atlas 
and history of South Africa. 

CSorporal punishment was not forbidden in our school. Teachers 
were allowed to pimish us by beating and our parents encouraged it. 
They said that it increased discipline at home and at school. Even at 
home when I did something which my parents disliked, if they did 
not want to punish me themselves, they used to say, 'We will bring 
this to the notice of your teacher.' Then the teacher would say, *I 
understand that you have turned yourself into a bully at home and 
think nothing of your parents. I shall teach you that you owe your 
parents respect and obedience.' The teacher would punish a child 
by beating, until the child promised that he or she would obey the 
elders. Girls got beatings on the hands, but boys got them on the 
buttocks as well as on the hands. 

We were punished in the same £;ishion for coming late to school, 
fightmg, being dirty, or swearing. 

In standard one at Fhokeng Preparatory School we were taught 
almost every subject children sent to school ought to know. It was 
hard going for me and others who were in that class with me. Our 
teacher, Mr. Enoch Moamoge, was a very strict man but a good 
teacher at the same time. He was gifted at explaining things. He 
hated lazy pupils and those he called blockheaids. None of us was 
sure where we stood with him. He would joke with us and, while we 
enjoyed his jokes, spring on us to find out whether we did in feet 
study what he had given us to study, or whether we could remember 
what we had studied. 

Subjects we were ordered to learn and to know by heart were 
geography, history, spelling, arithmetic and above all historical 
dates. Since our teacher taught the beginners who required more 
attention, he kept us very busy. While he was busy opening the eyes 
and minds of the beginners, he used to pile work on die blackboards 
for us. He would give us sums to start with; when we had finished 
them, an object to draw, and then he would order us to struggle with 
writing letters to fiiends in English, telling them about things around 
us. While we expected him to correct us the same day he would 
switch on to something he had ordered us to study a week or two ago. 
Our work for that day would be left over for the next day. 

Hiose of us whose memories were weak, or those Mr. Moamoge 
called blockheads, would find themselves sorted out firom the rest, to 
wait punishment. I was seldom found among those sorted out for 
punidunent for having not studied what we were ordered to study, or 
foiling to remember what I had studied. My main weakness was in 
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coming late to school. For that I ivas frequently found among those 
who had to pay with pains for late-coming. In geography we had to 
know the main cities of South Africa, the main railway stations, 
junctions, and halts in the Transvaal Province. There was not a 
single day that we went home from school with no homework. Even 
when school broke up we were still given subjects to study, to be 
corrected when schools reopened. 

During the period of my studies in standard one, two important 
things came my way. Many games were played at the school. Girls 
were taught to play basket-bsdl and hockey, vrbidb. were completely 
foreign to the people of my tribe, and never seen in our village untfl 
Mr. Spooner and his wife arrived in nineteen-thirteen. Though 
Reverend Penzhorn of the Lutheran Church intensely disliked Mr. 
Spooner and his church and school, to avoid many of his church's 
children going to Phokeng Preparatory School he encouraged his 
teachers too to introduce the same games the children enjoyed there. 
For girls there were hockey and basket-ball, while boys were taught 
the art of playing soccer. When I arrived there the games were 
played with keen interest by both boys and girls. I joined in the 
excitement and tried my feet at the ball, which was nicknamed the 
egg. I became one of the best young players and I was drafted into 
the youngsters' team which was called the Zebras. Our uniform was 
of white and black stripes and so were the stockings. 

The elder boys' team was called the Home Defenders and their 
uniform was yellow with a white collar. Most of the youngsters 
played without boots. Before I went to the school, one of the boys 
whose parents were well known to my parents was kicked by another 
while playing, strained his ankle and was unable to walk for a long 
time. Because of that episode my father hated football and was 
against me playing it. For that reason I could not ask him to buy me 
football boots. I liked the game intensely. I played it, but without 
telling father, who was often away from home thatching. I remember 
that once he came home to find that I was away at the football 
ground enjoying myself. Angrily he fetched me, and when we got 
home he beat me. 

Also I could not ask my father to buy me football clothes, the 
jersey and stockings. My aunt's son, Didrik Rangaka, gave me the 
jersey and stockings he used when he was in the Zebra team. He kept 
them at his home for me and brought them to school with him when 
he knew that I was going to play. Father had no idea that I had such 
clothes. The Lutherans, too, had their soccer football clubs. Their 
first team was called the Swallows and the second team was called 
Young Vultures. Mosdy we played on our ground against our senior 
team, but there were times when excitement took control of the 
children of our village. Before a big dash came about, announce- 
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mcnts would be made at both our school and the Lutheran that the 
two first teams would meet in a match, cither at the Lutheran 
ground or at our ground. In the afternoon of the big clash most of 
the school children from both sides would be at the ground to cheer 
and encourage their side to win. 

There were also times when a visiting team would come from 
Rustenburg to play Phokeng. On such an occasion the best players 
would be picked from our side and the Lutherans to form a Phokeng 
team. On the day of such a match, Phokeng would be full of excite- 
ment. Matches of such a nature were played on Sundays or public 
holidays. Visitors always brought their supporters to cheer them. I 
can't recall any match amongst the ones I witnessed won by the 
Phokeng team. Our team consisted of scholars and the visitors' team 
was of workmen. Our players were good at the game but the Rusten- 
bux^g players were more escperienced and they always returned home 
the victors. 

The second teams from our school and the Lutherans also used to 
meet, and because I was good at the game I was usually picked to 
play. But to my regret and disappointment, at times my team had to 
play without my aid, because &ther knew about the match in advance 
and gave me orders that I must not go to a game he hated so from 
the bottom of his heart To make sure that I should not get a chance 
to join my feUow Zebras, Either used to give me something to do 
wUch would keep me busy the whole afremoon until the match was 
over. I used to be tortured by the cheering I heard from our ground, 
which was not &r away. 

My period in standard one at school was also a period of letter 
writing. Though my English grammar was still far from perfect, I 
was nevertheless trying my hand at it, like others who shared the 
class with me. There was great competition amongst us as to who 
was best at writing English letters. That led me into writing to girls 
as well. I fell in love with a pretty girl, Laki-Lucy Thipe, who was a 
year younger than myself, but because she had gone to school 
before me she was already in standard two. Her teacher was at that 
time Mr. Koos Mokgatle and they were in the larger building, 
away from the one I was housed in. Like me, her parents were not 
members of Mr. Spooner's church, but Lutherans. Her father was an 
ex-catechism teacher at a Lutheran school. My love for Lucy grew 
deeper than I had expected. I loved her very much, and I hoped 
that she had the same feelings towards me. She was my first girl 
friend. 

Our meetings were harmless ones. I was only too pleased to hold 
her hand and to kiss her whenever we had a chance to do so. We 
made appointments to meet in the evenings, by letter, since we 
could not do so openly during the day at sdiool. Other boys, too, 
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had girl friends and used the same methods of oommunication as I 
did. The Pentecostal Holiness Church held two evening prayer 
services a week, on Fridays and Sundays. Those church services gave 
us a chance to meet after the service and walk home together in the 
dark streets of Phokeng unrecognised. My duty was to take her up 
to her home and then, after making sure that no one observed us, 
loss her good-bye and leave. That was as &r as we could get in our 
firiendship. 

I used two messengers who delivered my letters to Lucy and she 
used them to deUver hen to me : a younger boy who was in the same 
dass with me, Senataila Ramasodi, who was also Lucy's closest 
relative, and a girl called Gamongoe Mokgatle, a relative of mine 
and Lucy's. Everything was done in secret. If we had been found out 
by our teachers or parents we would have imdergone severe punish- 
ments. So we were very careful. 

Winter of nineteen-twenty-seven came and it was time for 
examinations. The inspectors came and I passed into standard two 
with very high marks. My friendship with Laki was solid and I was 
enjoying it. Schools broke up after that for the winter holidays, and 
as usual most of us went into the fields with our parents to help with 
the harvest. Laki and I were separated for a period of two months 
and I longed for it to be time to return to Phokeng so that we could 
resume our secret meetings. We returned to school at the end of 
August and our friendship blossomed again. I was in standard two 
and she was in standard three, always ahead of me. 

We carried on as before our harmless meetings on Fridays and 
Sundays. The year was drawing to a close, time for ploughing was 
getting near. Two months later, at the end of October, schools 
broke up again. Again separation; I went to plough, and our schools 
were set to reopen at the end of January. I finished ploughing a week 
before Christmas ; that gave me chance to see Laki during the Christ- 
mas activities. We met several times and there were no signs that our 
time to break up was in sight. After Christmas I left Phokeng to seek 
work in Rustenburg for the whole month of January. That took me 
away from Laki, or Laki from me. In Rustenburg I did not go to my 
previous employer, Mr. Paul Coetzee, though earlier it had been my 
intention to do so. At that time my father was working in Rusten- 
burg, thatching a large house for the manager of an insurance 
company, Mr. Dorse. On arrival I went to see my father, and he told 
me that my cousin Silas Mokgatle, who was employed by Barclays 
Bank as a messenger, would like to see me. After spending an hour 
wdth father, I went to cousin Silas and he told me that one of the 
European clerks in the bank had asked him to find him someone to 
work in the garden at his home. I agreed to meet the man, Mr. 
Gabriel Vermeulen, who, after seeing me, agreed to employ me at a 
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wage of thirty shillings a month. He gave me a letter to the Native 
Commissioner's office for registration and one to his wife Maria. 

I found on arrival at the Vermeulens that they employed as a 
domestic worker a Phokeng girl whose home was in the same street 
as mine, an old &kod of my sister by the name of Nkefe Molefe. She 
nvas older than I %vas and had been coniirmed in the Lutheran 
Qnirch the same day as my sister Sannie. Another thing I found 
was that the Vermeulens had bought one of Paul Coetzee's houses, 
a house I knew well, because when I was employed by Mr. Goetzee 
a year before I had worked in the garden of that house. The Ver- 
meulens had no cow for me to milk, but got their milk from a dairy 
in the town. My duties at the Vermeulens were to work in the garden 
I used to tidy before^ to polish the floors of the house, and to dean 
and polish its stoeps. 

First thing in the morning before fareakfiut I had to crawl on my 
knees with a hard brush and a cleaning rag over the large front 
stoqp (Dutch fiir verandah) and the smaller one at the back, to make 
them shine. Twice a week I had to smear them with red stoep polish 
and rub diem until they shone with the brush and rag. It took a lot 
out of my strength, and I hated Wednesday and Friday mornings, 
Aey were the diays I would be wet with perspiradon before break- 
&aL Every day befisre I made a start in the garden, I used to go 
through every room in the house with a bnish smd rag to xnake them 
dean while Nkefe Molefe was making beds, dusting the furniture 
and preparing lunch. The Vermeulens had two board-lodgers who 
also worked at Barclays Bank, Messrs. Prinsloo and le Roux. 
English was never spdcen in that house, only Dutch and Sesutho. 
Nkefe and I qpoke to each other in Sesutho and to the others in 
Dutch. 

There was no munidpal water supply in the town and every house 
operated a hand pmnp which drew water from the well. Richer 
ones had installed decttic machines which pumped water out of the 
wdls, but the Vermeulens were not among them. In the afternoons, 
for half an hour or more, I had to pump water out of the wdl by 
hand to fill a large tank from which the house got its water supply. 

I hated hearing people in the house having a bath, because it was 
emptying the tsaak, whidi took a lot of my strength to fill. At times, 
to avoid it getting empty, I used to pump it fiill in the evening 
instead of having a rest Sundays were the days on which the tank 
water went down, because in the afternoons I went out to enjoy 
mysdf with firiends and there was no water pumping into the tank. 
By Monday mommgy it would be at its lowest ebb. I would sweat on 
Monday afternoons. 

At the Vermeulens, as at the C!oetzees, twice a day I carried a tray 
of tea or coffee to Barclays Bank for Gabriel Vermeulen, Prinsloo 
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and le Roux. I liked doing that because it gave me a chance to get 
away from the spade, scissors, hedge-cutting or digging out of 
unwanted trees in the garden. I also used to visit my &ther where he 
was doing thatching work for Mr. Dorse. He was careful to see that 
at the end of my contract with the Vermeulens I should return with- 
out waste of time to school. Gabriel Vermeulen, unlike Paul G>etzee, 
left me entirely to his wife. He gave me no orders. She was the 
daughter of one of the successful farmers in the district whom the 
Africans had nicknamed 'Gqyeaisena^ (It didn't get in) . His nickname 
was linked with a story that during the Anglo-Boer war of eighteen- 
nincty-ninc to ninetecn-o-two, he narrowly missed death and pre- 
tended to be dead from a bullet shot, but when his men reached him 
his first words were, *It didn't get in', meaning that the bullet didn't 
hit him. He liked his African nickname and his daughter was proud 
to tell the Africans that her father was *It didn't get in'. 

Maria Vermeulen told me that before she met her husband she 
was a teacher in the girls' school in the town. She liked giving me 
pencil and paper to write down orders to the butcher and a list of 
groceries needed in the house. She would correct wrong spellings, 
but on the whole she knew the butcher would understand and so 
would the grocer. Once a week her brother or father came to town 
and brought them fresh vegetables from the farm. The day I left the 
Vermeulens, father went home with me by country railway bus. 
On the way, in the afternoon, it rained heavily and v/hen we got out 
of the bus, the stop was some distance from our home and we got 
very wet. 
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XX End of Friendship with Laki 



While the cat is away mice get a chance to enjoy themselves. While I 
vm in Riistenburg workiiig finr the Vermeulens, a best friend of 
mine whose name and surname were the same, Moagi Moagi - the 
boy I could not afford to spend two weeks without seeing, one of the 
brija^test in English at the Lutheran school - befriended Lucy and 
made her fall in love with him. On Sunday before I met Lucy, I 
went to Moagi's place to see him and to find out how things had 
gone in Phokeng during my absence. At once I noticed he wasn't the 
Moagi I knew before. He was not hostile but cool. I asked him about 
Lucy; he said she was all right but he had not seen her for a few 
days - when in &ct they were together on the Friday night before I 
left Rustenbuig. 

From him, a bit disappointed, I went to Gamongoe Mokgatle's 
place, and there Gamongoe told me that my fiiend^p with Lucy 
was sour, and the boy responsible was my friend Moagi Moagi. 
Gamongoe, being my relative, was against Moagi's friendship with 
Lucy. She had tried, she told me, to break it up, but failed. In the 
evening I went to Mr. Spooner's prayer service to meet Lucy. 
Moagi stayed away by agreement with Lucy. After the service Lucy 
tried to avoid me, but Gamongoe made it possible for us to meet. 
Lucy was a changed girl; she told me that she was not well and 
wanted to get home quickly. I pretended to be ignorant of her 
friendship with Moagi and, as though disappointed, accompanied 
her home. When we parted I was the only one to initiate the good- 
bye kissing. That was the last kiss I got from Lucy, my first girl 
friend. During the week I registered at the school, but observed that 
Lucy was unhappy and did everything possible to avoid me. When I 
looked at her, she looked down. My love for her was at its height, but 
I realised that on her side the sack was on the ground and I was the 
only one trying to lift it from the ground. 

Before the Friday of that week Senataila Ramasodi delivered a 
letter to me from Lucy telling me that our friendship had come to an 
end. After reading it, Phokeng was empty of girls for me. There was 
only one girl in the whole village - Lucy Thipe. With weak knees, I 
went to Moagi's place to ask him why he did such a thing to me. 

My friend tried his utmost to convince me that at first he did not 
want to take Lucy from me, that he only tried to keep her company 
while I was away but eventually fell deeply in love with her. I took 
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everything he told me with a pinch of salt but saw no point in break- 
ing off my friendship with him. I kept it up, and at times, though 
with bitterness in my heart, said 'Hello' or 'Good-bye' to him in 
Lucy's company. My love for Lucy never came to an end. Even 
after her break with Moagi, I wanted to go back to her, but I felt 
that she would think that I was not popidar with other girls. I 
remained friendly towards her but never proposed love to her again. 
Later, when both of us had reached adulthood, I observed that she 
was ready to accept me in any way I cared to suggest, but I with- 
held my feelings as though I had no love feelings towards her. 

When my friendship with Lucy Thipe broke, I had no notion that 
other girls cheered and saw a chance for them to lay their fingers on 
me. Not a single girl in Phokeng that I proposed love friend^p to 
objected. I formed friendships with Mashadi Mokgade, Mpompo 
Ramaidi, Shadi Magano, Dora Mude, Basetsana Magano and 
others, who were all pretty and pleasant girls, but none of them pene- 
trated my heart and feelings like Lucy Thipe. It was only then that I 
realised that I had always underestimated my influence on the 
members of the opposite sex; it was more powerful than I imagined. 

With them, too, my relations were harmless. We held hands, met 
at tribal dances in the evenings after weddings, at Mr. Spooner's 
evening prayers services, but went no further than goodbye kisses. 
Some of them got married before I left South Africa; unfortunate 
ones had died; Lucy herself married a man of another tribe she met 
in Johannesburg, but divorced him before my departure to England. 

My friendship with Moagi Moagi, who took my first girl friend 
away from me, went on into our adult lives. He left Phokeng before 
me for Johannesburg, where he went to seek his fortune. He got a 
job there in a picture-framing firm and learned to become a first 
class picture-framer. In addition he learnt to play the violin, and 
tennis. He lived in the centre of the City of Gold in the Municipal 
African males' hostel called Mai Mai. The one unfortunate thing 
he did was to couple his leisure with drinking. He formed associations 
with people who thought that the best thing one could do with 
leisure was to drink and to go on drinking until the power of what 
was taken into the stomach took possession of the man and his move- 
ments. He was a man who liked to be seen clean and well-dressed. I 
remember a story, told me by one of our friends, that at one of their 
drinking meetings Moagi arrived well dressed but drank too much, 
and when he left the room he could not see a wash-bath filled with 
water. He went into it with his shoes on and got himself so wet that 
they realised what had happened when a yoimg woman screamed 
for help. 

Whenever I was in Johannesburg, on Sundays or public olidays, 
and I had the time, I used to visit him at Mai Mai. I remember one 
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occasion - he was happy to see me but remarked that I was an 
awkward visitor because he could not entertain me as he would have 
liked since I did not drink beer or other drinks which make people 
happy. He pulled his wallet out and showed me a few pound notes 
and said, *If you had grown out of pretending to be a juvenile, into 
the life of adults, I was going to spend all these on you today. The 
best I can do,* he said, *is to take you to a restaurant, get you a good 
meal and a cup of tea or coffee, and you expect me to feel that I have 
entertained a good Mend I have not seen for months.' I was living in 
Pretoria, more than thirty miles away. I thanked him and said that 
the £act that he showed me the money should make him feel that he 
gave me everything he would have liked to give. He was a good- 
natured feUow. 

I think the other mistake he made was to choose not to get 
married. Each time I put the marriage question to him, his reply 
was, 'I am still searching for Nfiss Rig^t. I haven't found her yet. I 
may one day.' He was still unmarried when I left South Africa. We 
drifted apart when I devoted my entire life to African politics, about 
which I shall have more to say later. Like many of my friends, he 
said I was heading &t total destruction. 

From the winter of nineteen-twenty-seven to the next winter, I was 
in standard two at Fhokeng Preparatory School. I was in good form 
and those who watched me said they could see a tribal intellectual 
developing, if only he adopted the method of persistence in remaining 
at school and studying hard. But time was running out. Most of my 
friends who started school years before me were nearing the end of 
their school days, preparing themselves to return to the Lutheran 
school to wait for their selection for confirmation. To reach standard 
six, if I passed every year, I &ced another four years at preparatory 
school. That meant that in a year or two I would be left amongst 
pupils all younger than me. All the girls with whom I would form 
friendships were also leaving, giving way to younger ones. 

I was not sure what I was going to do, to leave or to carry on. 
Father was eager that I should carry on. He had his own plans laid 
down for my future, which I did not know about. When the inspec- 
tors came in the winter of nineteen-twenty-eight I passed into 
standard three with high marks again. As usual, after that schools 
broke up for harvesting, I went into the fields with mother and two 
sisters ; father was again busy, outside Rustenburg, thatching a large 
house for a man who was at one time a minister of justice in J. B. M. 
Hertzog's government, Mr. Dielman Roos. During that period with 
mother and my sisters in the fields I went through a mental revolu- 
tion. First my sisters wanted to know whether I was still returning to 
school, to continue in standard three. I W2is willing to have a go for 
another year, but my sisters hammered into me that I had passed the 
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time for remaining at school. 'All pupils of your age are leaving,' 
they argued. 'You are seventeen years old, you went to school late. 
It is time to go out to work for youself, in preparation for marriage.' 
That was the picture my sisters displayed in front of me. 

Mother at first supported me that I should return to school at 
least for one year, but my sisters accused her of having not stood up 
for me when Father kept me with the animals, which made me go to 
school late. Their arguments overpowered mother and she teaarted 
to letting me argue with my sisters without her help. I was frightened, 
I did not know how to approach father about what my sisters said. I 
asked mother to do it for me but she declined, saying that father 
would think that she had influenced me against returning to school. 

My sisters' arguments were attractive and they won. I never read 
a standard three book. One Sunday, at the end of his sermon. 
Reverend Ernest Penzhorn gave out that in three weeks' time he 
would announce the names of the boys and girls he had selected for 
confirmation and they would be of the ages of sixteen, seventeen and 
over. They would be required to attend confirmation classes for three 
months under him from the first week of September to the end of 
November. That was meant to afford the parents whose children 
were not in the Lutheran schools a chance to approach the priest on 
behalf of their children, if they desired them to get confirmed. 

My sisters' victory was complete, but they were not prepared to 
approach father for me. They were not seeking confirmation, they 
were confirmed already; it was me, the influenced, who must do the 
talking to the father, who was not a Christian, and in whose life 
confirmation played no part. Confirmation classes were held at the 
Lutheran Church at intervals of three or four years. My sisters 
kept knocking into my head that I was seventeen, when the next one 
came I would be twenty-one or twenty-two years old. An old man 
seeking confirmation. That had a strong psychological efifect on me. 
The Lion of the family, iather, was away; he was surely coming one 
day, but we did not know when. My sisters were so desperate, they 
said that if father did not come the following week-end I should go 
to him to lay my cards on the table. I waited for mother's support* 
but she withheld it from me. At tinoies she did say to my sbters^ 
'Leave him alone; allow him to make up his own mind.' 

Father, as though he knew what was going on, arrived the follow- 
ing week-end after an absence of several weeks. After hearing that I 
had crossed the barrier of standard two, he congratulated me and, 
as though he knew, withheld further comment. The whole evening 
my sisters waited anxiously for me to move into the Lion's den, but I 
was too frightened; the tribiJ Lion was about, moving, crunching 
bones, moving everything out of its way, getting ready to return to 
the work of roofing a house with grass. The next morning my two 
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sisters pushed me from behind into the Lion's den, saying, *Come on. 
Tell father. He won't eat you.' 

Father was leaving in the afternoon and after breakfast, as was his 
habit, he sat on a small reim stool (he was expert in making such 
stools) and waited for anything or anyone who cared to visit him. 
Reluctantly, frightened, I forced my weak legs to carry me to him. I 
took one of the stools with me and, when I reached him, asked for 
permission to sit down. Having sat down, with trembling voice I 
said, Tather, I want to talk to you.' Without uttering a word or 
looking at me he waited for what I wanted to talk to him about. I 
said, *I am asking for permission to go to the Lutheran confirmation 
classes next month.' With a harsh voice he asked, 'What?' I was 
satisfied that he got the message. He called for my mother and, when 
she reached us, asked her, 'Salome, what have you done to him? Do 
you want him to end the same way as the girls?' He repeated to 
mother what I told him and asked mother if she knew about it. 
Mother admitted that she did, but said that she told me that it was 
something to be settled between him and me. 

As was his habit, he did not go further with it, only said, *I am 
going to think about it. I want you to think deeply about it, but I 
want you to know that you are throwing yourself and your future 
away.' We left it at that, but at least I was glad that I left the Lion's 
den unscratched. My sisters were waiting to welcome their hero. 
Father was shaken and disturbed but felt that he should settle it 
quickly. ThefoUowing Saturday he returned home specially to talk to 
me about my intentions. When we began to talk he was calm, not 
hostile. He said to me, *Your future is yours. You are going to suffer 
or live happily depending on what you do now.' As an old timer he 
realised that my mind was made up, but suggested a compromise, 
that after con&mation I should return to preparatory sdiool, to 
struggle for my standard six examination. I agreed. He then un- 
folded his plan to me for the first time. He said, 'I want you to be 
independent, like me. I want you to set a price for your work and 
accept the price fix>m the other side as a compromise, not in des- 
peration. After standard six,' he said, *I want to send you to indus- 
trial college in the Gape to study building.' The coll^ was called 
Tigerkloof Institution, where non-European pupils were taught 
trs^es. *That is why,' father continued, *I want you to return to 
school.' I agreed. 

At the end of the agreement I reminded my father that he had to 
take me to Mr. Penzhom about being confirmed. He retorted, 'Oh, 
that can be done by your mother.' I reminded him that for candidates 
like me from Phokciig Preparatory School, Mr. Penzhom wanted 
the asking to be done by fetiiers. He then said, seeming in a changed 
mood, 1 can't leave my work just to ask Mr. Penzhom to confirm you 
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into his church. If he wants you, he ought to take what your mother 
says.' I replied and said, 'Father, you won't have to leave your work, 
we can go to see him on Sunday after morning service.' I had trap- 
ped him, he could find no way out. He agreed and we arranged it 
for the following Sunday. 

For three week-ends in succession, father came home to settle 
domestic matters. That Sunday we waited until we were sure that 
Mr. Penzhorn had finished his lunch and went to see him. Mr. Penz- 
hom knew father very well, because though he was not a member of 
his church they were friends, and because he used to do thatching 
for him. When he saw father with me he knew what the visit was all 
about. After exchanging greetings, Mr. Penzhorn uttered two 
Dutch words, 'Ja Ja\ which are also German, and in Sesotho said, 
*Hebron, have you come?' Father replied, *I am bringing him to 
you, his priest.' Mr. Penzhorn invited us to sit down. Father at once 
said, *He wants to get confirmed.' Mr. Penzhorn said, *I know where 
you sent him to school. Can he read Sesotho, or is he a black 
Englishman ?' Father said, 'Yes, he can,' and thereupon Mr. 
Pemshom opened a Sesotho Bible which was on his desk and asked 
me to read to him two verses he had selected. I read three instead of 
two to impress him, and he was impressed. He then said, 'I don't 
want children like him who have been denied their mother tongue to 
waste the time of other children in confirmation classes.' Mr. Penz- 
horn then went on, 'Hebron, since you married one of our daughters 
in our church you have never paid your church dues, you have never 
been seen in church. Only your wife brought the children to 
baptism and confirmation.' 

In reply to Mr. Penzhom's complaint Father smiled and said, 'I 
had no reason to do that. I never joined the church, I am not a 
member so I owe no dues.' Mr. Pendiom said, 'Unless you pay dues 
like everyone else I shaU not confirm him.' Father again replied, 'I 
don't want him to get confirmed; he wants it and wants it done by 
you his priest. I am here with him because he asked me to come and 
talk to you for him. If you don't want to confirm him, all is right by 
me,' said fiitfaer with a broad smile. Inside me I was filled with anger 
against father, that he was not being nice to Reverend Penzhorn. 
HSs words, I thought, were too cruel ; they would force Mr. Penzhorn 
to reject me. If I had not been firightened of my fiither I would have 
aigued with him in Mr. Pendiom's presence. 'Why can't he 
apologise?' I asked myself silently, but very bitter against my father. 

Widiout allowing Mr. Penzhorn to say anything, father proceeded 
further to say, 'When I was a young num I went to work in Pretoria 
and there I met the Wesleyans. They ran a night school and I 
joined it. They were the ones who taught me how to read and write. 
During that time I used to go to their church services on Sundays 
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whenever I was free. Ever since that time,* father went on, *I have 
always felt that if I was asked which was my church, I would say 
the Wesleyan Church.' It was on that occasion that I learnt for the 
first time that my father at one time in his life went to school at night 
and attended church services. 

Mr. Ernest Penzhorn then told us that he would take me into his 
confirmation class, but warned father that if he did not pay some- 
thing towards the dues, on the confirmation day I would not be 
among those whose parents had settled their duties to the church. 
He warned father again that, like all parents of children who attend 
the confirmation class, he must take me to church every Sunday. To 
that father said nothing, but he knew that he had won the argument. 

As father and I left Mr. Penzhom's office, my die was cast; the fear 
that I might not be taken on for confirmation class was removed 
from my mind. Mr. Penzhorn had not acted the way I expected 
when my &ther plainly refused to pay him church dues. Harvesting 
was not over, there was still a lot to be done in the fields in the way of 
gathering crops. It was an mipleasantly cold winter Sunday, but the 
tun was bright and the sky was deep blue and completely cloudless. 

As we walked back home I had no way of knowing whether father 
believed my promise that after confirmation I would return to 
Phokeng Preparatory School to start where I left off and struggle 
hard until I had passed standard six, which would have paved my 
way to Tigerkloof Industrial College in the Cape Province. 

I was now going to a school which had a strong influence on the 
children of my tribe; once they had gone through that school, been 
confirmed and issued with confirmadon certificates, they were no 
longer boys and girls but men and women who had reached adult 
stage firom which they must prepare themselves for a higher stage of 
becoming fathers and mothers. I too became the victim of that 
influence. My &ther knew the likely impact of that influence, but 
left the decisions for my own future to be cut and dried by me. He 
had done his duty as a parent, but realised that he could not make 
me do things I was not willing to do. 

A week before the schools started I went to Phokeng Preparatory 
School to tell Mr. Spooner and my teachers, that I was not going 
back to school to begin standard three. I arrived at his house and 
found him in his office. I think that he thought I had come to order 
my standard three books, but when I broke die news of my leaving to 
him he doubted whether he had heard me clearly enough. He 
remained silent for a while and then invited me to repeat what I had 
told him. 

Reverend Spooner took pains to try to persuade me to change my 
mind, telling me that he knew that one day I would leave to go to 
the Lutheran Church, but he never thought it would be so soon 
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when I was right in the middle of my studies and making good pro- 
gress. He looked right into my face, said that he had observed my 
progress closely and was convinced that I would reach standard six 
without difficulty. He said, further, that if I took his advice and 
stayed, I would thank him in the future, and myself for having 
listened. He went on to say that from his close observation of me he 
saw a boy who would develop into a man who would help his people 
in the years that lay ahead. When he observed that my mind was 
poisoned and there was no way of changing it, he drew a picture in 
words for me to see. He said, 'You are hke a man who starts eating 
a huge ox, beginning with its head, horns, neck, shoulders, front legs 
and stomach, and when left with only the tail and hind legs wants 
to leave off, saying he can't finish it. Finish the ox,' he appealed to 
me, *eat it all, you have already eaten the larger part of it.' As I did 
with father, I promised to return. 

Before I left him I promised him that I would always remember 
his kind words and I would try to make them my guide during the 
period I spent in the confirmation school. 'Don't be afraid to come 
here to see me if you need advice, I shall always do what I can for 
you,' said Mr. Spooner. His words moved me and my eyes began to 
fill with tears, which I failed to stop running down my face. I shall 
never forget his last words to me: 'I shall always be your friend.' 

From Mr. Spooner's house I went to see the principal, Mr. 
Mpeche Motaung, who had also developed a liking for me. It was 
in the afternoon, the sun was nearing setting, and Mr. Motaung 
welcomed me with both open heart and hands, expecting that I was 
paying him a purely social visit. After spending several minutes with 
him and his wife, I broke the news to them that I was not returning 
to PPS but going the way most Phokeng boys and gurls were going, to 
attend confirmation school and eventually to get confirmed. Mr. 
Motaung, like my father and Mr. Spooner, tried his best to make 
me see that confixmation would make me feel that I was no longer a 
schoolboy, but a grown-up man who must go out to work for himself 
like others. He tried to make me change, to pursue my studies at 
PPS. He told me for the first time that it was his intention to approach 
my parents during the course of my standard six studies to suggest to 
them that I should be sent to Lovedale Afiican teachers' training 
coll^ in the Gape Province to study to become a teacher. He said 
that his judgment was that I could become a good teacher, to hdp 
my tribe and other people. 

Although highly disappointed by my decision to go to confirma- 
tion school, Mr. Mpeche Motaung nevertheless made every effort to 
make me understand the importance of education. He told me first a 
story of a man who was bom in a very humble fiumly in the United 
States of America who eventually became the President of that 
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country. I had not heard of that man before, but Mr. Motaung gave 
me his name as Abraham Lincoln. He told me that Abraham Lin- 
coln's parents wovdd have Uked to educate him, but had no means 
to do so. Abraham, he told me, struggled on his own against great 
odds and educated himself. In the end he became a vnsc man and 
the Americans elected him their leader and President. 

From Abraham Lincoln he moved on to another American, but of 
African descent, Booker T. Washington. He too was bom in very 
humble drcumstances, but loved education and made everything 
possible for himself to acquire it. Booker T. Washington, he said, 
worked and studied. Because he wanted to become an educated 
man he persevered, and after long, hard years of struggle he became 
the educated man he wanted to be. He then turned to his people, to 
pass on to them the knowledge he had acquired by becoming their 
educator, leader and adviser. He founded one of the &mous places 
of learning in die United States of America, the Tuskegee Institute. 
If, said Mr. Mpeche Motaung, Lincoln and Washington could do it, 
you too can do it. 

Something else which Mr. Motatmg taught me always lives in my 
mind. One mornings when I was in standard two, he took us for a 
scripture lesson. It was a story in the Bible about the children of 
Isrsiiel in the land of Egypt, their sufferings there, the birth of Moses, 
and the way he grew up in the royal house of Egypt. He said the 
Egyptian royal house were satisfied that they had noade Moses an 
Egyptian prince. The education they gave him, the honour and 
privileges of a prince, must have made him feel that he was no longer 
an Israelite but an Egyptian. Moses, on his own side, never lost the 
knowledge that he was an Israelite, the sufferings the Children of 
Israel went through were his and he had to sh^ them with the 
people who brought him into life. All that, he went on, happened in 
Africa. The Afirican people thought that they could bribe an Israel- 
he with privileges, but they were utterly wrong. He then posed a 
question to all of us: where is Africa? how can you get to Africa? 
The trick nature of the question caught all of us unawares and none 
of us knew the answer. He repeated the question but no hand went 
up. He looked at us with amazement and asked, 'Don't you know 
where Africa is?' Angrily he said, 'You stupid children, stand up.' 
He lined us up against the wall, ordered us to stretch out our hands, 
and each one of us got a beating with a stick. Afterwards he stamped 
hard with his foot on the floor and said, *This is Africa you are 
standing on.' He made us stamp hard three times on the floor shout- 
ing, *This is Africa'. 

From that day I never forgot that Egypt was in Africa, not else- 
where as the Bible seemed to suggest to us. Most of us when we read 
the stories in the Bible about the River Jordan, Jerusalem, Egypt, 
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Jericho, Sinai and other places mentioned in the Bible, were left 
ifvith the impression that all those places were in Heaven. Ithad never 
occurred to us 'either that the Israelites were the ancestors of the 
Jewish people, some of whom were the traders in our village whom 

we knew so well and liked. 

The next day I went to another teacher who was going to see me 
through standard three, Koos Mokgatle. He was a relative, some- 
times my part-time employer. In addition to being a teacher he was 
also a butcher. Sometimes in the afternoons or on Saturdays when 
my parents did not need my services, I used to work for him in his 
butcher shop selling meat, or take some already cut, weighed and 
parcelled into the village to sell to people in their homes. On Satur- 
days, especially, I used to go to other villages outside Phokeng 
shouting ^dinamd' (meat) and those interested used to come and buy. 

Before he knew of my intentions, Mr. Mokgatle, too, was looking 
forward to helping me through my education up to standard six. I 
went to his shop and broke the news to him. At that time he was 
following his parents who had joined the Pentecostal Holiness 
Church. He was not a Lutheran and therefore was never confirmed. 
He was astonished by the news I brought him and, like the others, 
did his utmost to persuade me to rethink what I had decided by 
telling me that he had faith in me that I was going to go on with my 
education to standard six and then if possible go on to a teachers' 
training institution to train to become a teacher in Phokeng. He said 
that most of the teachers in Phokeng were from other tribes and their 
being in Phokeng deprived their own people of teachers. If their 
people demanded their return, Phokeng would be left with no 
teachers. Though we must thank them for having come here, we 
must also recognise that their tribes educated them for themselves, 
not for the people of Phokeng. *The people of Phokeng,' Mr. Mok- 
gatie went on, 'need teachers from their own children, but if boys 
like you only think of going to confirmation school, which means 
leaving school afterwards, Phokeng will always borrow teachers from 
other people.* 

His words were excellent, encouraging words meant to open my 
eyes, but it was too late. Perhaps if I had heard such moving words 

before I went with my father to see Mr. Penzhom, I might have 
altered my feelings. I was already committed to going to confirmation 
school and my name was in Mr. Penzhorn's book. All I could do was 
to promise Mr. Mokgatle, as I did the others, that after confirmation 
I should come back to school ; but Mr. Mokgatle took that with a 
pinch of salt. He didn't believe it at all. The stage was set for me; 
envy for those already working was also there. 

I was seventeen years old and the year was nineteen-twenty-cight. 
I was not good at 'speaking English but I could make myself under- 
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stood. Phokeng Preparatory School had brought the language into 
my life and created the uige in me to know English. There were 
others who spoke the language better than I did, wrote it better, 
and I envied them immensely. There was no doubt in my mind that 
envying them was not enough: the right thing to do was to be like 
them. The stories of Abraham Lincoln and Booker T. Washington 
had opened up new ideas in me, that even if I did not return to school, 
I could work and educate myself at the same time. Promises to my 
father and others were still there; the question was whether I was 
going to be a boy of my word or going to let down my &ther and 
those who wished me well. 

During the year I had spent in standard two, in their efforts to 
teach us expressions in English, our teachers started a debating class 
which was held once a week in the evening for two hours. Our 
teachers took it in turns to be with us while we tried to express our- 
selves and to show others how well we could speak the language. At 
the end of the debate, the teacher in attendance would correct us, 
showing each how she or he misused the words, or how we had 
repeated ourselves. Each one of us was given the task of going home 
to think up the next topic to be debated at the next meeting. The 
topic was announced at the end of the debate to enable us to prepare 
something to say on the next Tuesday. 

When my turn came to introduce what I thought should be deba- 
ted I came up with a political topic, unaware that it was political. 
My subject was: should the Europeans leave Africa and go back to 
Europe or should they stay? My task was to open the debate, and 
my line was that they should go and leave us alone, since they are 
not fiiendly towards us. The subject roused great interest and was 
debated on three consecutive weeks. Those who supported my con- 
tention and those who opposed it remained evenly divided all along 
until the teachers stopped it because it had been debated long 
enough. All along I had no idea that I had introduced a political 
topic until years later when I was right in the middle of African 
politics in South Africa. 

Three episodes had influenced me into thinking that Europeans 
were not friendly towards the Africans. The three of them followed 
each other and I resented them all. The first was at Kroondal with 
the Langes, when I fotmd that I could not sit on the same chair eat 
from the same plate, drink fix>m the same cup or mug, and sleep in 
the same house with them. The second was at Konmiissiedrifr, when 
Mr. William Rex tried to discourage me firom going to school. The 
third was in Rustenburg, in the native commissioner's office, when 
Mr. Daniel Branke shouted at me with a brutal voice ordering me to 
take my hands out of my trouser pockets, telling me that I was in the 
white man's place. The three episodes left undying memories with 
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me. All the Europeans I worked for earlier treated me well, as I 
have already stated, but their nice treatment never managed to 
remove those memories until later, when I was in politics and had 
more to do with other Europeans. 

Until I was in politics I thought that Europeans needed us only 
as long as they could make use of us, to create pleasures for them- 
selves and nothing more. I thought that they looked upon us as a man 
would look upon his cow or ox ; as long as it could provide him with 
the milk he needed or pull his plough, he would look after that 
animal, but as soon as it ceased to provide for his needs his hking for 
it would cease. 

Before these experiences I had never known that South Africa was 
occupied by people who thought of men not as equals, but as 
superiors and inferiors. To me the African saying that to grow is to 
see and to learn became a reality. As I grew I saw, learnt and started 
to think. Though I knew of another African saying, 'Don't judge all 
by the weaknesses and faults of some', the feeling that Europeans 
were unfriendly dominated my feelings all along. Before my entry 
into politics I suspected everything they said or did. My mind was 
poisoned. The fact that in Kroondal I found that they could not go 
into the same church with the Africans who worked and lived with 
them made me question their sincerity. I repeat, that at that time I 
knew nothing of what politics were about. I was only a tribal boy 
entering the new world inhabited by Europeans in South Africa. 
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XXI Confirmation Glass 



In the second week of August nineteen-twenty-nine I started con- 
firmation classes. We were a hundred when we started ; there were 
two of us from Phokeng Preparatory School and both of us shared 
the same surname. The other boy was Phokeng Sitwell Mokgatle, 
who had passed his standard six there and had been to an African 
teachers* college run by the Anglican Church, called Khaiso, in the 
Pietersburg district of the eastern Transvaal. I arrived at the con- 
firmation class carrying a new Bible and a new hymn book my 
father bought me. It was four days a week from Mondays to Thurs- 
days; we were free on Fridays and Saturdays. 

From the beginning to the end we were under Mr. Ernest Penz- 
hom himself. We did no writing or taking of notes, but we read a 
lot from the Bible and the hymn books and we were to know most of 
the things we learned by heart. It took us four months to get con- 
firmed. We started school at half-past nine in the morning and 
finished off at half-past two in the afternoon. Every day when we 
broke off Mr. Penzhorn gave us homework to learn at home and to 
repeat to him by heart the next day. We went through both the Old 
and New Testaments and the Hermannsburg Lutheran Church 
hynm book, as well as the prayer book. In addition, we learned the 
history of the Lutheran Church, its methods and differences from 
other churches. More important, we learned about the founder of 
the church, Dr. Martin Luther, his quarrel with the Church of 
Rome and why he left it. We learned, further, that through its 
founder the Lutheran Church was the pioneer in the Reformation 
movement. We were also taught a bit about other religions, Islam, 
Buddhism and Judaism. 

We were all prepared to become good Lutherans and devout 
Chrisdans. I do not know about the others but I was full of doubts, 
which forced me in the middle of our course, when I had become 
accustomed to Mr. Penzhorn, to ask him lots of questions. I remem- 
ber asking him why, as a Christian with such a good message to love 
your neighbour as you love yourself, he had such an intense dislike 
for Mr. Spooner and his church. His reply was that he disliked Mr. 
Spooner's coming to people already converted. *My father/ said Mr. 
Penzhorn, 'cultivated this field and Mr. Spooner comes along to reap 
where he did not plough. There are still many places in Afi:ica,* said 
Mr. Penzhorn, 'where Mr. Spooner could go to start his church, but 
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he chose to come here where the ground has been softened.' That, he 
said, was the main reason why he was intensely against the Pentecos- 
tal Holiness Church and its founder. 

Although Mr. Penzhom on more than one occasion ordered mc to 
stop asking him questions, like why there was such rivalry between 
the churches of different denominations and yet all said that they 
were the armies of Jesus Christ and all were out to spread his 
message of peace and love, he did in fact inwardly recognise that I 
was searching for a solution to the problem which had beset the 
Christian Church. As we went along my persistence in asking 
searching questions increased. I remember well one day at playtime 
he asked all to leave the church where our confirmation classes were 
held, but ordered me to stay because he had something to say to me. 
When the other children had left the church he asked me to come to 
him and to kneel down between his feet, and while I was on my 
knees facing him took hold of me by the ears and pulled me back- 
wards and forwards, which was very painful, and when he thought 
that I had had enough, he said, *You give me too much trouble, I 
hope this will make you stop.' I answered, *Moruti-Reverend, I 
want to know.' He replied, *You will know more later, you are going 
to be a priest in this church; you will be ordained a priest.' In reply I 
ssiid, *I shall never be a priest, in this church or in any other church.' 
He said, 'I know you will be; your mother's father used to preach in 
this church, from that altar,' pointing to it He said in a harsh voice, 
*Get away from me, go and play.' I left. 

The other children outside were wondering what was happening 
to me, and as soon as I emerged from the church most of them, 
especially the boys, gathered around me to find out why I was kept 
back. I told them of the events which took place between me and our 
Moruti-Reverend and all laughed, but one of them asked why I did 
not cry to make him feel that he was hurting me. On the whole we 
liked our priest, he was a nice old man who sometimes joked with us. 
He was so good at our language that he knew a hundred proverbs in 
it and their fundamental meanings. He used to laugh at us when we 
did not know the names of things in Sesotho, and after telling us 
what they were called he would say, *You call yourselves Basotho, I 
am the only Mosotho here.' 

During our confirmation class I made a bet with two friends of 
mine, Phokeng Sitwell Mokgatle and Nudu Elias Maithufi, that 
during the duration of the class none of us would fail to answer a 
question correctly, or fail to say correctly what we were asked to 
learn by heart in the Bible or hymn book. I did not know Nudu 
Maithufi until we met at the confirmation school, but we became 
very close friends. Phokeng Mokgatle was more than a friend as he 
was a relative as well. At the end of three months Nudu Maithufi fell 
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by failing to remember some parts of the chapter we were asked to 
learn in the Bible. Phokeng and I remained the contestants, but 
unfortunately for Phokeng Mokgatle, two weeks before we were due 
for confirmation he failed in the Bible too and I won the contest. 

On the first of December, nineteen-twenty-ninc, there was great 
excitement in our villages, as was the habit on such occasions. It was 
our confirmation day. We, the boys, were dressed in white trousers, 
black waistcoats, black jackets, white shirts, black ties, white panama 
or straw hats, and with white handkerchiefs in our jacket pockets. 
Shoes were black or brown. The girls wore white dresses with small 
black spots, blue kerchiefs, white handkerchiefs in their hands and 
black or brown shoes. We were following a tradition which had been 
followed since church confirmations b^;an in our tribe in eighteen- 
sixty-fieven. Our parents went to great lengths to get the outfits for 
the confirmation day. It was also a day for feasting. Wealthier 
parents on that day killed sheep or goats to entertain their children 
and friends. 

On that day we gathered at our priesf s house, lined up there in 
pairs, a boy and a girl, and waited for the churdi service to begin. 
When the service was in fiill session, led by our teacher and priest 
we started moving to the church which is a distance away firom the 
priest's house, singing a hymn always sung on such occasions. All the 
boys' panama or straw hats were festened on their jacket lapels by 
thin sOk elastic strings to enable us to throw them off as we entered 
the church door. As we went into the church our hats hung on our 
backs, held tight by the elastic silk cord. As soon as we entered the 
dhurdh the congregation rose to their feet as an honour to us. On that 
day the parents of every one who was getting confirmed were expec- 
ted to be in church to welcome their diildroi into the fiill member- 
ship of the CShristian community. My mother was there, but not my 
fiither. 

The man Mvho declined to pay church dues because he was not a 
member stuck to his beliefi and principles. He never went to church, 
and saw no reason why he should on that occasion. But he had 
ended the life of one of his sheep so that I could invite my fiiends to 
celebrate with me. On such a day there was no preaching. The 
morning session was devoted to the ceremony of handing out con- 
firmation certificates, showing the day on which the receiver was 
bom, baptised and confirmed. My Christian name was entirely 
unknown to many people, only those who went to school with me 
knew it. We who were getting confirmed occupied the altar with our 
priests, who had our certificates in alphabetical order. We knelt in 
groups of four to receive the certificates. First the priest read out the 
name of the recipient and then read words he had chosen firom any 
chapter or verse in the Bible which he thought suited the recipient, 
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When my name \vas read out many people wondered who I was, but 
those who were able to see my face recognised me. 

In the afternoon there was still no preaching, but the church was 
packed with the congregation come to listen to the questions and 
answers put to each of those being confirmed. Parents whose 
children answered all the questions correctly were the most proud. 
My mother was one of them, because not a single question passed 
me. By that time people who had not known my name in the 
morning were well informed. 

December the first came and went, schools were on holiday and 
were reopening in January nineteen-thirty. I had promised my 
father and teachers that I would return to school to get to standard 
six, and I was in a dilemma whether I was going to return to school, 
knowing full well that not a single one of those who got confirmed 
with me was doing so. It was still ploughing time and I joined a 
relative of mine called David Makgala, mixed our oxen and went out 
to plough his fields as well as my mother's fields, and on the eight- 
eenth of the same month I returned to Phokeng to join others in 
receiving our first communion. We went to church in the afternoon 
of the previous day for a service of confession and asking for forgive- 
ness. 

That was the first and last communion I received. It was cus- 
tomary that those who received communion for the first time must 
make every effort to be at the second, which was held three months 
later. When most of my friends assembled for their second I was not 
among them, and I learned later that in his sermon Reverend Penz- 
horn remarked, *A11 my children have come back, but I miss one 
and I suspected that he would not return with the others.' Everybody 
knew that he meant me. Faced with my father's expectation that I 
was returning to school as I promised after ploughing was over, I con- 
fronted him again. I had been thinking most of the time how I 
could get round him with another excuse. As though he knew what 
was in my mind, he waited for me to break the ice. 

One day after I had armed myself with a pretext, I went to him. 
He was busy thatching in the village. That was in January, after we 
had been to the Chief's house to express our loyalty and to be given 
a group name Mangana-a-Sekete. Earlier I mentioned that Seketc 
was the man who became the first Christian in our tribe and was 
Mokgatle's son by his third wife. Before Christianity came he was 
the head of the tribal group known as Mangana and our group was 
named after his group and his grandson Phokeng Mokgatle became 
the head of our group. 

Tather,' I said, *I am not returning to school, I have lost interest 
in studies. If I do return,' I said, 'it would only be to please you but I 
would £ul every year.* 
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My father received the news of my not going back to school with 
reluctance and disappointment. He sat down, looked at me and in a 
broken voice said, *I knew this would happen. No one has come out 
of that confirmation but he imagines that he has reached adulthood. 
Therefore the only thing to do is to go away to work. You know what 
my vdshes are, what I planned for you. I wanted to send you to 
Tigerkloof Industrial CSoUege to learn building, so that in future you 
could set up on your own. Perhaps,' he continued sadly, 'someone 
has told you that there is something nice ivaiting for you in the future, 
but take my warning, there is nothing nice waiting for you except a 
hard life if you depend on going from place to place seeking employ- 
ment.' 

'There is one thing which pleases me in all this,' Father said. 'In 
future you will not blame me when you lead a rough life and see 
some of your friends who took their fathers' advice have an easier 
life than yours. I am glad that you will say, "If I had listened to my 
fother and had gone back to school I would not be living like this." 
You will tell the truth, "My father wanted to educate me but I 
refused." You will not come to my grave after my death, to cry over 

it and say, "You didn't care about me. Look how I live today." You 
will come there to say, "Had I listened, I would be a better man 
today." You are the only son I have, therefore I felt that I should use 
everything I have to get what I think you deserve.' 

Those &therly words of my father never left my memories. Every- 
thing he said I have silendy repeated when I met great odds. I have 
never blamed him, as he foresaw, but myself for not having listened 
to his advice. From that day my love for my father grew and grew. 
His frankness left me in no doubt that he wanted to give me some- 
thing he himself did not have: education. To cool him off, I told him 
that wherever I setded to work I should educate myself by corres- 
pondence. There were places, I told him, where one could educate 
oneself while working. Father then said that he hoped I meant what 
I said, but remarked that he had no control over that; everything 
dq>ended entirely on me. 

A few days later Mr. Penzhom approached him with a proposal 
that I shotdd be sent to the Lutheran Church African teachers* 
training college in the western Transvaal, but Either rejected it, and 
advised me against it. 

My father reftued the offer for me to go to the college because Mr. 
Penzhom told him that he need not worry about paying for my 
trainmg, board and lodging, the church would provide all that; 
but after the completion of my training course, when I started 
teaching, the church would deduct from my salary an agreed amount 
until what the church had spent was paid off. My father saw that I 
would not be free to do what I Uked, go where I wished, or choose 
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the nature of my employment, and that for a very long time I ytovld 
be at the mercy of die church. Father liked freedom of action and 
movement, and complete individual independence. To him Mr. 
Penzhom's offer seemed like imprisonment for me in the early part 
of my life. Though he desired to see me an educated man, at the 
same time he wanted to see me master of my fete and captain of my 
soul. On these principles he could not compromise. 

At the bq;iiming of February nineteen-thirty, carrying a small 
suitcase containing my confirmation clothes, two shirts and two 
blankets, I left my parents, tribe and Phokeng - the place I loved 
very much - for Rustenburg, to begin to face the world alone with- 
out my parents' guidance and protection. Unlike in nineteen- 
twenty-three, when I ran away to Kroondalj and a few years later 
to Kommissiedrift, my departure from Phokeng and my parents was 
permanent. In the world I was facing, I was also going to search for 
a new home. Before I said good-bye to my birthplace a friend of 
mine Ntebeng Rasetlola, who was already working in Rustenburg in 
a bottle-store, invited me to come to take his job because at the end 
of the second week of February he was leaving for Johannesburg to 
join his two brothers. He promised that he would tell his employers 
that he was only going away for a month and would like me to hold 
down his job for him until his return. When in Johannesburg he 
would write to say that he was not returning and that would induce 
his employers to keep me on. 

When he told his employers of his intention to visit his brothers in 
Johannesburg, although they agreed they could not let him go until 
the end of February. When I arrived I found that I had to wait for 
two weeks before I could take on his job. He nevertheless introduced 
me to his employers ; they agreed to our arrangement, but asked me 
to call back at the end of the month. There was no question of my 
returning to Phokeng. I had to seek two weeks' temporary employ- 
ment. At that time I still did not know that I had no right to work 
without the native commissioner's consent. Another friend Ngatihe 
Kgokong, the boy I had looked for when I arrived in Kroondal, was 
working in the Grand Hotel. My friend urged his employers to take 
me on trial and this was done. They had no right to keep me in their 
employ without obtaining the native commissioner's permission, 
which would have meant registering me for thirty days - which is 
the only basis on which all African workmen are employed in South 
Africa even today. They took the risk of keeping me with no registra- 
tion. The agreement was that if they decided to keep me and I wanted 
to work for them, they would report their error to the oonunissioner 
and apologise and then ask for permission to employ me. I worked in 
the Grand Hotel for two weeks until I went to take Ntebeng Raset- 
lola's job. 
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The Grand Hotel management drafted me into the kitchen to 
assist the chef, who was a woman. I knew nothing about cooking and 
had not worked in a kitchen before. The chef was a kind and a 
patient European woman who wanted to teach me the art of cook- 
ing. Her main wish was to make me her second chef, but for the 
two weeks I worked there with her I learned nothing and left the 
place as I went into it. Perhaps I ought to say that I learned to fiy 
chips, which were used in the bar as snacks. In addition I learned 
how to clear ashes from a large coal stove and to make a fresh fire. 

Early in the morning at four o'clock I got up to make the fire and 
fill all the kettles with water, so that by half-past five when the cook 
came in to make breakfast, tea and coffee, everything would be 
ready and the kitchen itself would be as hot as an oven. In the after- 
noons, immediately after lunch was served, I cleared the stove of the 
ashes, cleaned it thoroughly, left it for an hour to cool off and then 
made a fire again, for chip-frying, tea- and cofTee-making and for 
preparation of the evening meal. The same operation went on day 
after day. Breakfast, lunch and dinner times were torment for me. 
Each time the hour for those meals drew near I got frightened and 
worried to the depths of my heart. The chef was really determined 
to make me her assistant. The things used in cooking I could not 
get into my head. When the kitchen was quiet, when only the two of 
us were there, she used to take out all the plates used in the kitchen 
to tell me what they were fijr, but I could not remember any of them. 
Knives, forks and spoons were explained to me in the same fashion by 
her, but when the time came for me to remember them all and to 
pass to her when she was dishing up at the rush hour, I got mixed up 
and was of no help. She put all the plates, not once but many times, 
on long tables in the kitdien, saying patiendy that these were soup, 
dinner, fish, bread and sweet plates. Cutlery, too, she laid on the 
tables and explained to me as she did with the plates, and asked, 'Do 
you think that you will remember them now?' And I would say, 
'Yes, I will remember now.' But when she called for them at the busy 
time, I remembered none of them. 

In the middle of the third week I left the Grand Hotel kitchen, 
and the chef was nearly in tears to see me leave. Despite all the 
trouble I had caused her she was still willing to work with me and to 
teach me cooking in its highest form. But domestic work was not for 
me. I hated working on Sundays and public holidays. I knew that if 
I chose to become a domestic worker, I would never get a chance to 
play soccer which I loved to play, or be with my fiiends whenever I 
wished. 

I left the Grand Hotel to start at the Masonic Hotel, not first- 
class, owned by a German, Josef Setzer, and his wife. The hotel had a 
bar like the two first-dass ones but, imlike them, also had a bottle 
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store. Mr. Josef Setzer took me on to work in the bottle store at the 
%vage of forty-five shillings a month with board and lodging, five 
shillings more than I was paid at the Grand Hotel. The Masonic 
Hotel, unlike the Grand Hotel, had very few residents and few who 
came to have their meals there. The chef at the Masonic Hotel was 
an Englishwoman called Jane North. There was no second chef. 
There were two Afiican girls working there, and an Afiican by the 
name of Bogatsu Pilane who became my best friend. He was not of 
my tribe but a Mokgatla from a tribe north of my own. Another 
African worked in the bar. As with my friend who gave me the job, 
my duties in the bottle store were to sweep the shop every morning 
and then wash the floor with a bucket of water and a rag. 

My other duties were to wash dirty bottles and twice a week fill 
them with wine, brandy and other drinks sold in the bottle store. I 
worked with a young man, Egmond Behrens, whose parents had 
come from Germany to settle in South Africa. His parents were farm- 
ing alongside the Magaliesberg mountains, west of Kroondal. Like 
many Germans in Kroondal he spoke my language very well. I 
handled the European liquor daily but South African European law 
forbade me, as it did all Africans throughout the country, to drink it, 
and to be left alone in the bottle store without a Em'opean being 
present. 

Another duty was to deliver the liquor on a bicycle to the cus- 
tomers. The town Rustenburg was in fact a village, with houses and 
streets, but the houses were not numbered. To deliver the parcels one 
had to know the names of the people and where they lived. Each time 
I went out on the bicycle to deliver liquor I had to be given a special 
pass by the employer authorising me to be in possession of liquor, the 
number and brands of liquor I was carrying and the names of the 
customers I was sent to deUver liquor to. It was a criminal offence 
for an African to be found in possession of European liquor without a 
permit. The Masonic Hotel was right opposite the town's chai^ge 
office and the police station. The police saw me working there every 
day, so that when they saw me on the bicycle carrying bottles they 
never bothered to stop me. 

The bottle store closed at twelve o'clock on Wednesdays. For an 
hour until one o'clock I had to work inside, cleaning and dusting 
the bottles and the shelves. Since I was not working in the hotel, I 
was entided to be free from the time we closed until the next day. 
Egmond was free to do what he liked. Mrs. Setzer thought that it was 
a waste for me to be allowed a free afternoon. She persuaded her 
husband to order me to help in the hotel, sweep the yard and to 
wash and comb their dog. That was meant to occupy me the whole 
afremoon. 

I considered Wednesday afternoons as my free time, that it was 
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beyond Mrs. Setzer to make me work in the hotel, sweep the yard or 
wash and comb her dog. In order to preserve peace and harmony I 
did perform such tasks, though I detested them. I was also forced to 
help with scrubbing the bar floors with brush, water and rag on 
Sunday mornings. Mrs. Setzer took the attitude that I was in their 
employ, therefore it was within their right to makeme work wherever 
they chose. I, on the other hand, argued that I was employed to work 
in Uie bottle store, that as soon as its doors closed on Wednesdays the 
afternoon belonged entirely to me. I was therefore determined to 
stand firm for my freedom. 

With some boys from my tribe and others, we formed a soccer 
football team and called it the Matopo Hills Football Club. I was 
selected club secretary. We met in the evenings to plan our activities 
and practices. The only times we had to practise were on Wednesday 
afternoons, and we played matches with rival teams on Sundays. 
There were no other days on which we could engage in that game, 
which I was very fond df. As it was the official policy of the author- 
ities in the country, our team was purdy African. No European boy 
could join us, even if he wanted to or we wanted him. But other non- 
Africans could join us; for instance, the coloureds, or Indian boys, 
but there were so few of them in town that there was no one to offer 
his services to us. 

There were other teams too with whom we played. We practised 
in the open place outside the town, near Bethlehem, the African resi- 
dential area. There were two playing fields, one of which we could 
use if we were the first to apply for it. Though we called our matches 
friendly games we did play for money. The amounts laid down by 
each side varied; the winning side gained from the beaten one. We 
were at times out of luck, and when our funds were at their lowest 
ebb we taxed ourselves, so that we could challenge or accept a 
challenge from other teams. 
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XXII Journey to Pretoria 



At the beginning of August nineteen-thirty I gave the Setzers notice 
that I was going to leave their employ. A friend of mine and a 
relative at the same time, Nchotlho Diale, was already in Pretoria 
working, and nearly every week I received a letter from him urging 
me to join him. Pretoria, being bigger than our home farm tovm, 
was more interesting and one could enjoy and learn more things 
there. Mr. Josef Setzer, assisted by Egmond Behrens, tried hard to 
persuade me to stay but the news in my friend's letters was too 
attractive and prevented me from changing my mind. *I am here,' 
said the contents of Nchotlho Diale's letters, 'there will be no need 
for you to be in need of anything except find a new job. In the task of 
seeking a job,' the letters said, *I shall do my best to help you.* 

Egmond Behrens especially was disappointed, and promised that a 
month later it would be his turn to leave. I was also fond of Behrens. 
If he had not been a European I think that we would have estab- 
lished a strong friendship. I remember more than once hearing Mr. 
Setzer warn him in German, which he did not know that I imder- 
stood, that he should not be too friendly towards me. All the time I 
worked for the Setzers in the Masonic Bottle Store it was on a 
monthly basis as required by law. That was uniform throughout 
the country, under the Native Urban Areas Act of nineteen-twenty- 
tfaiee, fraxned and passed by the Smuts' government. 

When employed, an African went to the native commissioner's 
ofiBce with the employer's letter to enter into a monthly contract of 
employment which bhids both sides to a month's notice to terminate 
the contract. It was a document with a duplicate. The original was 
kept by the worker, the duplicate by the employer, who renewed it 
by paying one shillhig each month for it and by signing his name on 
the original kept by the worker. If the police found me with an 
unsigned one they could arrest me for being unemployed. 

At the end of the month Mr. Setzer signed ofif my monthly contract 
and gave me the one he had in his possession to show that he needed 
no renewal. At the native commissioner's office I was left with the 
choice of asking for another permit to seek work or for a traveUing 
permit to enable me to leave Rustenburg for Pretoria. Without the 
commissioner's permission to leave I could not leave. Without his 
consent to take up employment, I could not take it up. That was how 
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I faced the South African Europeans' world, and that paved my way 
into politics, about which I shall have more to say later. 

On the second of September, for the first time I saw myself inside 
a train carriage, third-class, with hard wooden benches, leaving 
Rustenburg for Pretoria, where I settled until my departure from 
South Africa. I arrived in Pretoria after five o'clock in the afternoon. 
My friend knew of my arrival, but as it was a working day he could 
not be at the station to welcome me. I had not been in a European 
city as large as Pretoria before and it seemed very confrising to me. 
Armed with my friend's address, with a travelling pass to Pretoria, 
but without a permit to seek work in Pretoria, I hailed an African 
taad outside the main station and asked the taxi man to take me to 
the hardware merchant at 129 Church Street where Nchotlho Diale 
wocked. On arrival I found he was out with deliveries, but inside 
the shop I was assured that he would be coming back to stable the 
horse. I was deh'ghted that I had found him, that the only thing I 
had to do was to wait for his return. It had astonished me how die 
taad man found the place because I was not used to houses or places 
with numbers on. 

When the shop dosed I was still waiting for my friend outside, 
and although assured of his return, beginning to entertain doubts. 
Tribal and rural life was behind me, and before me was a long 
period of urban life with complications, trials, webs of pass law res- 
trictions, colour discrimination and uncertainties in this home of the 
South A&ican European that I heard about first icom Mr. Daniel 
Branke, native commissioner in Rustenburg. Darkness began to set 
in before my firiend returned to find me worried to the bones. I was a 
stranger in a strange city. 

I did not see him arrive, but firom the other side of the street I 
heard hun shouting with joy at me, saying, 'I bet you don't know 
where you are.' It was true. 

I was greatly relieved to see my fiiend and a sense of security took 
possession of me. He entered his employer's yard, released the horse 
from the harness, led it round the y2u:d for a few minutes loosening 
its legs before he took it into the stable for the night. I was hungry, 
looking forward to going to where he stayed so that we could have 
something to eat. 

The Urban Areas Act forbids Africans in the urban areas from 
making or brewing beer to their own natural tastes, to drink it or 
possess it in their homes without the permission of the municipality 
under which they live. When I arrived in Pretoria I knew nothing 
about this, I had no idea that it placed me and my life at the mercy 
of the European native commissioners. We walked to where my 
fiiend lived. When we got near the place I began to see a large con- 
centration of Africans moving about. We were in the area of 'Pretoria 

172 



Copyrighted material 



Municipal Unmarried* compounds, for men without their wives in 
Pretoria. There were three large buildings, all of them com- 
pounds. The street was called Proes Street, in the area called 
Pretoria West. It was not outside Pretoria, but in the centre, towards 
the south, next to the old European grave-yard and next to a location 
for coloured people and Indians called the Gape Location or 
Reserve, or the Indian Bazaar. 

On the northern side of Proes Street was the Municipal African 
Workmen's Hostel, where men were housed rent-free and women 
were not allowed. Next to it was a large block consisting of rooms let 
out to Africans employed in Pretoria paying monthly rents. Non- 
residents and women were not allowed, especially women. Male 
visitors could go in provided they obtained a permit at the office 
which was at the entrance. All the rooms were communal; tenants 
only hired a concrete bunk and they lived twelve in a room, six 
sleeping on each side. At the end of the room facing the door were 
large steel cahinets where they stored their belongings. 

There was also a communal kitchen where they cooked their 
meals. At night the municipal police had to go round to see that no 
strangers were being given shelter in the rooms. On the west side of 
Proes Street right opposite was another large building, the reception 
depot. Strangers to Pretoria like myself were required to sleep there 
until they had found jobs and obtained places for themselves. I 
knew nothing about all that. My friend was an occupant of the 
hostel, where he paid rent. He occupied a room with two other 
tribesmen ours, both my dose relatives, whom I did not know 
were in Pretoria. They were Godfrey Mokgatle and his brother 
Mafito. The three of them took me in as their guest and obtained a 
permit for me to be with them for several hours. They gave me a 
tasty meal but before ten o'clock, the time when both the gates of the 
hostel and the recqption depot were shut, they told me that they 
had to take me to the reception depot. 

I was disheartened but I had no choice. At the reception depot, 
where they took me, the man in charge was from another tribe 
married to a girl of our tribe and friendly to everyone from our tribe 
because of his wife. His name was Mogotsi. He was not employed by 
Pretoria Municipality but by the Native Commissioner's Depart- 
ment. He was a policeman. They introduced me to Mogotsi and left. 
After taking me in he asked me if I knew his wife's people, which I 
did. He then took me to a room, showed me an empty concrete bunk 
in a room frill of completely strange men from nearly all the tribes 
in the country. He then warned me to be carefrd with my belongings 
because others might help themselves to them. The building was 
double-storeyed and frill of men seeking work. Mogotsi instructed me 
to be early at the reception office next morning with my blankets 
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and other things neatly folded for safe keeping, and for a rubber 
stamp showing that I had spent the night at the reception depot as 
required by law. Without such a stamp on my travelling pass or on 
my native conMnissioner's permit to seek work, the police could arrest 
me and get me chaiged £ar not having spent the night at the recep- 
tion depot. 

That was an eye-opener for me. At last I began to realise that I 
was in the white man's place, as Dan Branke had remarked earlier in 
my adult life. 

Municipal hostels and reception depots for unmarried African 
workmen, the direct results of the Native Urban Areas Act of 
nineteen-twenty-three, are instruments designed purely to put into 
operation the doctrine of Apartheid. Before its introduction, African 
iivorkmen - who are laigdy migrants from tribes - who went into 
towns and cities to seek work, leaving their families behind, were 
housed by their employers close to their places of work. They lived in 
the centre of dtaea and towns, but the authorities, who are always 
the first to iodte the European population into thinking that Africans 
living next to them are a menace and ought to be removed &r away 
from die areas defined as European areas, began to make a law by 
which they could compel the municipalities to build such hostels and 
reception depots. They then arrested Afiicans if they fruled to sleep 
tJiere, or for trespassing into European residential areas. 

^^Sneteen-tfairty was a year of depression. Many Afiicans were out 
of work and could not find any; some of them were thrown out of 
their jobs to make room for European workers. Hard manual jobs 
like working on the railways, rosul making, digging trenches and 
sweeping streets, which were considered suitable for Afiicans only, 
were taken away firom them and given to the Europeans. In cities 
like Pretoria where I lived, the authorities were even inciting 
European &milies to boycott &ctories, bakeries, butcher shops, 
laundries and others whidi kept on employing African labour in- 
stead of European labour. Notices appeared in the windows of many 
places stating that the work done diere was only by white labour. 

Being pla^ in such a situation, I was &ced along with many 
others with the dilemma of bemg arrested for being in a European 
dty without work. An Afiican seeking work was allowed fourteen 
days within which to find it, and after that the local native oommis- 
sbner was entitled to refiise him another chance to try his luck. 
Once your pass was stamped with a refiisal stamp you knew that 
your next home would be the police cell. The next morning you 
would be before the same native commissioner who refused you a 
chance, and you would be sent to prison if you could not pay the 
fine. 

The next morning, after depositing my belongings with Mogotsi 
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at the reception depot office and obtaining a stamp that I spent the 
night there^ I set out for the native commissioner's office to ask for 
permission to seek work. I fowid the place in Church Street, a large 
flat building, next to the house which had been Paul Kruger's. 

There, bdhind the building in a large yard, I found hundreds of 
Afiicans in long queues waiting to be served. There were four 
queues: one for those who had come to pay their poll tax, one for 
diose who had been arrested the previous day on pass offences, one 
for those who came to ask for another chance to seek work and the 
last for newcomers like myself who were there for the first time. 
There was an old man, a European by the name of Malherbe, who 
was the head of that section and in charge of granting or refusing 
permission. As always happens, some were laughing because their 
requests were granted and others were looking at the blue sky above 
their heads wondering how they could disappear into it. It was very 
rare for newcomers, if their travelling passes were in order, to be 
refused a chance to try their luck. 

I was about to celebrate my twentieth birthday, but when I left 
Rustenburg the native commissioner's official, without asking my 
age, stamped my travelling pass 'Not Liable for Tax'. When Mr. 
Malherbe in Pretoria issued me with a permit to seek work, he also 
stamped my pass with his large stamp *Not Liable for Tax'. In fact I 
ought to have been liable when I was eighteen, but because of that 
stamp I did not pay poll tax until I was twenty-three. Armed with a 
permit to seek work I went to Nchotlho Diale's place for lunch and 
to start my future in Pretoria. I didn't know that one of my school 
friends from another tribe who had been sent to Phokeng by his 
parents to learn English was also in Pretoria working. Diale told me 
of him, gave me his address and told me how to get there. After 
lunch I set out to find my friend Titus Diphoko. I foimd him working 
for a butcher in Esselen Street, Sunnyside. He was out collecting 
orders but I was told to wait, that he would arrive at any time. 

I did not wait long before Titus Diphoko arrived to find me, 
leaning against his master's shop. Surprise was coupled with happi- 
ness. After laughs and warm handshakes he invited me into the yard 
to introduce me to his fellow workers who were all from tribes far 
away from Rustenburg. Their master, Mr. Herbert George How, 
was having an afternoon sleep and was due to get up at four o'clock 
to see that everything was in order for the next day. Mr. How was a 
fairly old man who, I was told, came to South Africa during the 
Anglo-Boer war, decided to stay, married a Dutch woman, but 
never bothered to learn the language. He understood everything 
said in it but always replied in English. Titus and Phoshoko Thsetla 
were the only two who spoke English among the African workers, 
who numbered more than fifteen. Both Titus and Phoshoko agreed 
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to introduce me to their master to see if he could give me a job. 
When he got up and foimd me amongst his men he asked what I was 
doing there. Titus explained that I was looking for a job. *Can he 
speak English?* Mr. How asked. I replied, 'Yes, sir» I can.' That was 
enough. 

He demanded to sec my pass, and after seeing it he took it back to 
the house, signed it, came back, gave it back to me with a shilling 
and said, *Be here tomorrow to start work.' I was employed and that 
was my first job in Pretoria. After giving me the evening meal which 
was supplied by their master, mealie meal porridge with tasty beef 
or mutton, Titus accompanied me to the reception depot which was 
fiur away in Pretoria West. In the evening I reported to my firiend 
and relatives, who had given me hospitality when I arrived, that I 
had got the job and all were happy about it. I spent the second night 
at the reception depot and told Mogotsi, who also congratulated me 
on being so lucky so quickly. The next day I was in front of Mr. 
Malherbe again, that time for my monthly contract pass. I was 
carrying my belongings with me. It was not until afler lunch that I 
arrived at Mr. How's butcher shop. I found some of them making 
sausages and others codang dripping. Mr. How ordered that I 
should be shown how sausages and dripping were made. He asked 
me to write on a piece of paper to see my handwriting, and that satis- 
fied him too. We were housed in his back-yard, in one large room 
with no beds. Not all slept there; he had three butcher shops, one 
not very fiur away, also in Esselen Street, which was under the 
management of his brother, and the other one fiur ofif in one of 
Pretoria's sophisticated residential areas near the University^ called 
Hatfidd. Sarat slept at Hatfield, others at the other shop. We 
ftarted work at four o'dock in the morning, first cutting orders and 
wrapping them. 

By six o'clock deliveries began, but as a newcomer I stayed in the 
ihop the first day. Mr. How told his daughter Qjneenie to draw up 
the list of all the customers I was going to be drafted to. In the after^ 
noon I was handed a list of names and addresses to go to and collect 
the order books which had been left with the parcels in the morning 
for customers to write their needs for the next day. I took the bicycle 
with a cane basket in firont and rode into Sunnyside. I did not come 
back until after five o'dock, but I had managed to collect all the 
books. Mr. How thought that was excellent. The next morning things 
had dianged for me; I was to go out delivering. Some customers got 
their meat late that day, but when they tdephoned Mr. How he told 
them that a new boy was on the round and he would be there at 
any time. When I did arrive the customers already knew that my 
being a stranger was the cause of their trouble. 

When I returned I was nervous, thinking that Mr. How would 
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say, 'You arc no good, you delivered my customers' meat too late.' 
But the contrary was die case. In the afternoon I went out again to 
collect orders, but I had gained a little experience and my troubles 
yfcre fewer than on the day before. I was engaged at a wage of ifty 
shillings a month and it was an enonnous improvement in my earn- 
ings. Food was always the same, mealie meal porridge and meat once 
a day in the evening. Some customers were kind; they knew we 
started work very early, and when we reached their homes they told 
their African servants to give us something to eat or tea or coffee to 
drink. 

DeKvering parcels into so many homes with so many female 

servants was bound to introduce relationships with some of them. 
They were girls from many tribes but most were Sesotho-speaking. 
Arrangements started being made for dates and selection of meeting 
places to talk matters over. At that time relationships did not end in 
hand-holdings and good-bye kissings as they had when I was at 
school with my first girl friend, Lucy Thipe, and others; they went 
beyond that. I was careful not to promise marriage, because I knew 
that my parents were waiting to suggest a wife for me. Nevertheless, I 
kept my girl friends company in Pretoria and they in turn kept me 
company. Some of them would have liked to marry me but they too 
knew that their parents might have objected since they did not know 
me and my history. 

Mr. How grew fond of me and always wanted to travel with me to 
Hatfield in the mornings. On Friday mornings we went there to do 
orders. Sometinies I was left alone in the main shop in Esselen 
Street, which was the head office. Some men who had worked for 
Mr. How for years, far longer than I had, did not like it. Why 
should this young boy, a newcomer, be treated so ? Mr. How said it 
was because I understood him and he understood me. That could 
hardly convince anyone, because long before I appeared on the 
scene Mr. How and his workmen got on well together. To be liked 
is good, but it was not long before I found out that it has its dis- 
advantages as well. Mr. How developed a habit of piling responsibi- 
lities on my shoulders. At times when I had a date with a girl friend 
for the afternoon I would find that he wanted me to wait for the 
wholesale meat sellers to deliver meat, to check it and sign for it. 
Most of them came very late in the afternoon when my girl friend 
had returned to her duties. That annoyed me immensely. When I 
argued, *Why always pick on me?' he replied, 'Because you do it 
better than the others.' I always felt that I was deprived of my after- 
noon's freedom and to that I objected most strongly. My girl friends 
always accused me of making dates when I knew I would not keep 
them. The other thing which annoyed me very much with Mr. How 
was that he relieved others of making dripping and shifted it on to 
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me. His reasons were always the same, 'You know how to make it 
better than others.' When I argued that dripping-making did not 
begin when he employed me, he used to shout at me with a harsh 
voice, *Shut up, do as you are told, or else I'll call the police.' It 
was the habit of the police when called to listen to what ihc master 
had to say. 

Mr. How did not stop there. He had a tennis court in his yard 
where he sometimes played with his friends or his son Denis or his 
daughter Queenie. They usually played on Sunday mornings before 
lundi. He used to wake me up early in the morning to water the 
court and afterwards pull a roller over it to make it level, and then 
draw white lines to nudce it a real tennis court. I hated doing it on 
Sunday when others were sleeping, having a rest. In the house they 
had an African male worker. When he was not well, I was the one to 
take his place. Mrs. How was a person never satisfied with the work 
done. 

I worked ten months for Mr. How, but his insistence that I should 
wait for the wholesalers and cook dripping while others went freely 
where they liked, and do the Sunday work in the tennis court, forced 
me to give him notice to leave his employ at the end of July nine- 
teen-tl^rty-one. It seems to me, lookhig back, that August was a 
month of movements for me. I left Mr. How's employ at the begin- 
ning of the month after struggling for my release for four days. I 
refiued to change my mind when he urged me to, saying that in 
ftiture he would see that we took turns in cooking the dripping. I 
\vas, in addition, tired of getting up early in the mornings and hoped 
to find a job where I could get up later than four o'dock. Reluc- 
tantly, after first refiising to sign off my pass, he did so and threw it 
at me, saying, 'Don't come here again.' 

During November nineteen-thirty, when I had been in Pretoria 
two months, I undertook a journey one Sunday to find my mother's 
cousin who lived in one of Pretoria's African locations, Bantule. 
When I left home Mother had told me to search for her so that when 
I experienced di£Giculties I could call on her for help. From Simny- 
side to Bantule was a long walk, and as we were not allowed to use 
delivery bicycles on Sundays I had to start early to get there, find 
her and stay with her before returning to my place of work. 

I did not reach Bantule that day as I intended to. On the way, 
walking westward through the old and famous African location 
Marabastad and the Indian Bazaar (on open ground at the end 
of Boom Street) at about two o'clock in the afternoon, I saw a large 
gathering of people with police nearby, some standing next to their 
motor-cycles. I went to see what was taking place. For the first time 
I attended a political meeting, but I had no idea that was what it 
was. I found four groups holding a joint open-air meeting. They 
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were the African National Congress, the icu (the Industrial and 
Commercial Workers' Union of Africa), the Radicals and the 
Garveyites. The speakers were taking turns delivering their addres- 
ses. The ICU were represented by Ismael Moroe, the Radicals by 
George Danids, the Garveyites by a man whose name was also 
Garvey, a follower and admirer of Marcus Garvey, and the Congress 
by Simon Fbter Matseke, who later became President of Congress in 
the TransvaaL 

Their theme was the burning of passes by Africans on the six- 
teenth of December nineteen-thkty, Dingaan's day. Such agitation 
against the passes was in frill swing in all major cities of the country. 
Tlie emphasis was that on that day all Africans must bum their 
passes and never carry them again. The police were taking notes, and 
the speakers were speaking in very high tones charged with high 
emotions. I was surprised by the bravery displayed in the presence of 
the police. The speech which impressed me most was made by the 
Radical, George Daniel. 

Hertzog's government was in power at the time and his minister 
of justice was Oswald Pirow, the man who prosecuted in the famous 
treason trial of nineteen-fifty-six. During his speech Daniels said, and 
repeated it three times, * Pirow, Pirow, Pirow, I am not going to call 
him Minister of Justice, but Minister of Injustice.' He went on to 
attack Hertzog, his government, Pirow and the whole system of pass 
laws, urging every African present to respond to the call to burn the 
passes on the day. While he went on I expected the police to rush to 
arrest him for saying such things against the government and those 
who were running it. Nothing of the kind happened. Daniels' speech 
and attacks inspired me greatly and I did not leave the meeting 
until darkness had fallen and everyone dispersed. Bantule was not 
far away, I could see it on the hill to the north-west of where I 
attended the meeting, but I returned without having reached it. 

The day on which the passes were to be burnt remained in my 
memory, and I made sure that I remembered it, so that I too should 
be there to throw my pass into the flames. I did not attend further 
meetings after that but on the sixteenth of December I left my place 
of work, telling the others that I was going to visit my aunt. I 
listened to my fellow-workers discussing the burning of passes, but 
all warned that if you burn your pass the police will arrest you and 
those who urged you to burn it will do nothing for you. But I 
remained convinced that if I did burn my pass I would have freed 
myself from the pass system. I never told my friends that I was going 
to burn my pass on that day. Dingaan's Day was a public holiday in 
South Africa at that time and I went carrying my monthly contract 
pass with me but forgetting that its duplicate was with Mr. How. I 
got there in good time before the ceremony and a large number of 
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Africans turned up, but I think that the majority were the unem- 
ployed and those who were refused a chance to seek work who were 
eager to get rid of their passes because they were exposing them to the 
police. The meeting started with singing the African national 
anthem, Nkosi-Sekele-Africa, and thereafter the burning started in 
the presence of the police. As I threw my pass into the flames with 
the others, Hertzog and Pirow's effigies were also held in the flames. 
Compared with the number of Africans employed and living in 
Pretoria those of us who performed the burning were like a tiny drop 
in the ocean. 

After the burning, columns of passless Africans were rounded up 
by the police in the streets, arrested, brought before the native com- 
missioner's court, charged for being without lawful documents, and 
some spent days and weeks in prison. All pleaded the loss of their 
passes, including myself With me it was easy because of the dupli- 
cate which Mr. How held, and I got another one. Some who went 
to prison came back with prison documents and the lucky ones got 
permits to search for work once more. Some had a very hard time 
and had to go back to their tribal homes to go through the old pro- 
cedure of making their way back to Pretoria and other cities and 
towns. I never told my fiiends or Mr. How that I was a pass-burner. 

It may be said that it was a useless effort, but I have always held 
the view that, though the burning did not in any way mean the 
ending of the pass system, if only the AMcans had made a gesture by 
burning some of their papers ^ey would have demonstrated their 
hatred for the badge of slavery, the pass, which restricted their 
movements since its inception. The pass denies the African privacy, 
choice, dignity, movement and everything which makes a man. 

I went back to Fhokeng on Christmas Day to see my parents. My 
mother wanted to know whether I had found her cousin. My reply 
was that I worked so hard that at the end of the day rest was the cmly 
course. I did not reveal to her or my father that nine days before I 
had burnt my pass. 

It was nice to go back home again, to see my birthplace, relatives, 
friends and former school girl-friends. I was delighted to see them, 
and they were delighted to know that I was stiU intact, trying to 
become part of Pretoria and its life. Some were already married with 
children, and others were still like me, wondering what would hap- 
pen on the day they got married. In the afternoon on Christmas Day 
I went to visit the man and his wife who made it possible for me to 
speak and write the English language though in a limited feshion, 
without which I wonder if I would have held my candle burning in 
the political storms of South Africa which followed later. "Diat 
Ghxbtmas at home I found that I was in great demand. Relatives on 
both sides of my fiunily were eager that they should see me before my 
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return to Pretoria. I managed to visit some but asked my parents to 
apologise for me to those time prevented me seeing. I was dressed in 
a brown three-piece suit I bought ready-made for two pounds 
nineteen and sixpence firom a Pretoria men's outfitters in Pretorius 
Street. 
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XXIII Secx)nd Employment 



I was unemployed for a week in September nineteen-thirty-one. 
After leaving Sunnyside Butchery it was a week before I stood in 
front of Mr. Malberbe asking for a permit to seek work. With my 
contract with Mr. How having been ended lawfully I had no diffi- 
culty in getting the permit. Though I knew that I had to sleep at the 
reception depot while not working, I took a chance and did not go 
there. I was given shelter by a tribal boy, Moagi Mokoe, whose 
mother came from Fhokeng and had married a man in one of our 
branch villages. He was working for a chemist in Church Street 
East, Arcadia, and his employer provided him with a room not far 
away in his yard. He was a delivery boy, cleaner and washer of 
botdes. 

The way one could find a job was through fiiends or by going from 
door to door asking for work and if lucky getting it. Many employers 
did not insist on rdPerences; if they needed workers they took them. 
I started one morning firom Arcadia and moved westward along 
C!hurch Street towards the city's main shopping centre and the 
square. I did not get &r. I went into a soft drinks &ctory called 
Shilling's Minerals and got a job. My work was to examine the 
botdes as they passed on a conveyor belt, to spot ones with some- 
thing undesirable inside and pick them out. I missed some and 
those who were putting them into wooden cases noticed them. My 
errors came to the notice of the manager, who wanted to move me 
firom there into another section. I did not like the job and after three 
days I said that I was unwilling to go on. Luckily they had not 
taixn me to the native commissioner for a monthly contract. With- 
out a fuss, they paid me off for the three days and I left in the after- 
noon. Three doors fix>m there in a firm called the Ryall Trading 
CSompany I got a temporary job because one of their workmen was 
away ill. By that time my pass was showing that I had been unem- 
ployed fiir a week, that I had not reported myself to the commis- 
sioner and that I was not spending nights at the reception depot. 

I started work at once; by then I knew many Pretoria streets and 
was good at delivering parcds. I came back before the shop shut to 
ask the manager, Mr. Percy Robert Preece, to give me a special pass 
that I was in their employ temporarily. The next day, to my surprise 
and joy, the management of the Ryall Trading Company decided 
to keep me. Mr. Preece gave me a letter and money to sign a monthly 
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contract with them. When I got to the native commissioner's office I 
was brought before Mr. Malherbe as one who did not report himself 
to the office immediately he lost his previous employment. Mr. 
Malherbe asked me with a harsh voice where I had been all the 
time. I made up a story that I was sick, staying with a Mend and 
could not come sooner. He warned me that he knew I was not telling 
the truth. If I repeated it he would refuse me a permit and send me 
back to Rustenburg where I came from. I promised to come next time 
as soon as I was out of a job. Without writing out a new permit he 
simply made out a new contract with the Ryall Trading Ciompany. 

When the sick man came back we were all kept on. My work was 
to deliver parceb, dean the premises with others, and do general 
work in the shop as well as making tea twice a day. To ^e dish 
appointment of those who worked d^ere before me, I was also sent 
out to pay some of the firm's accounts and sometimes sent to the post 
office to buy stamps, and to Barclays Bank to deposit the firm's 
money. The Ryall Trading Company dealt in hardware, selling 
among other things electric appliances, electric stoves made in 
Canada, electric heaters, irons, and electrical supplies for the build- 
ing industry. They also carried out installations of electricity in 
houses all over Pretoria. There were three electricians working for 
the firm. One of them, Mr. Campbell, did repairs at the shop and 
helped with jobs outside when needed. When there was extra work 
outside, I went out with him. My work was to carry the tools, to 
carry the ladder about and to drill the walls when switchboards were 
erected. Like all Africans, I was forbidden to work with tools, only to 
carry them. 

Campbell liked me and wanted me to know something about 
electricity. When we were out together he used to show me how the 
work was done and what to give him without being told. I picked 
up a little bit about electricity while I worked with Campbell. I 
remember one day when we were working in a house, the lady of 
the house wanted to give him tea, leaving me out, but he refused it. 

The Ryall Trading Company was opposite the Pretoria Technical 
College, for Europeans only. Each day when the college was in 
session I kept asking myself why it was called Pretoria Technical 
College when because of colour discrimination not all the children of 
Pretoria were admitted into it. I was young, not politically minded 
by any means, but I kept asking myself that question and could not 
find the answer. At playtime I used to see the students buy boiled 
sweet potatoes, monkey nuts, mealies (what the Americans call 
sweet corn) , and other things to eat from African women who went 
there to sell. That convinced me that the European children of 
South Africa were not against the Africans but were taught by the 
government and their parents to look down on them and to regard 
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them as no equals of theirs. There was nothing wrong below but 
everything wrong above; the incitement came from the top. 

In the office of the firm were two European women, who were 
both very kind to me. They brought sandwiches with them to work, 
which they both always shared with me. When they asked me to pay 
accounts for them, which was a secret arrangement, of course, they 
always gave me tips from the change they got back. I noticed there 
that I was lucky with womenfolk. I don't know what it was but I 
think they always felt sorry for me. There was no way of testing 
because a black man. and a European woman were not allowed to 
talk apart from when she gave him orders. One evening when the 
shop closed the manager, Mr. Preece, called me and said, *To- 
xnorrow morning, don't come here, come to my house. I want to sec 
you there.' I obeyed the order and when I got there in the morning 
he said, 'My wife wants you to help a little. She'll tell you what to 
do.' From eight o'clock until eleven I was on my knees polishing her 
floors, ending up with the front step. I was very annoyed, but did 
nothing to offend her. I vowed to myself that I should never do that 
again. I had learned the hard way. 

Mrs. Preece, like all European women in South Africa, wanted 
servants, but she could not keep them. Her complaint was that most 
of them spoke no English. The three hours I spent in her house gave 
me the reason why she could not keep her servants. She wanted her 
floors to look like mirrors; more than once she called me back to 
point out a spot that was not shining brighdy enough for me to go 
over it again. 

Two weeks later Mr. Preece called me into his office to tell me 
that his wife was pleased with the work I did for her; she was im- 
pressed by my English, I was the first servant she could understand 
and get on well with since her arrival in South Africa and, therefore, 
he was going to transfer me to his house to work for her as a domestic 
servant. I listened to his flatterings, but it was as though he was pump- 
ing air into me which caused an explosion. I lost my temper, forgot 
that he was the manager and said, 'Look, Mr. Preece, if I wanted to 
be a domestic worker I would not have looked for work in the shops 
but in Sunnyside or Arcadia.' Those were residential areas for the 
rich and well-oflf. My outburst astonished Mr. Preece. With a harsh, 
forceful voice he said, ^Get out, go and do your work.' I was glad I 
got it off my chest. 

In the Ryall Trading Company there was also a young European 
working called Leslie Grant, the son of the Presbyterian minister in 
Pretoria. Leslie disHked me intensely, but I had no idea why. I do 
not think I had offended him in any way. He used to accuse me of 
being lazy, dodging work, spending a long time in the toilet and 
always running away as soon as I saw railway wagons coming in. I 
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also developed a hatred for Leslie, but tried hard to avoid him. I 
knew that he was leading me into trouble. I was the tea-maker, and 
one afternoon when I was bq^inning to make tea, a railway trolley 
pulled in with a load. The other workmen went to meet it, but Leslie 
found that I was not with them. He called out for me. I answered 
that I was washing cups in the small room where I made tea and 
that I had switched on the ketde. He came along and ordered me to 
leave tea-making to off-load the trolley with the others. I said, 'As 
soon as I am finished here, I shall come.' Whereupon Leslie said, 
'When I say now I mean now.' I ignored him and went on doing 
what I was engaged in. The next thing I felt was a hard kick on the 
buttocks. 

When I turned round, there was Leslie pointing and saying, 
'Gome on, lazy.' Without uttering a word, without thinking what 
would happen, I threw my whole weight into my bare fists, burst 
into Leslie's &ce and caused damage to his eyes and lips. With 

blood streaming fi*om the cuts, he ran to Mr. Preece to display the 

damage to his good-looking face. I was called in, Cliff French, the 
director's son, was called in, and Leslie unfolded his story that just 
because he asked me to help the others to off-load the railway trolley 
I caused that damage to his face. I was asked why I did it. I replied, 
*He kicked me and I did it in self-defence.' Both Mr. Preece and 
Cliff looked at him, still bleeding, looked at me and Mr. Preece said, 
'Leslie, why didn't you bring him to me when he refused to obey 
you ? He must have been very cross to do this.' He then turned to me 
and said, *You know you have no right to do this to a white man, 
why didn't you come to me when he kicked you?' He asked Cliff: 
'Shall we call the police?' Cliff said his father should know about it. 
I was ordered out of the room. Outside in the yard I waited for the 
police to arrive. 

I saw Leslie leave for home after one of the two European women 
had applied first aid to his face. I then expected one of two things to 
happen to me: to be arrested, which would have meant going to jail 

to learn the lesson that the inferior cannot sit on the superior, or to 
be sacked on the spot. My fellow Africans were nervous, saying, 
*Why were you so stupid ? You know whites stand together, they are 
never wrong, now you are going to suffer.' I said, *It is too late now. 
I lost my head.' I was beginning to blame myself that I had failed to 
control my temper. 

Nothing happened, the shop closed and I went home convinced 
that the next day I was going to collect my monthly control pass 
and the money due to me. I knew that they had not informed the 
police, because they would not have allowed Leslie to go home if the 
police had been coming. We were paid fortnightly and I was getting 
fifteen shillings a week, a big advance on Sunnyside butchery and 

185 



Copyrighted material 



Shilling's mineral factory. The news spread in the firm and all waited 
to see what was going to happen. Three days after that the elec- 
tricians made a stand. They went to see Mr. Preece to find out what 
he was doing about it. They put forward a demand that I should be 
sacked or they would go. Mr. Preece had to make a choice, the 
electricians or me. He took the obvious line, and I got the sack. I was 
not sorry, but glad that the police had not been called. 

It was all over and I was back on the street among the unem- 
ployed. I had worked ten months for the Ryall Trading Company. 
Remembering Mr. Malherbe's caution, I was in the queue next day 
at the native commissioner's office for a permit to seek a new job. I 
got it, but made up my mind not to go and sleep at the reception 
depot. Friends put me up while I was unemployed. 

I moved westward along Church Street towards Church Square. A 
relative of mine, Godfrey Mokgatle, was working for a grocer, Mr. 
Solomon Price. The firm was called Prices Limited, in Andries 
Street opposite the Methodist church for Europeans only, next to the 
public library for Europeans only. Godfrey asked Mr. Price to give 
me a job as a delivery boy and I got it. I was now working in the 
centre of the Pretoria shopping area, near the famous Church 
Square, not very far from Pretoria Supreme Court Palace of Justice, 
where, later, I was frequently tried and conducted my own case 
against Pretoria City Council. 

While I was at the Ryall Trading Company I met with other boys, 
some home boys, others from other tribes, and formed a soccer 
football club. We named it Matopo Hills, reviving the name of the 
team I formed and played for at Rustenburg. Again I was elected 
secretary of the club. The colours were the same as those of Rusten- 
burg Matopo Hills, blue and white with one stripe across the chest, 
and stockings of the same colour. There were several teams in 
Pretoria against which we played friendly matches or for money. We 
lost and won. We were not amongst the best, but there were others 
worse. 

In nineteen-thirty-one something which thrilled me and others 
came to South Africa. The Scottish soccer football team, Mother- 
well, arrived in the coimtry on tour. It was the first time I had seen 
an overseas team play in the country. They took South Africa by 
storm immediately they landed at Cape Town. Their first match 
was won by a good number of goals, and the northern newspapers 
praised their skill in high terms and we looked forweu'd to seeing 
them when they arrived in our city, the administrative capital of 
South Africa. They were playing Europeans only. 

If politics could be removed from the playing fields, Europeans 
would not refuse to play with or against non-£\ux)peans. Other 
countries like New Zealand, who have non-Europeans in their 
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rugby teams, always argue when they send teams to tour South 
Africa, and the politics of South Africa require them to exclude their 

non-European members, that they do not want to impose their will 
on South Africa. But they never tell those they want to convince 
that they allow South African politics to be imposed on them. 

For Motherwell it was victory all the way with high scores. As 
they advanced northwards, their popularity grew and excitement 
took control of us. They were highly skilled footballers. Their 
methods were new and fascinating. Perhaps if Motherwell had 
found real South African teams, not tribal ones, they might have 
lost one match or drawn others. Wherever they went they met 
European tribal teams and won. Black teams wished them to win, 
because of being forced to remain tribal teams themselves. Wherever 
Motherwell arrived and played, non-Europeans, though denied by 
politics to talk to them or shake hands with them, went to see and 
admire them. 

When they played on the Wanderers' ground in Johannesburg, we 
in Pretoria grew impatient. 'When will they come here as though 
we didn't know. When the local paper informed us that they had 
arrived in the capital and were staying at Policy's Hotel, some of us 
went to pass by the hotel just to see them as though we had not seea 
Europeans before. Pretoria was full of excitement. On the Wednes- 
day they played we got the afternoon off to see them. I had saved 
half-a-crown to be sure that I was in the ground when the referee 
signalled to them to start the egg rolling. They won, and the 
memory remained with me for a very long time. 
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XXIV Turning Point 



I reached a turning point in my life when I worked for Prices Limited 
in nineteen-thirty-two. I was still not politically-minded, but merely 
a working boy still hoping that one day, after making enough 
money to get married, I should go back to my tribe, find a girl to 
marry and settie down as a true tribesman. I thought that the best 
way to get away from the Europeans' web of pass laws and curfews 
was to go back to the tribe. The country was under Hertzog's 
government, as I have already mentioned, and Smuts was leading 
the Opposition party in the Parliament comprised of European 
tribes only. 

Hertzog and Smuts, though they both belonged to the European 
Dutch-speaking tribe, were leading rival sections of it. Hertzog was 
heading the Nationalist section and Smuts a section known at that 
time as the Unionists, which comprised the English-speakers as well. 
In that year they decided to come together to form one party, as 
they said, for the best interests of the country. That meant dissolving 
the parties they led to form a new one to be called the United party. 
The late Dr. Daniel Francois Malan, a former priest in the Dutch 
Reformed Church who had been a keen follower of Hertzog, 
refused to follow him into the United party because he and others 
of his Dutch-speaking tribe thought that their aspiration to dominate 
the whole political scene in the country would be hampered. Malan 
became a leader of the Dutch-spealdng tribe in what they then 
called the pure Nationalist party. 

Africans who were already politically minded realised that *the 
best interests of the country' Hertzog and Smuts said they were 
coming together for meant more and ruthless oppression for the 
African people. They were guided by past experience, the pass laws 
framed and passed by Smuts, the Native Urban Ar^ Act framed 
and passed by Smuts and amended by Hertzog in nineteen-twcnty- 
five, adding more restrictions and deniab to the Africans. They 
knew that more denials and deprivations were to follow. 

At that time the African National Congress was no longer heard 
of, and the African people in the cowitry were completely leaderless 
and without political spokesmen. A group of former Congressmen in 
Johannesburg came together and decided to revive Congress. They 
were R. V. Sdope-Thema, Mbavasa, Sikota, Kumalo and others. 
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Immediately after that a newspaper appeared, published in and 
distributed from Johannesburg, written in African languages and 
English. It was called Bantu World, the Africans' Newspaper, and the 
editor was R. V. Selope-Thema. I do not know who owned the 
paper but according to those who said they knew the inside story, it 
was owned by the Chamber of Mines in Johannesburg. However, 
Bantu World set me off along the road to becoming a regular news- 
paper reader. My pages of it were the Sesutho section which I read 
with keenness and understood best. It came out once a week and 
reached Pretoria readers on Fridays. I became a subscriber. 

Mr. Price, my employer, was Russian born; he came to South 
Africa alone and had no relatives or friends in the country. However, 
he married into one of Pretoria's old Jewish families, the Lauries. 
Mr. Price was a hard-working man. He left home without breakfast 
in the morning and one of us had to go and fetch his breakfast from 
home. Mrs. Price made an order that I should be the one to fetch it. 
Each day I had a good breakfast there, and Mrs. Price saw to it that 
when there was something to be sent to her home from the shop I 
was the one to take it there. 

Her husband was a good-natured man who seldom sacked his 
workers. I worked two years for Prices Limited as delivery-man on a 
faicyde, covering the entire area of Pretoria. I got to know the city 
very well and nearly all the beautiful African girls in domestic 
service. I still played soccer football. 

I was earning fifteen shillings a week, paid on Saturdays. Our half^ 
day was Wednesday and that gave me and the others a chance to go 
and practise, because our matches were played on Sundays. I was 
happy and very popular with the girls. When I was not in football 
uniform, I was always smartly dressed and clean. I do not know why, 
one Saturday, without the week's notice which I was entitled to, Mr. 
Price handed me my contract monthly pass, the week's wages and 
another week's pay instead of notice and said, *Sorry, I don't need 
you any more.' I asked why and he said, 'That's all', and walked 
away from me. I was alone with him in the shop. The others had 
already left and the rest had not come back from deliveries. No one 
knew that I was sacked, not even Mrs. Price. Some of my fellow- 
workers knew about it when I met them on Sunday, but most, 
including Mrs. Price, only knew on Monday when I did not turn up 
for work. I was told that Mrs. Price wanted me back and told the 
others to tell me to come back to the shop when they met me, but I 
thought that it was no good going back when Mr. Price did not 
want me. I did not go to die native conmiissioner's office on Monday 
but only on Tuesday for a permit to seek work. Still I vowed not to 
go to the reception depot. I was imemployed for a week, but in the 
second week, again by sheer chance, I got a temporary job in the 
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Pretoria branch of Messrs. W. M. Cuthbert and Company, a large 
boot and shoe dealer throughout the country. 

One of their workers at a Sunday drinking party was involved in 
fighting, got arrested and was imprisoned for two weeks, but his 
fiiends made a mistake and told the firm that he was in hospital sick, 
unaware that the firm's manager, Mr. MacDonald, would check 
with the hospital. When Mr. MacDonald checked, Cornelius was 
nowhere to be found in hospital but was traced in prison, and the 
reason for his being there was discovered. I was taken on permanently. 
At Guthberts I was a pavement away from Church Square and the 
Palace of Jusdce. I delivered shoes on a bicycle and that took me 
almost into the homes of most of the rich Europeans in Pretoria. 
Libertas, the home of the European tribe's prime ministers, was one 
of the places I entered carrying boxes of shoes or boots. At diat timci 
nineteen-tfairty^our, my enthusiasm for soccer football had waned 
and I was reading a lo^ beginning to see things which deprived me 
of pleasure. I was sad and worried. 

That year JBmitu WcM was bringing news which broke my heart, 
about the plight of the Jewish people in Germany. What I read 
tibere happening to them was my own story, die story of the African 
peofde in South Africa. When I read that they were deprived of firee- 
dom of movement in the land of theur birth, that they were segr^;a- 
ted, denied education, dismissed from their jobs, forced into concen- 
tration camps, some of them dying without theur relatives' know- 
ledge, hunted, persecuted, their intellectuals despised, barred from 
practking medicine, carrying cards to identify them as Jews, their 
dignity destroyed, their homes no longer their castles raided at any 
time of the day or night, that was a description of the Africans' life 
in the country of their birth. 

Columns of Africans were seen daily, arrested, handcuffed, 
marcJied to police stations all over South African dties and towns 
fiv being in areas declared European with no permits, or without 
work wUcfa they could not get because they were thrown out of jobs. 
Sometimes I feel like dropping dead when I hear people say that 
South Africa is almost becoming a police state. For the African 
people it became a total police state in nineteen-deven when Smuts 
passed the Master and Servant Act and later the Native Urban 
Areas Act of nineteen-twenty-three, amended by Hertzog in nine- 
teea-twenty-five, with die notorious section seventeen w^ch sends 
scores of Africans to oomoentration camp prisons where they die 
without their parents, wives or relatives knowing. Those were the 
happenings in Germany under Hitier, and in South Africa under 
Smuts and Hertzog in nineteen-thirty-three. 

In nineteen-tiiirty-feur I decided to emigrate to the United States 
of America. I had managed to save thirty pounds in the post office. 
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My intentions were that in America I should work, study and after 
obtaining a degree, I did not know in what, return to South Afiica. 
I told a friend of mine, Nfr. Larius Motshepe, of my aims. He worked 
for a law firm, and he offered to introduce me to a young lawyer 
there, Mr. Noach, who he said would help me with my plsms. One 
Wednesday afternoon I climbed the twisting steps of the 
building. 

I unfolded my story to Mr. Noach, whereupon he offered his 
services to help me to obtain a passport and a visa to enter the United 
States. For his services, he said he required seven guineas, but estima- 
ted that the sea voyage to America would cost forty or fifty pounds 
single. He advised me to go and fetch seven guineas so that he could 
start working, and also to try to raise sixty pounds for the journey. I 
assured him that I would call on him again, but that was the last 
we saw of each other. After a little time I began to think of my 
parents who were still alive ; that I would be betraying them if I left 
them and went to America. I told my friend Motshepe to tell Mr. 
Noach that I was trying to raise money and as soon as I was ready I 
would call on him. That was as far as I could go on my journey to 
America. 

At that time I was still not aware that I was moving near to the 
political arena. Every Friday at lunch-time, after receiving my copy 
of Bantu World, I sat alone in the back-yard which Cuthberts shared 
with other firms which had stores in the same block and read with 
absorbing interest. I had no idea that someone nearby was noticing 
me. There were many other African workers in the yard, but at the 
end of their lunch they began to play cards or an African game called 
morabara which caused excitement, and sometimes quarrels and 
exchange of fists. When I was waiting for my Bantu World earlier in 
the week, I read all the old papers I could lay my hands on, always 
saying to myself news is never old. Reading all that, the old papers 
and any other reading material I could find, broadened my kxiow^ 
ledge of events in the country and tax away. 

One Friday I saw a European moving towards me. I stopped 
reading my Bantu World and got ready for him, thinking that he was 
going to ask me who I thought I was reading a newspaper. There 
was a mood in the country at that time that some Europeans Hwlilrf^ 
Africans who read newspapers. When that man came to where I was 
sitting he said, 'I always see you reading papers, do you like reading 
much?' I said, *Yes. Why?' He replied, *I just wanted to know.' He 
left me. I wondered why he asked. I knew his face very well, I saw 
him every day but he never spoke to me and I never spoke to him. 
He was young, I think in his twenties at the time. He was a chemist's 
apprentice in Tudor Pharmacy, three doors fit>m CSuthbert's Church 
Street entrance. His name was Archie Levitan. I did not meet Archie 

191 



Copyrighted material 



Levitan again until the following week, when he approached me at 
lunch-time to ask me what time I finished my deliveries in the even- 
ing. I told him there was no particular time; as soon as I finished the 
parcels. He invited me to his fiat which he shared with another 
European man who owned a petrol-filling station near Marabastad 
in Boom Street. The other man was Mr. Chekonovsky, a short man 
with one leg shorter than the other. Their flat was in Church Street 
Bast below Prinsloo Street, where later I was heard addressing open- 
air public meetings between the hours of one and two in the after^ 
noons. That same evening after delivering all the shoes I went to see 
what Mr. Archie Levitan wanted to talk to me about. I found him 
with Mr. Chekonovsky. On entering the room I saw a laige attrac- 
tive picture on the wall before me. They said it was of Lenin the 
man who led and organised the Russian Revolution of nineteen- 
seventeen. I knew nothing about him or the Russian Revolution. 
It was the year nineteen-thirty-five. 

Ihey told me that they were members of the Gommxmist party of 
South Afiica in Johannesbuig, and asked whether I had heard any- 
thing about the Communists or the Communist party. I replied that 
I sometimes read about them in newspapers and that was all. They 
further asked me whether I knew anything about trade unions or 
trade imionism and I confessed ignorance. They said that if Afiican 
workers had trade unions they could work for the improvement of 
their wages and working conditions. That was strange talk to me, I 
just did not understand what they were trying to tdl me. Noticing 
that I was beginning to get bored because of kck of understanding, 
they asked me if I knew of any Africans who would like to attend 
night classes to learn reading and writing, and tiiat attracted me very 
much. I promised to see if I could find some. I was interested myself 
because I wanted to learn more. 

I left their flat wondering whetiier they meant what they said. For 
me it was the first time I had heard Europeans saying they were 
willing to hold night classes for Afiicans in Pretoria. I went away to 
try to find Afiricans who like me desired to learn reading and writing. 
A link between me and Mr. Levitan was established; each time we 
saw each other we smiled, avoiding people noticing it, because of tiie 
laws about black and wltite relationships in the country. 

A few months before my meeting with Archie Levitan and 
Chekonovsky, fiiends of mine including Moagi Mokoe told me tiiat 
there were two Europeans, a man and a woman, who camo to 
Pretoria twice weekly torn Johannesburg to hold talks, and were 
interested to meet Afiicans who wished to find out anytiiing. They 
said tiiey had already attended several meetings held by them and 
found them very interesting people. They urged me to attend witii 
them, but I was very suspicious of Europeans, having decided in my 
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own mind that they needed us only to use for their own benefit I 
promised to come, but on the day of the meeting stayed away and 
made excuses afterwards that I had forgotten all about the meeting. 
At that time I had convinced myself that nothing good for the 
Africans could come from a European, no matter how sweedy he 
might talk. 

My friends found my excuses vague and one day one of them made 
it his duty to collect me and take me to the meeting. I went, and in a 
room at the back of one of the Indian shops in Prinsloo Street we met 
the two Europeans from Johannesburg. My friends introduced me to 
them as Mr. Lee and Afiss Kahn. There were a good number of us 
and the meeting began at e^ht o'clock sharp. The first speaker was 
Mr. Lee, who dwelled at length on the formation of the Socialist 
party in South Africa which would admit into its ranks all people 
regardless of their colour, sex or religion. He went on to develop the 
point that non-Europeans in the country were segregated, denied 
the right to vote and paid low wages because they were not organised. 
If, Mr. Lee went on, there was a strong Socialist party in the country 
backed by non-Europeans, a great change would result. All the 
people in the country would have the right to vote for a government 
which would rule for the benefit of all instead of the few rich ones, 
as was the case at that time. He went on to explain that the Africans 
were suffering under the pass laws because they lacked an organisa- 
tion to lead them in the struggle against the passes. He showed that 
the failure of the pass-burning campaign in nineteen-thirty had been 
because there was no Socialist party to lead and guide them. He 
said further that some Africans thought that Europeans oppressed 
them because they were black, but that was not true. He said that in 
Europe and in England there are no black people, but the rich white 
people had oppressed poor white people, before they organised 
themselves into trade unions and strong socialist parties which later 
led the poor and got them improved conditions. 

At the end of Mr. Lee's talk Miss Kahn took over, but merely 
filled in points she thought Mr. Lee left out. She talked mainly about 
the struggle of the Indian Congress in India under the leadership of 
Mahatma Gandhi, and went on to point out that Gandhi began his 
leadership in South Afirica when Smuts and others wanted to force 
the Indians to carry passes, and won because the Indians united and 
followed Gandhi's advice and leadership. In India, too. Miss Kahn 
pointed out, the Indians would eventually win because they had 
formed a strong body, Congress, and were following Gandhi without 
hesitation. The Africans too needed such a leader as Gandhi and a 
strong and determined organisation like the Indian Congress in 
India. Unfortunately, Miss Kahn said, the African National Con- 
gress was badly oigamised, the men in it were not willing to build it 
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strong enough and to sufifer for their cause like Mahatma Gandhi in 
India. 

There was still time, she went on, for the A&icans and the other 
Hem-Europeans in the country to organise themselves into a powerful 
movement which would guide them in the struggle for democracy in 
South Africa. There were many Europeans in the country like them- 
idves who were prepared to join hands with the Africans and all non- 
Europeans to work for a better life. In Johannesburg, she went on, 
iivere people ready to help to form the Socialist party, which would 
have no colour bar and which would work for the ending of all 
forms of colour bar and oppression in South Afiica. I hstened with 
all eagerness but my suspicions refused to leave me. All this, I said 
to myself, is sweet talk with nothing behind it. I never attended their 
meetings again. I cut myself away from them. After trying for several 
weeks Mr. Lee and Miss Kahn failed and ceased to come to Pretoria. 

Following my meeting with Ghekonovsky and Archie Levitan, I 
went about talldng to my friends, telling them of the offer they maide 
to run night classes to help Africans who like myself were eager to 
improve their English and those who were keen to learn the art of 
reaiding and writing. Pretoria was full of such Africans who had 
never seen the inside of a class-room in their tribal villages. They 
wanted to communicate with their families back home, with friends 
far away, but were unable to do so. I managed to find a good num- 
ber like me who had seen the inside of class-rooms but were not 
good enough to express themselves in English, could not understand 
most of the things they read in English and could not write it in a 
way they could be proud of. 

The response was fantastic I informed Archie Levitan of the 
results of my recruiting, and he asked me to tell them that they were 
seeking a place where the class could be held. As soon as they found 
one I would be told the place and the date on which the fight against 
illiteracy would begin. I went round spreading the news and every- 
one interested got ready. A few weeks later Archie asked me to meet 
him and others after work at 150 Struben Street, to see the place 
they had found. That evening I met seven persons, five men and two 
women, all Europeans. They were Archie, Ghekonovsky, George 
Findlay, his wife Joan, Samuel Woolf, his wife Ethel, and a Dutch- 
speaking man called Retief. I was introduced to them and they wel- 
comed me with warm handshakes. The place had been used as a 
butcher's shop before and was owned by a man called Mr. Massey. 
There was a large room in front and a smaller one at the back big 
enough to hold a good number of people. A week later we met 
there again to start classes. 

All except Retief became our teachers. As the classes progressed, 
new faces also came in to help. The people who started the classes 
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were CSoxmnumsts attached to the Johannesbui^ district committee 
of the Cknmnwiist Party of South Africa. Apart from basic thiogs like 
reading, ivriting and oomiting, we were taught, those of us who could 
already read and write, many things like politics, trade unionism, 
the formation of organisations, the running of such organisations, 
the reasons why trade unions were necessary to industry, and the 
reasons for the low wages and bad conditions experienced by the 
workers, particularly the Africans, in South Africa. The explanations 
I had heard from Mr. Lee and Miss Kahn were repeated by our 
teachers, who also said that without organisation higher wages and 
better conditions of work were unattainable. They, too, referred to 
England and other European countries. If, they said, the workers of 
those countries could help themselves by forming and supporting 
strong trade unions, the Africans could do the same in South Africa. 

They told us that the pass laws were designed and maintained by 
those who ruled the country to control the movement of the Africans 
and force them, by arresting them for not working, to accept low 
wages in desperation to avoid going to prison. They opened our eyes, 
particularly mine, telling us that the passes were never meant to be 
means of identification for poor Africans who would get lost and 
never be traced, but to beat them into submission and to make them 
a permanent source of cheap labour in the industries of the country. 
They did not hide their political identity from us, they told us 
frankly that they were Communists and their party recognised no 
colour bar. They went on to say that their party was not promising 
anyone an easy passage in the struggle for equality and the abolition 
of segregation in South Africa, but that it did say that people could 
achieve equality before the law if they stood together. 

They advised us strongly that as Africans we should belong to the 
African liberatory organisation, the African National Congress, work 
in it, make it strong and turn it into a fighting force for the African 
people. They said that it was no good for us to complain that CSon- 
gress was not doing anything for us, the right thing was to say, what 
am I doing in Congress, am I playing a leading role in its activities, 
am I seeing to it that it becomes a powerful force with determined 
leadership, dedicated to the cause of gaining equality for the Africans 
in the country, the abolition of the pass laws and the ending of all 
forms of colour discrimination in the country ? 

The Goimnunist party will welcome you into its ranks, but you 
will be expected to work hard, be dedicated, honest a^d willing to 
take on tasks assigned to you, they told us. If you like, you can belong 
to both Congress and the Communist party, but at least belong to 
Congress. The Communist party is dedicated to two stages, they 
said, the first to work for complete equality for all the people of this 
country regardless of their colour, sex, creed, or former place of 
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origin, the second to achieve in this country a socialist form of 
republic within which all the people would have complete equal 
opportunities to improve themselves and to advance. 

As time went by I found myself being attracted to their ideas, 
particularly since they did not promise us anything by waiting for 
it to come. Their frankness that we would have to do things our- 
selves if we wanted wrongs ended appealed to me most. They built 
within me a feeling of being someone who could do something with 
others to achieve something for oursdves. The suspicions which I still 
entertained, even when I agreed to attend classes organised and run 
by them, hegan gradually to melt away. They made me see that 
Europeans are not our enemies. What impressed me most was that 
they q>Qke against things done to us by their own people. 

Tbe classes ran for a few months, and many of us benefited fixmi 
tihem. Not only Communists taught at the classes, but others volun- 
teered and came along to help in the fight against illiteracy. They 
charged their pupils nothing and in most cases spent theu: own 
money buying stationery for their pupils. Those who came to help 
were lawyers, book-keq>en, chemists and teachers. All of them felt 
that they were passing on what they had been fortunate to acquire 
to those less fortunate. I began to ask myself, what sincerity do I still 
need firom them? Here they come, suspend their pleasures, leave 
their homes, come here to pass on what they know to us &et of 
chaige. I began to apologise silently for the views I used to hold 
that they were all our enemies by nature. 

Our classes began to grow, especially the beginners' class. Men and 
women of all ages were seen in them. After several months I suspect 
that someone, possibly the police, b^;an to frighten the landlord, 
Mr. Massey, saying that his place was being used to spread comr 
munism. Some of the people like Sam Woolf, Geoige Findlay and 
their wives were well-known Communists in Pretoria, though there 
was no Communist party there. At the b^^inning of one month Mr. 
Massey gave us notice under the pretext that he wanted the place for 
his own use. That meant the break-up of our school. After trying 
hard to find another place and Ruling, we had reached the end. This 
caused great regret to us all, but we were powerless to do anything. 
We could have foimd a place in Marabastad, or anywhere that non- 
Europeans lived, but ^lis would have meant that each day our 
teachers would have been required to ask for permits to enter the 
area, which would have been impossible. Without a home people 
scatter, and we were not the exception to the rule. We scattered and 
lost touch with each other. For me, it had been an introduction to 
another world, of reading books, books and more books, and politics. 
I became a Communist at heart, but not officially; I carried no card. 

I don't know how long our Struben Street school would have lasted 
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if Mr. Massey had not closed it down. It had shaped my political 
future and made up my mind as to how I was to spend the rest of my 
adult life. I had b^^un to read about events in other countries, trying 
lo relate them to ^e events at home. I had become convinced that 
the way South Afiica was ruled was influenced by events abroad. 

I read about the events in Italy at the time I had run away from 
home to Kroondal in nineteen twenty-two, when the fascist Benito 
MussoUni marched on Rome and established himsdf as sole ruler of 
Italy. I learned what resulted from that; the destruction of the 
Italian trade unions and the Socialist movement, the preparation of 
Italy for war, and the breaking of the League of Nations, which was 
supposed to make nations settle their quarrels by words rather than 
by guns. The school had taught me that the Communist movement 
was the utter enemy of fascism and that fascism was equally the 
enemy of the Communist movement. My assessment of the rule in 
my own country left me in no doubt that we were under fascism. 

And there were the events in Germany in nineteen thirty-three, 
the taking over of power there by Adolf Hitler, the rule of the Nazi 
party, which launched a vicious attack on the Jewish people, elimi- 
nated all opposition, and destroyed the trade unions, the Communist 
party and the entire Left movement ; deeds which were admired by 
the Nationalist party of the European tribe of my own country. 
All this confirmed my assessment that my country had been turned 
into a police state and was ruled by fascists. Smuts and Hertzog 
believed deeply in race purity, in the master race theory, segrega- 
tion, denial of human rights and the keeping down of non-Europeans, 
particularly Africans. In that they belonged to the same school as 
Hitler and Mussolini. 

I also took part in witnessing the flames of the Reichstag which 
Hitler burnt but cast the blame on the German Communists, to 
enable himself and those who endorsed him to justify his vicious 
actions; the ending of civil liberties in Germany. I was fascinated 
by the way one world-famous Communist, a Bulgarian, Georgi 
Dimitrov, whom Hitler attempted to make a scapegoat, fought the 
Lion in its own den, tore the mask off its face and left it bare for 
everybody to see that it was out to plunge the world into the 
destructive flames of the second world war. Reading Georgi 
Dimitrov's bold attacks on fascism in its nest convinced me of what 
a man can do for the people and the cause he holds dear, whether 
others agree with him or not. The courage of Communists in South 
Africa and abroad inspired me inunensely, though I did not join 
them at once. 

The attack by Mussolini's Italy on Ethiopia in nineteen-thirty- 
five, and the way influential members of the League of Nations 
refused to aid unarmed Ethiopia against the aggressor, refortified 
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my waning suspicions that throughout the world a case was judged 
by the colour of those who were engaged in litigation rather than by 
its merits. In it I could see nothing diiTerent from South Africa. Those 
were the conflicts which were tearing my mind and causing me 
great mieasiness. I could not find the way out of them. When I was 
about to fall down there were other things which picked me up. 
The stand taken by Russia and Mexico demanding the upholding of 
the principles of the League of Nations restored me to the right 
thinking that all white people were not our enemies. The fact that 
they were in a minority but took a firm stand taught me that one 
must not throw up one's hands and say, *It's no use doing anything, 
they won't agree.' Their arguments at the League of Nations further 
taught me that, though they spoke to a small circle of men, they were 
in fact addressing a world-wide audience. The Spanish civil war 
also influenced me greatly. 

In those years between nineteen-thirty-five and nineteen-thirty- 
nine I frequendy visited the Lef^ Book Club run by the Pretoria 
Communists and others of Left opinions, first at Gresham Bmldings 
and later at Hamilton CSiambers, both in St. Andries Street. There I 
read Left books which I could not find anywhere else, since there 
was no library in the city where non-Europeans could obtain books 
to read. There was also a second-hand book shop which sold Left 
Book Club books owned by a Mr. van Leer in Paul Kruger Street, 
which connects Church Square and the main railway station. At the 
Left Book Club or at Mr. van Leer's shop I could find books to read 
or buy to read at home. At first none of them was easy for me to 
understand, with the little school education that I had, but because I 
was interested I worked hard to understand them, though it took a 
very long time. 

The history of British trade unionism, Keir Hardie's life and works 
and the founding of the British Labour party were amongst the 
things I enjoyed struggling to read about and understand. On the 
Soutii Afiican scene I studied the causes of the Anglo-Boer war, its 
end and the peace negotiations firom nineteen-o-two to the foimding 
of the Union of South Afiica, matters firom which the Afiicans were 
excluded by the Boers and the British. Hard books to understand I 
I found were Lenin's Selected Works^ but later, after a long time, they 
began to inspire me. Lenin's determination against great odds, his 
strength to carry on even when in exile, bi^t &ith in me. The 
History of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union by Joseph Stalin, and 
his Problems of Leninism, added more strength and faith in me. 

Joseph Stalin's capacity to influence such a vast country as Russia 
and the whole Communist movement throughout the entire world 
amazed me and inspired me more than I could explain. When I 
heard his critics say that he was using secret police to force his 

198 



Copyrighted material 



influence on the Russian people, I asked, 'Is everyone in Russia a 
member of his secret police? If your assertions are correct, then he 
must have a secret policeman or ivoman in every fiunily or every 
group of people.' 

Sometimes in the evenings when my deliveries of shoes were 
finished I used to attend lectures on trade uniomsm, politics, and 
social subjects at the Left Book Club by Sam Woolf, George Findlay, 
Franz Bc^off and others. Moscow News was one of the papers I used 
to read there, and fix)m that came into contact with the Communist 
International Organisation's activities and its reports. They too 
widened my knowledge of world afiairs. Through it I knew the 
names of most leaders of the Communist parties throughout the 
world. In the United States of America I admired figures like John 
Z. Foster, Earl Browder, Eugene Dennis and others; in France, 
Maurice Thorez and Jacques Duclos; in Italy, Palmiro Togliatti; in 
Spain, Madame Dolores Ibaruri; in Germany, Ernest Thaelmann; 
in Brazil, Prestos; in Britain, Willie Gallagher, Palme Dutt and 
Harry Pollitt; in China, Mao Tse Tung and Dr. Sun Yat Sen, though 
he was not a Communist; in India, P. Joshi; in Indo-China, as it was 
called, Ho Chi Minh; and at home veteran trade unionist and 
founder of the Communist party of South Africa, William Henry 
Andrews. I came late, when one who will always Hve in the history 
of work for better relationship between black and white was no 
longer in the scene, Sidney Percival Bunting. Dr. Edward Roux, 
famous for organising Mayiboye night schools for Africans in 
Johannesburg, was no longer active when I came into contact with 
the party. I shall be faiUng if I miss the names of Dr. Max Joffee and 
his brother who helped to organise African mine workers along the 
Reef, a man I never missed at any meeting I attended in Johannes- 
burg. 

None of them could have done more for better relationships be- 
tween the inhabitants of South Africa of all colours. Those I met 
built me up and gave me courage to carry on to the day I left the 
country which I shall never stop loving, together with its inhabitants 
of all colours. It is easy to accuse South Africans, but I know that 
they are incited by those who rule them to distrust each other and 
some to follow a myth that they are superior to the others and as 
such are performing an ordained mission to rule and have all the 
best while the rest live in himger and frightful poverty. 
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XXV Father's Death 



From the day I arrived in Pretoria I never spent a single Christmas 
Day \idthout enjoying it with my parents in Fhokeng. Every CShrist- 
mas Eve night I took the train firom Pretoria main railway station. 
On the Gbristmas of nineteen-thirty-four I arrived to find my 
fiitfaer away ddng thatching for another tribe to the nordi of our 
place. He had many engagements there and thatched nearly the 
entire village. He was so good at his work that before he finished a 
house there were already two, three or more in the queue waiting 
for him. He did not come to Phokeng for Ghristmas* and since I 
had not seen him for twelve months I missed him. I returned to 
Pretoria dissatisfied that I had not seen him or exchanged greetings 
and best wishes with him. 

In March nlneteen-thirty-five I felt compelled to go and see die 
man who brought me into life. Knowing that there was no train 
Seam Phokeng to where he was thatching, I bought a brand new 
Hercules bicycle firom Pretoria Cycle House and travelled by it to 
Phokeng and firom there to where my fiither was working. I had not 
written to mother to tell her that I was coming, nor to fitther. 
Mother was surprised to see me so early in the year, but was relieved 
when I told her the reason. I spent three days in the jtribe seeing 
firiends and relatives and on the fourth day I was in the saddle cycling 
to my father. I left mother early in the morning at half-past seven 
and arrived at Bobididi, Tweelaagte, at five in the afternoon. I knew 
that without asking anyone I would spot father on the roof of a house 
busy thatching. I was right. When I entered the village, right at the 
edge of it there I saw my father on top of a house in bright sunshine. 
He did not see me coming; those who did had no idea that I was his 
son. 

I found him with the man who helped him. The owners of the 
place were away, but coming back later. He heard a voice - 1 doubt 
whether he recognised it - and as he looked down he saw me stand- 
ing there with my teeth shining bright with joy that I had found him. 
'Oh,' he shouted in surprise, 'is that you, where do you come from?' 
*I have come to see you,' I replied. At once he came down to intro- 
duce me to his helper, saying, *This is my only son.' That took place 
after we had embraced, both with great emotion. From that time 
Father stopped work and waited for the owners to come back. They 
came and he introduced me to them. 
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The next day &ther told the people he was thatching for that the 
following day he was leaving with me for Phokeng. There were 
things for both of us to discuss there before I returned to Pretoria. 
They were disappointed when he told them that he had no idea 
when he would be back to resume his work. I could read that in 
their faces, though they did not openly say it in words. As arranged, 
we left for Phokeng and we spent ten days with mother before I 
returned to Pretoria, again by bicycle. I shall never forget my 
father's last words to me when we parted. On the day of my depar- 
ture he took a long walk with me, telling me to take great care of 
myself, also reminding me that I had reached a marrying age and 
that I should think seriously about getting married, at the same time 
trying to take me back to his early days and suggesting that he and 
mother should look for a good wife for me amongst the people they 
knew and trusted. 

When we shook hands he said, *Think seriously about what I have 
been saying, this may well be our last meeting and words together. 
We may not meet and talk again.' He turned back, we waved good- 
bye and turned our backs on one another. I disappeared from him 
and similarly he disappeared from me. Indeed, it was our last meet- 
ing and our last words. Back in Pretoria one day at the beginning of 
August, when I returned from delivering shoes I saw a fellow-tribes- 
man standing by Cuthberts*, where I worked. He was our Para- 
mount Chief's son-in-law, a man who could not have cared less about 
tribal men in Pretoria, but I guessed that he was waiting for me and 
wondered why, since we were not friends. When I reached him he 
handed me a telegram he had received from Phokeng, requesting 
him to let me know that my father was seriously ill and I should 
come home at once as he wished to talk to me. I thanked him for the 
information and he left. I told my manager, Mr. MacDonald, and 
asked him for permission to leave the next day. He agreed. He was 
kind and ordered the office to give me two weeks* pay, two pounds. 

During the train journey to Phokeng on Wednesday, I was 
worried that I would find my &ther alr^dy dead. My fears were 
based on the fact that, since I had known hhn, he had never spent 
one day confined to bed sick. To hear of his being HI was a completely 
new thing for me. I grew so used to not seeing him sick that it never 
occurred to me that one day he would fall sick like anyone eke. Even 
when he used to warn me to take things seriously and not to depend 
so much on him or mother, saying one day we shall be dead and you 
will find yourself alone with nobody to expect help from, I never 
really believed that he would die one day. He used hiinself and 
mother as an example: they had their parents, they died and left 
them alone. That, too, never sank deep into my mind. 

I arrived in the afternoon and more worries were added when I 
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found my three married sisters already there, father's two half- 
sisters, two men cousins and other relatives and neighbours. I 
thought that he was already dead. He was still alive. Having arrived 
I waited outside for forty-five JoinuteSy and during that short time 
one of father's half-sisters gave me an accoimt of his sickness. She 
told me that he was away, as usual, back at the village where I went 
to fetch him in March, and a week ago mother had received news 
that he was sick. Mother, like all of us, being unaccustomed to him 
falling sick, hurriedly went to fetch him back to Phokcng. She found 
him sick but not as I found him. Since his arrival back in Phokeng, 
my aunt told me, his sickness had grown worse. She said to me, 
'Unfortunately for you, since this morning he has ceased speaking. 
His last words this morning,* she told me, 'were to ask whether you 
had been called from Pretoria. From that time he uttered no word.' 

Having heard that from my aunt I went into the house and into 
the room where he was laid. I found him critically sick, but his eyes 
were open as though he saw me and everything around him. I sat 
down by his bed and greeted him, expecting a reply because his eyes 
were fi»5d on me, but not a word passed through his Ups. I shook hb 
hand several times, moving my left hand over his forehead, trying to 
xnake him feel that I was with him, but what I wanted from his lips, 
words of welcome, never came. Nig^t fell and I went to bed still 
waiting. The next day, Thursday, I went to greet him, expecting 
some improvement, but that day was worse than the previous one. 
His eyes were still bright as though he could talk. 

That morning at ten or eleven o'clock he spoke but I was not by 
his bedside. I was walking in the yard, sad, wondering what was 
going to happen at any time. I was deeply worried, like the moon 
right in the centre of the sky about to be deserted by the clouds which 
had hidden it for a long time. My mother's sister who was there at 
the time called me in hurriedly, saying, 'Your &ther wants to speak 
to you.' Inside I held his hand and tried to get words out of him by 
saying to him, 'Father, it's me, I am here.' He kept his eyes fixed on 
me but said nothing. Everyone who was there, including mother, 
was surprised. They told me that he had said, 'Has Nyadioe arrived 
from Pretoria?' When they said yes, he asked, * Where is he?' Those 
were hb last words. I did not hear them. 

I spent the day not moving far away, hoping that he might speak 
again. It was all in vain. Night fdl, we aU went to bed, but my 
fiitfaer's hours to live were numbered. The next morning, like every- 
one else, I tried to make him speak to me but things were the same 
as the day before. Word had spread in the village that the end was 
near. Many people had gathered to find out how he was getting on; 
some were leaving after hearing the news, others were delaying their 
departures to talk to me and my sisters to strengthen our morale. 
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At eight or nine o*clock that morning, Friday, my father ceased to 
live. My aunt, father's half-sister, came out of the house to announce 
the end by carrying water in a calabash. She dropped it and said, 
*The sun has set, the cradle is broken.* All the older people who were 
there stood up with their heads hanging, looking down for one 
minute, and that conveyed the news to me that my &ther was dead. 
Another old man, a relative, took me away from die rest for a walk, 
during which he consoled me by telling me that though he was my 
father, he was also his brother and tribesman. He went on to ask me 
not to ima^e that the loss was mine alone, it was suffered by the 
whole tribe and many people who knew him and many more who 
were entertaining the hope that one day he would do thatching for 
them. He asked me to consider myself fortunate because he died 
when I was already grown up and could look after myself. Many 
children, he told me, lose their fathers when they are very young; 
others, their fathers die when their mothers are pregnant and they 
grow to know only their names. 

In African tribal villages at that time we had no undertakers, but 
we had good carpenters who were expert at making coffins. We 
would go to the hardware store to purchase planks, together with 
everything else needed. All the stores in the villages stocked such 
equipment. Near our home was an Indian store-keeper, Ismael 
Bokaria. He had known father well and they were great friends ; he 
knew he was sick and he too used to call to hear how he was getting 
on. When we went to him for coffin equipment he charged for the 
planks and nails but contributed the other materials free as a gift to 
his old friend. My father's death revealed to me that he was a very 
famous man. He was buried on Sunday and crowds of people came 
along to bury him. What surprised me was that when Mr. Penzhom, 
the Lutheran Church minister, was told of his death he said, *He was 
not a Christian, but he allowed his wife and children to belong to 
the church. He never refused to come to help me when I needed 
thatching to be done on my house and the schools, and he was a 
friend. I am going to give him a Christian burial.' 

That Sunday afternoon service was my father's service in the 
Lutheran Church. Mr. Penzhom conducted it himself. Many people 
were surprised and I was also surprised. My father's coffin was laid 
on the altar, as though he had frequently iDeen seen in the church 
amongst its congregation. I was so overtaken by grief that when the 
carpenters were busy at home making the coffin I nearly went to 
them to order them to stop; my father was not dead, they were only 
wishing that he was dead. Even at the graveyard when men began 
to lower father's coffin into the grave I nearly shouted to them to 
stop, they were putting a living man into the hole. One of my 
relatives, an old man, had nodced that I was in that state; he held 
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me all the time. It was because of him that I did not jump into the 
grave to stop the men when they began to cover the coffin with earth. 
Only when I got back home, I was free, laughing and joking with 
Other people. Only then was I convinced that my £ither was dead. 

I spent two weeks at kome sorting out things and after that 
returned to Pretoria. I was still left with the task of gathering all 
fiither's animals which were scattered amongst many of his friends. 

Having buried my father I vowed that I was no longer going to 
vrony about politics but would become a true tribesman and care 
for my mother and the animals father left us. Many of my friends 
and tribesmen were not in Pretoria but in Johannesburg. They had 
tried hard to pull me to Johannesbuig and offered to help me to find 
a job there. I loved Pretoria so for many yean I had refrued. While 
I was in Phokeng I realised that ifl returned to Pretoria it would be 
difficult to carry out my vow. The way to enable myself to carry it 
out was to go to Johannesbuig. I wrote to Guthberts' manager to say 
that I needed two noore weeks to settle things after my Other's death. 
At the same time I wrote to friends in Johannesbuig that at last I 
was coming to join tbem. They replied saying, you are welcome^ 
t*ntn^ anv tune. 

I had more than twenty pounds in the post office. I left home with- 
out a travdling pass and took a chance and went to Johannesbuig. 
Diale, the boy who had received me in Pretoria five years before, was 
now in Johannesbuig working for Roman Catholic monks as their 
cook and housekeeper. He promised me that shelter and food would 
be no problem, all I needed was to land in the City of Gold. The 
rules were the same, on arrival go first to the native commissioner's 
office for a permit to seek work. I knew that without a travelling pass 
it was useless going there and decided that if I got a job I would go 
there to say that I had lost all my documents and place myself at 
tbeir mercy. Guthberts' manager believed I was in Phokeng, yet I 
was in Johannesburg seeking a job, eating and sleeping in the 
monastery. 

I tried everything to. find a job, my fiiends tried as well, but my 
luck was out fbr two weeks. There was in Johannesbuig a man well 
known to the Afiricans and hated by them, Mr. Du Preez^ a Euro- 
pean, head of the police squad whose task it was to clean the city of 
Afiicans who were not working and without valid documents, and 
arrest them under section seventeen of the Native Urban Areas Act 
as vagrants. Thousands of Afincans had been sent to the prison 
colony called Blue Sky, a hdl where brutality was at its highest 
Many went there and never returned. Du Preez was nicknamed 
'Sporting' by the Afiicans because he wore a sports coat all the time. 
Every African male who went to Johannesburg at that time to seek 
work was warned by others to look out for Sporting and his men. 
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Du Preez started his work of arresting Africans and sending them 
to Blue Sky in nineteen-twenty-five after Hertzog's government had 
inserted section seventeen. By the time of my arrival he was still 
active but old and tired. He was still arrestmg hundreds of Africans 
a day. At Marshall Square, the main police station, he got rid of 
many by persuading them to plead guilty, and collected ten shillings 
from each for admission of guilt. He even sent others out to friends to 
see if they could get ten shillings to pay their fines. 

On the Wednesday of my seond week in the City of Gold I went 
out to try my luck job hunting in the shopping centre. In Church 
Street, at about ten or eleven o'clock while I was admiring things in 
the window of a men's shop, I felt someone tapping me on the shoul- 
der. When I looked at him he asked me where I was working. I said 
I was looking for work. Thereupon he demanded to see my passes. I 
realised that I was in Sporting's net. I tried to escape by running 
away from him. He chased me along Church Street westwards, 
appealing to people to stop me. In the end two men, Europeans, 
came to his assistance and caught me for him. When he arrived he 
handcuffed my hands behind my back and took me to the corner of 
Harrison Street, where I found a large number of arrested Africans 
being looked after by his men. 

We were marched to Marshall Square, all handcuffed, and there 
Sporting asked each one of us whether we pleaded guilty or not. 
Following the example of the others, I pleaded guilty, but said that 
I had no money on me. He asked me if I knew someone nearby who 
could help me with ten shillings. I remembered that not far from 
there one of my friends worked in a garage. He sent me out there still 
handcuffed with one of his men. Luckily for me my friend gave me 
ten shillings, which released me from Sporting's net. From there I 
went straight back to the monastery to tell my friend that on Satur- 
day I was returning to Pretoria. Thursday and Friday I did not 
leave the yard. I drew a pound from the post office, repaid my friend's 
ten shillings and used the balance for fares to Pretoria. I left at ten 
o'clock and at half-past eleven I reported at Guthberts' as though I 
was only just arriving from Phokeng. I wanted to start work on 
Monday, but Mr. MacDonald said, *You start now; go and get 
your bicycle from the shed to deliver parcels.' When the shop shut at 
one o'clock, I was on the saddle on the way to do dehveries. 
Johannesburg was not for me. 

Some of the barriers I wanted to erect between me and politics 
from nineteen-thirty-seven to 'thirty-nine were girl friends. In that 
period I had five of them, three in Pretoria and two in Johannesburg. 
I used to travel at weekends to visit those in the City of Gold, but 
none of them knew that I was there seeing the other. They were in 
different parts of the city; and didn't know of each other's existence. 
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They were Mpona Sepato and Mmeme Raleru. Mpona Scpato was a 
girl from my tribe, from Luka, a branch of Phokcng, whom I met in 
Pretoria before she went to Johannesburg. Mmeme Raleru was from 
another tribe, but had lived in Phokeng with relatives, sent there by 
her parents to go to school and learn English. She was much more 
beautiful than Mpona Sepato. 

I was in love with both of them, but Mpona Sepato was so deeply 
in love with me that one weekend I wrote to her telling her that I 
would not visit her, but suddenly changed my mind, and late on 
Saturday took a train to the City of Gold to surprise her. I was taking 
the chance that if I did not find her in I would go to Mmeme Raleru 
to surprise her as well. But when I got out of the train at Park 
Station, the city*s main railway station, I found her waiting at the 
part of the platform where she knew I would alight from Pretoria. 
I asked her whether she had come to meet someone, but she told me 
that she felt that I was coming and she had to be there to welcome 
me. 

I found myself torn between them all, not knowing which one to 
marry. They were all very kind and gave me all the comfort I 

needed. I was always happy when I was with any of them. Parental 
influence in marriage was still very strong; though we were in love 
there were still bridges we had to cross before we could marry. Our 
parents had to agree and approve. Marrying without parents' 
approval was considered scandalous. While my friendship with 
Mpona Sepato was at its height, she was called home, to be told 
by her parents that they had arranged for her to marry a local boy. 
Everything was at an advanced stage and she had to do as she was 
told. She was not in love with the boy. She wrote me a heart- 
breaking letter requesting me to send her money. She wanted to run 
away before she was tied to a boy she did not love. 

Fearing that if I did send her money news would spread and even- 
tually reach my parents that I broke someone's daughter's marriage, 
I wrote to her regretting what had happened but advised her to 
respect her parents' wishes. She wrote three letters, still insisting that 
she would marry no one but me and I should send her money to run 
away. I replied to the second letter repeating what I said in my first 
letter. Other letters after that I did not reply to and Mpona married 
her parents' man. The man was much older than she was. They were 
a married couple for two years, but one day I got the sad news that 
her husband killed her and then hanged himself. That was how my 
friendship with Mpona Sepato ended. 

Mmeme Raleru was in feet engaged through her parents to a 
retative of mine, Seth Mbkgatle, who was working &r away in Gape 
Town. Seth heard about our friendship going on all the years he 
was in Gape Town. On his return he told her that he had had no 
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objection because we were relatives, but said that since he had 
returned the friendship had to stop. Mmeme admitted the friend- 
ship. Seth then requested her to give him all my letters to read, 
promising her that he would send them all back to me to make me 
realise that he knew about the friendship and that I should break it 
up. Mmeme was trapped and handed all my letters to Seth. Seth 
took the letters to show his parents that Mmeme was unreliable, and 
that if they got married we woidd continue our friendship in secret 
He was wounded that I could do such a thing to him, knowing well 
that Mmeme was his girl friend and they were engaged to get 
married. The engagement was broken off, since my letters were 
evidence that Mmeme had been carrying on a friendship with me 
for a number of years. Her parents hated me, and so did Seth and his 
parents, though as relatives they did not show it openly. My parents, 
too, disapproved of my actions strongly and blamed me for having 
done a friend and relative an injustice. Mmeme and I became 
enemies ; I blamed her for giving my letters away and she blamed me 
for having caused her engagement to break up. We lost contact with 
each other, but as time went by I heard that she married another 
man and they settled in Cape Town. Some years later I heard that 
Mmeme was in Pretoria staying with her cousin. I asked her cousin 
to ask her if I could see her to apologise, but she said that she had 
decided to keep me out of her sight for ever. 

In Pretoria I was visiting Ntobana Kgamphe, Nana More and 
Matlhapi Sekgothe. They were all pretty, and I took great care that 
they knew nothing of each other. I was very strict that my girl 
friends should never visit me at my room in Marabastad. I knew that 
if I allowed that to happen my secrets would be revealed. I was 
deeply in love with the three of them but much more with Nana 
More. While I went on seeing her she got engaged through her 
parents to a boy at her home in the tribal village of Hebron, not far 
from Pretoria. Like Mpona Sepato, she attempted to resist, but 
knowing that I would not marry her, I encouraged her to obey and 
respect her parents' wishes, promising her that each time she came 

to Pretoria I would always be ready to sec her and give her whatever 

I was able to give. 

Matlhapi Sekgothe was so in love with me that one day when her 
father was in Pretoria she arranged a meeting for me and her father. 
I could see that her father did not fancy me, though he pretended to 
have no objections. That year she went home to spend Christmas 
with her parents. She did not return to Pretoria but went to visit 
her aunt in Johannesburg. I think that she was ordered to forget me. 
She got a job in the City of Gold. She knew my address; I did not 
know hers but she never wrote to me so that we could meet. That 
ended our friendship. 
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Ntobana Kgamphe became the centre of my attraction and we 
planned to bring our friendship to the attention of our parents and 
seek permission to get married. Because of that I made her pregnant, 
and in ninetecn-thirty-eight she gave birth to a baby girl whom she 
named Peggy» and I was the father. When Christmas of that year 
drew near, I wrote asking her to request her mother to permit me to 
visit her and the baby Peggy at her home at Christmas. Her mother 
was a widow, and she granted the permission. I went to spend 
CShristmas with them. The custom was that if I went to people to 
whose daughter I was not engaged they should treat me just as a 
plain visitor, and not discuss with me the damage I had cavised them 
and their daughter. That custom was stricdy observed while I was 
there. All they were waiting for was for my mother or her representa^ 
tiv6 to come to apologise and to admit that their son had caused 
damage for which they accepted the responsibility. My mother was 
also a widow. I was well treated at the Kgamphcs and I enjoyed the 
little girl I hoped to raise. 

Having beoi forced to return to Pretoria by Sporting arresting 
me in Johannesbmg, I decided to turn the other way. I was still not 
a Communist but greatly inspired by the party's teachings. I was 
unwilling to go iQrmly into peptics but events at home and abroad 
forced me. On. Sundays I reluctandy used to attend the open-air 
meetings of Africans outside Marabastad to listen to what radicals, 
the IGU and Congress speakers had to say about many things which 
were happening daily in Pretoria and elsewhere. The main topics, 
as usual, were fit effects of the passes and police raids in Marabastad 
and other African locations which were mainly carried out on Satur- 
days for passes and beer. In such raids, not only men but women 
were arrested for being in possession of beer in their homes and for 
brewing. 

At the end of that year, nineteen-thirty-five, I did not go to 
Phdkeng to spend Christmas with my mother because I had been 
there in August to attend my father's funeral. I was invited by a 
young woman friend, Selina Mogomotsi, to spend the festival with 
her fiunily in an African village not very far from Pretoria called 
Rantailane-de Wildt, a branch of the Makau tribe. That was the 
first Christmas I spent away from home. My mind was made up to 
turn my frtce against politics. 

Nineteen-thirty-six came along with its troubles and found me 
wavering, imsettled, trying to forget about going to the Left Book 
dub, or to attend lectures there. The Smuts-Hertzog government 
launched an attack on the African people by framing and passing the 
law disenfranchising the Africans in the Cape Province who had 
been able to vote since nineteen-ten. The law came to be known as 
the Nadve Representation Act of nineteen-thirty-six. Before it the 
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Native Urban Areas Act of nineteen-twenty-three, amended by 
Hertzog's government in nineteen-twenty-five, had created advisory 
boards in all African locations in the country. This meant that 
Africans who had become urbanised must elect their own men into 
bodies called Native Advisory Boards to advise municipalities of 
their needs, as though Africans were strange people in the country 
whose needs were not known by those who ruled them. Advisory 
boards could only advise. Municipalities were firee to reject their 
recommendations. 

The mneteen-thirty-dx Act was creating a larger advisory board 
for the whole country which would also, it was said, advise the 
government on the needs of the African people. 

That national advisory body was called the Native Representative 
Council, to be elected by the Africans through the urban advisory 
boards and in rural areas by the Ghiefr through electoral colleges. 
Instead of the Africans being enabled to vote for or against those 
who made laws for the country, they were given advisory boards to 
recommend what was needed for them or by them. The same rule 
was applied ; the government was free to reject the recommendations 
of the Native Representative Council. I could not hold myself back 
from attending the first meeting of the Chiefs and leaders of the 
Africans from the Free State and the Transvaal held in the Methodist 
Central Hall, Vermeulen Street. Here they were to be told of the 
new law by which they were made to believe that at last the govern- 
ment was going to allow them to choose their own men to tell it of 
their needs and get improvements for them. I was glad when Africans 
all over the country rejected the idea and demanded the right to 
vote in the same way as Europeans. The Africans' rejection was 
blamed on the Communists who, it was said, were standing in the 
way of African progress. 

The same year, in December, the African leaders met in Bloem- 
fontein to debate and consider the implications of the situation 
created by the Hertzog-Smuts government. At that time they were 
heavily divided, some saying that they should accept the offer and 
others insisting on rejection. At the Bloemfontein conference, after 
fierce debates, one of the highly respected leaders, Professor T. 
Jabavu, came along with a recommendation that half a loaf was 
better than no bread, which meant that though they were not happy 
with what was offered it was better to have something through which 
they could work for improvements. The Nadve Representation Act 
was accepted and the newspapers hailed the decision as a victory for 
African progress. I was for total rejection because I was guided by 
the example of the advisory boards, which were at the mercy of 
mimicipalides and whose recommendations were in many cases 
rejected on the grounds that they were recommending the impossible. 
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I continued reading newspapers and Left Book Club books, but 
very seldom went to the Left Book Club for lectures. I decided that 
what would take me away from politics completely was to become a 
man interested solely in social events, dances, parties and girl 
friends. I was frequently at the Orient Hall or the Empire Hall, 
Boom Street, dancing, or at parties. 

The social life I had chosen as an alternative to politics used to 
take me as far afield as Johannesbuiig on some nights to dance in the 
Inchcape Hall at Mai Mai, Wemmer, dancing with African beauties 
working in the City of Gold. At times I went with others to places 
like Benoni, Brakpan and Springs to dance. That was an expensive 
business; we went by taxi and had to pay to get into the hall and for 
refreshments inside to show the girls that one was kind and generous. 
I was always broke, owing friends money and finding it difficult to 
settle my debts. Once seen in a dance hall or at parties, you always 
got invitations because you had shown yourself to be interested. 

Diuing the week it was always the same, reading old newspapers 
or new ones if I could get them, or reading books at home, struggling 
to understand the contents. On Sundays, when I had nowhere to go, 
I would reluctantly visit open-air meetings. I liked to meet my girl 
friends, but preferred to see them in the evenings when I was free. 
At heart, I called myself a Communist, though I was not a member 
of the Communist party of South Africa. The war in Ethiopia was 
raging; my sympathies were with Ethiopia. The Spanish war was 
on; my sympathies were with the Republicans. In the United States 
of America the trial of the Scottsborough boys was going from court 
to court. Africans were going to prison in laige numbers in my 
country merely for pass offences. Stories about Jewish persecution in 
Rider's Germany were not missing on newspaper pages. I was seeing 
unpleasant things near and &r. Gould I last long away from politics 
under those circumstances, I asked myself? I tried to read about 
them but not be influenced by them. 

Expenses forced me to withdraw from dances and parties. Friends 
began to see me getting lonely, retreating into my room in Maraba- 
stad at Mr. Madisha's house, 41 Third Avenue. I was sharing a room 
with a friend, Rampai Madiba, who was very mudi interested in 
girls. Most of the time he was away visiting girl friends and that gave 
me a chance to read more in his absence. Rampai Madiba was a very 
good singer, good looking, with a beautifrd voice and girls could not 
resist him. He was singing in a group called the Roaring Forties 
which used to win prizes in African Eisteddfods. 

It was there at Marabastad that I decided to engage in politics. 
Many heart-breaking episodes were taking place around me. Not a 
single month passed without the police raiding Marabastad and 
other African locations searching for beer and passes. As a result 
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many African men and women were arrested. There was also agita- 
tion going on that Marabastad was too close to Europeans and must 
be demolished. In fact the place was a slum and uxdiealthy. It was 
built of corrugated iron sheets, with electric lights in the streets but 
not in the houses. The streets were dusty and the water supply was 
poor. If it had not been that its demolition was to be on the grounds 
of being close to European residential areas, many people like myself 
would not have protested. We protested because we were said not to 
be fit to be near Europeans' homes though we were with them in the 
factories, in the shops and working in their homes, cooking their 
food and minding their children. 

Near Marabastad across the river to the east was another African 
location, Schonplaats. It was mainly a place of religious people 
whose language was Afrikaans. There was a large church belonging 
to the Lutherans of the Berlin Mission. Their head priest was Mr. 
Sachs, but services were conducted by an African priest called Mr. 
Motau. Schonplaats was the first on the list to be demolished and the 
inhabitants were given notice to leave and find themselves places to 
go to. They resisted the order to move for several months on the 
grounds that they had nowhere to go. It was said that the place 
belonged to the church and Mr. Sachs had sold it to Pretoria City 
Council. One day I witnessed a sight which broke my heart and 
which I have never been able to forget. I saw the City Council's 
workmen brought in to demoKsh Schonplaats, and as they did so to 
throw the inhabitants and their belongings out. That drove me into 
politics never to return. It was the end of Schonplaats. In its place 
was built a football ground and playing fields for European children. 
Schonplaats was a slum, and many unpleasant things were reported 
from there, but that was not why it was demolished. 

While I was hesitating whether I should apply for membership of 
the Communist party, newspapers came along with reports that the 
Communist party of the Soviet Union was being purged of its best 
and leading figures who had brought it into being and many were 
being arrested to stand trial. That was nineteen-thirty-seven. Lead- 
ing figures among them were Radek, Kamenev, Bukharin, army 
leaders and many others which newspapers said were the cream of 
the party. The newspapers also said that they were arrested because 
they opposed Stalin and those who supported him. 

Some were sentenced to death by firing squads. After reading the 
verdicts I remember asking myself, how can I join the party which 
destroys its cream, the pzirty with no future because its leadership is 
destroyed? I convinced myself that it was just a matter of time before 
the Communist party of the Soviet Union would cease to exist and 
ail the arguments for a World Communist Movement would col- 
lapse. I found myself overtaken by fear, wondering what was going 
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to happen, because among the Communists in South Africa was the 
only voice I could hear which demanded equal opportunities and 
education for non-Europeans. There was nothing else in the country 
demanding that for all non-Europeans. Congress was asking for 
better treatment for the Africans, the Indian Congress was doing the 
same for the Indians, the African Peoples* Organisation working in 
Cape Town was saying the same thing for the Coloured people. The 
whole held was open to the Hertzog-Smuts government to do as they 
saw fit. All I coidd do was wait and see. 

One day on a public hoUday I went out of Pretoria with a number 
of Afiicans who were not interested in politics, invited by one to his 
home where his father was opening a new house for which he had 
worked for a long time. He wanted to open it with a ceremony 
because it was indeed a large house and most modem. I spent two 
days there with the others, and while enjoying ourselves I suggested 
to them that we should form ourselves into a body called the Bantu 
Men's Society. They agreed, and back in Pretoria we met on several 
occasions, formed the Society and I was elected secretary. There 
were more than ten of us. We contributed a pound each every month 
and banked the money in a building society. 

Our sole aim was to raise money to buy plots of land and even- 
tually build on the properties, which could bring us enough income 
to become rich men. The money was banked in the name of the 
society and the interest from it was to be shared each year. I was all 
the time a Communist at heart, though disagreeing with what was 
happening in the Soviet Union. Unfortunately our original aims did 
not blossom into the fruits we intended, but the money helped in 
many other ways. As time went by some of us died. The first one to 
die was Nka Malope, a great fiiend of mine, whom I missed for a 
long time. We had to withdraw his money and gave it to his parents. 

As we grew older and desired to get married, each member luckily 
could fall back on what he had saved in the society. The money we 
saved founded many families, including my own. Nineteen-thirty- 
nine came along and the Communist party I had thought would 
collapse was still there in the Soviet Union and in South Africa and 
other parts of the world. I was about to ask for a form to apply for 
membership when another storm came along to blow me off. It was 
the arrival of Mcdotov in Berlin to sign a non-aggression pact with 
Ribbentrop. Fascism joining hands with Communism, enemies 
becoming friends: *No,' I said, 'not for me.' At that time the man 
who introduced me to the Communist movement, Archie Levitan, 
was in Krugersdorp. I wrote him a long letter asking him to explain 
how it could be possible for commimism and fascism to become 
fiiends. What grounds were there for them to have a common goal ? 
I was bitter and disappointed. Was the Soviet Union endorsing 
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were tiiey appfoving Hitler's deeds against the Jewish 
people? I asked myself and Mr. Levitan in my letter, 

A vreek later I got a more than ten-page letter from Levitan 
eq>laining at great length the purpose of the pact I remained uncon- 
vinced. Cteie df the passages I remember in Levitan's letter was the 
difference he wished me to see between the government and the 
party; they were not the same. The Soviet Union, he explained, was 
not the Communist party and Germany was not the Nazi party of 
Adolf Hitler. The pact was not between the parties, but between the 
governments. The Soviet government was aiming at avoiding a coih* 
flict with the German people whose minds had been poisoned by 
propaganda. Communism and fesdsm were still bitter enemies, 
Levitan explained, but that does not mean that the Soviet Union 
must send the Russian peoples' army into Germany to destroy it. For 
the destruction of fascism in Germany, he went on to explain, it was 
for the GJerman people to recognise its danger and turn against the 
Nazi party and its leader Hitler. If there was going to be war one 
day between the Soviet Union and Germany it would come from 
Hitler's fascist Grermany, not from the Soviet Union. 

Still unable to see all he was trying to make me see, I put the letter 
in my suitcase and forgot it. I did not reply, but simply said to myself 
I am finished with you and your Communist party as though I was a 
member of it. The year the war broke out I saw a meeting adver- 
tised and I went to the Left Book Club to listen. At the meeting I 
was disappointed to hear that Communists all over the world, 
including the Soviet Union, were not supporting the war, that it 
was not a people's war, not a just war, but an imperialists' war 
quarrelling for possession of the world. That could not go down my 
throat ; here they are again supporting fascism, giving it a chance to 
win. One of the leading members of the Communist party in 
Johannesburg, Maurice Basner, disagreed with the party's stand and 
was either expelled or he resigned. I decided to stay away from ^^ffl*^ 
and support the war, though I hated the South African army 
because Africans were not allowed to join as real soldiers, not allowed 
to be trained or to carry arms. I was sure that if Hitler won, fascism 
in South Africa would have won. To me Smuts was nothing but 
another Hitler in a different form. He hated Hitlerism in Europe but 
liked it when he practised it in South Africa himself. 

At the beginning of nineteen-thirty-eight I began to get disturbing 
news from home that my mother was not well. She was alone, as 
my three sisters were married, none of them in our tribal capital 
Phokeng; two were in Luka, our main branch village, the other one 
far away in another tribe, in a village called Siga, near Koster in the 
western Transvaal. When I went to spend Christmas with Ntobana 
Kgamphe and the baby Peggy, modier was away from Phokeng, 
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taken to Siga by my sister to try to help her regain her health. 
There was no news of her getting better when I left Pretoria for 
Christmas. 

I returned to Pretoria still hoping that my mother would one day 
go to the Kgamphes to apologise for the damage I had done to their 
daughter so that Ntobana and I could start preparing for our future 
life together. Our hopes never materialised and there was nothing I 
could do for myself, and there was nothing the Kgamphes could do 
with me alone. As time went by my sister realised that mother was 
not getting better, and mother herself asked to be returned to 
Phokeng to see whether in her own house her health could be res- 
tored. Back in Phokeng more disturbing news began to reach me, 
that instead of regaining her health she was fast losing it. In June of 
that year I received a letter that my sister had arrived in Phokeng 
from Siga and that our elder sister had joined her to try to help in 
caring for and nursing their sick mother. I then realised that time 
was getting short, it was time I went to see mother before anything 
happened. I was still working for Cuthbert and Company. I asked 
for and was given three weeks' unpaid leave to go and visit my sick 
mother. I went home to find her really ill. Everything had been 
tried, but doctors were still trying to rescue her for us up to the last 
day. However, she was pleased to see me and I was pleased to see her 
still able to speak to me. At the beginning of my last week she 
advised me to return to Pretoria to take things easy, my sisters would 
keep me informed of developments, for better or for worse. On Satur- 
day of that week I returned as mother suggested. 

One Sunday afternoon, the eighteenth of August, I was at my 
place in Marabastad getting ready to go out to attend an open-air 
meeting, but I kept delaying. When I was about to leave I heard a 
knock on our door. I said, 'Come in,' and there appeared two boys 
&om my tribe whom I knew were in Johannesburg and very sddom 
came to Pretoria. I welcomed them with a joke, saying, 'What the 
hell are you doing here? Pretoria is no dty for you.' They laughed, 
setded down; we laughed and when I suggested making tea for 
them, one said, 'Don't worry, we are not staying. We are firom 
Phokeng. We are sent to fetch you. Your mother died yesterday and 
her funeral is today.' I did not utter a word but took what I thought 
I would need and together we went out to their car and drove to 
Phokeng more than eighty miles away. 

On the way they told me that they left Phokeng early that day but 
the car gave them trouble with punctures, also they had not noticed 
that their petrol would not be enough for the journey to Pretoria. We 
reached home late in the evening and found that my mother had 
already been buried. When they did not arrive with me early, 
knowing that at times I spent weekends in Johannesburg, people 
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thought they had not found me at home. So I had not exchanged 

words with my father or my mother when they died. All I saw was 
my mother's grave, and even today I don't know what her coffin 
looked like. Later my aunt told me that before mother died she told 
my sisters to care for each other and gave them much advice, but 
when asked about me said, *He knows all. He will manage.' 

That time I had not got permission from my employers to be 
away. I wrote them a letter from Phokeng to tell them that I was 
there because of my mother's death and did not know when I would 
return. I was away for a month, arranging my affairs, collecting all 
my father's animals together and giving them to my married sisters 
to care for until I needed them. I returned to Pretoria to face the 
world alone. A month later I received a letter from Ntobana 
Kgamphe, that her child Peggy was sick and I should come at once 
to see the little girl. I wrote to her that I would come later but hoped 
that she would be well soon. Two weeks later I received a sad letter 
from Ntobana that Peggy had died, and accusing me of being a 
heartless man who didn't care when told that his child was sick. She 
accused me further that my refusal to come as soon as she requested 
convinced her that I did not love her and the baby, and that, as 
usual, I must have been kept away by the girl friends she knew I was 
unable to keep myself from. My heart was broken. I wrote back 
ciqpressiBg my sorrow, but denying all the allegations m the letter. 

Theres^ter our friendship soured, our letters conveyed quarrels 
and accusations which led to its breakdown. That year I knew that 
my dedication would be to African poUtics. I had no real girl friend 
but began to form secret associations with girls, mostly my friends' 
girl friends. I don't know how I developed that habit and why the 
girl friends of my friends could not resist me. I had no girl friend 
of my own but I was happy and lacked nothing a member of the 
nte sex could offer. 



near Marabastad, I got inspired by the icu (Industrial and Cknn- 
merdal Workers' Union) speaker, Ismad Moroe, when he used to 
point at the police who were always at such meetings taking notes, 
saying, 'Don't be afraid of them, they are workers like yourselves; 
they are working, that is why they are here with us today. Their 
bosses are spending afternoons with their fruniUes and they are here, 
listening to what we are saying so that they can go and tdl Hertzog, 
Smuts and Pirow about us.' Moroe used to stress that we should &ee 
ourselves from fear of the police and prison, saying, 'The police are 
men like us and prison is a house like the house we sleq> in every 
night' He used to get arrested himself charged with incitement and 
sometimes going to prison. Hfou can't stand up for your rights if you 
are not free frcm fear,' he stressed strongly. 
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Ismael Moroe's insistence that we should free ourselves from fear of 
police and prison inspired me so much that I made up my mind to 
experiment. I had no doubt that if I were to go into politics, to take 
my stand against the pass laws and other forms of colour discrimina- 
tion in the country, I ought to free myself from fear of police and 
prison as Moroe advised. I had already felt the handcuffs on my 
hands in Johannesburg when I was arrested by Sporting (Mr. Du 
Preez) but I still wanted to see the inside of prison and the treatment 
of people there. 

I was also eager to become a speaker myself rather than to be a 
listener all the time. To become a politician in South Africa as a 
non-European meant arrest and imprisonment. Criticising those who 
governed the country and made laws which oppressed the non- 
Europeans and the Africans in peuticular was and still is interpreted 
as inciting Africans to break the laws of the land and hate Europeans. 
It was and still is a risk. Fear of the poUce and prison has always been 
the main thing that prevents many Africans organising themselves. 

In nineteen-thirty-eight I decided to take the bull by the horns 
and to defy curfew regulations. One evening I went to visit one of my 
fiiends in. Arcadia, the residential area of the rich Europeans of the 
city. Africans were not allowed to be out in the public streets to 
enjoy &esh air or to visit their friends after ten o'clock at night 
without written permission from their employers stipulating how 
late they permitted them to be out. 

That night, because I wanted to be arrested, I left my friend at 
eleven o'clock and cycled to Marabastad where I lived. My friend 
tried to stop me and offered me a place in his bed, but I made the 
excuse that I had left my room imlocked because I thought I would 
be back early. I had all my other documents in my possession, all in 
good order, the bicycle I used had Guthbert's name written on it, 
but all those things were of no defence to me at that hour under 
curfew regulations. I went by Church Street, the main street of the 
dty, knowing well that I would not escape the police there. I had 
not gone tax, and I was crossing the river which divides Arcadia from 
the centre of the city when a policeman came out into the middle of 
the street and flashed his torch into my face, signalling me to stop. I 
Stopped and he asked me in Afrikaans, ' Waar is jou nag pas?' (* Where 
is your night pass ?') . I said I had not got one. That was enough. That 
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also relieved him of patrolling the area further because he had to take 
me along to the police station. There he charged me for being in a 
public street without a night pass authorising me to be there at that 

hour. That night my bedroom was a police cell which I shared with 
five others. 

The next day, after a breakfast of salty soft porridge, we washed 
the cell yard with a hosepipe. The police informed my employers 
that I had been arrested the night before and if they wanted to 
release me the fine \vould be ten shillings, otherwise I would have to 
spend five days in prison. An hour before the court was due to start, 
I was handcuffed to another man who was in the same cell as me 
With the other hand I could manage to push my bicycle. We went to 
court. In the yard, waiting for the court to start, I heard my name 
being called by one of the police, and when I reached him he handed 
me ten shillings and said it came from my employers. I knew that I 
was deprived of going to prison, which I was eager to see and also to 
have the honour of saying, 'I am no longer afraid of it.' That was my 
first arrest in Pretoria and my first night in a police cell. I was glad 
that I had crossed the first barrier and halved my fear of police and 
prison, but I was not yet satisfied. 

From that morning onwards I was frequently to be seen, hand- 
cuffed, being marched to court with others for having defied curfew 
regulations. I remember one Boxing Day I was arrested in Arcadia 
and spent the night in Arcadia police station. The next day in court 
I asked the nadve commissioner, whose court dealt with pass 
offences, why even on days like Boxing Day we were still required 
to carry night passes, yet it was the day after the celebration of Jesus 
Christ's birthday. 'Can't we be free even one night?' I asked. In 
reply he told me that he was not there to change the law but to 
erdforce it. The law required me co carry a night pass in a public 
street at that time of the night, yet I was found by the police without 
one. He did not fine me but warned me that next time I wanted to 
be out so late I should see that I had a night pass regardless of what 
time of the year it was. 

On one occasion, still determined to get arrested and desperately 
seeking to see the inside of prison, I went to visit my girl fidend, 
Ntobana Kgamphe, where she worked as a domestic servant in an 
area called Waterkloof. I was not aware that Waterkloof at that time 
was not part of Pretoria municipality. It was a rural area where 
curfew regulations did not apply. 

After spending part of the evening with Ntobana, I left her to 
return to my place in Marabastad which was very &r away. It was a 
journey of ninety minutes. When I crossed into the municipal area, 
I was stopped by two policemen, one European and the other an 
African, and asked to produce a special pass authorising me to be in 
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that area of Brooklyn at that time of the night. I confessed to them 
that I had no night pass. Thereupon they arrested me and took me to 
Brooklyn police station, where I was charged and spent the night 
in a police cell. As always I found other Africans who had beea 
similarly arrested already in the cell. 

The next morning a large police van came along from the city to 
collect us. From Brooklyn we went to Hatfield and collected others 
arrested there; from there we went to Sunnyside police station and 
from there to Arcadia police station, to collect from each place. By 
that time we were packed so tight inside the van that we could hardly 
move. I was the only one with a bicycle, and it was with us inside. 
That time no one informed my employen where I was and they 
wondered what had happened to me when I did not report for 
work as usual. I had already been arrested several times for defying 
curfew regulations and each time when my friends saw me amongst 
the arrested, knowing that my breakfast that day had been salty soSt 
porridge, they used to buy me delicious fish and chips which I ate 
before the court began. Tliat day when I came torn Brooklyn one 
of my tribesmen, iUit&hikane Molotsane, who worked at the native 
commissioner's oflBces, who had bought me several packets of fish 
and chips, remarked when he saw me come out of ilie police van 
'Hey, I think that each time you want me to buy you fish and chips 
you look for the police and ask them to arrest you.' He was saying it 
as a joke, because he at once went out to buy a packet. 

He used the telephone in the ofiBce in whidi he worked to inform 
my employers that I was not sick but arrested for having no special 
pass. Again money was sent to release me. I missed going to prison 
again as on the previous occasions. Every week when money was 
paid for my release, which was always ten shillings, it was deducted 
firom my pay. CSuthbert and CSompany at that time was one of the 
best paying firms. I was earning twenty-two shiUings and sopence. 

I was so anxious to satisfy myself and my friends that I was free 
fixmi fear that I took another step. I became eager to become a public 
speaker. One evening I visited George Daniels, of the Radicals 
group, to tell him that I would like to try public speakmg myself. 
George was impressed. He said to me, *I am glad that you want to 
work with us organising oiu: people against these things which make 
us suffer so mudi. The fidd is fajg,' Danieb said, *but there are few 
workers.' He warned me that I was committing myself to a danger- 
ous task. The police would begin to take note of me, they would hate 
me as they hated him and others, and they would do everything they 
could to frighten me by arresting me for anything they thought 
would make me realise that in speaking against the government and 
the law I was knocking my head against a stone wall. I would get 
hurt. 
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I told him that I would be more happy to be hated by the police 
for working for my fineedom and that of my people than to be liked 
by them for being a tame donkey. He laughed and said, 'Very well, 
boy; on Smiday I shall call on you to speaJc as one of our group, the 
Radicals.' He encouraged me by saying, 'You don't have to speak 
for a long time, two or three minutes will be enough.' During the 
week I hcgsai to call myself a fool, wondering why I had committed 
myself to becoming a public speaker when I knew nothing about 
public speaking. I began to be haunted by doubts and fears that I 
should not go to the meeting that Sunday and pretend to be sick. It 
was not until Sunday morning the following week that I pulled 
myself together and said to myself, *I must go. How will I learn if I 
run away? I must go and make mistakes. They will teach me.' 

That Sunday was, like most before it, bright and warm and the 
sky was deep blue. After lunch I left my room without telling any- 
one where I was going or why, and went to the open-air meeting. I 
got there to find a few people had already gathered, George Daniels 
had not arrived, but the police were already there. I was not there 
long before George arrived carrying a Sunday newspaper with him. 
He laughed when he saw me and said, *Boy, you kept your promise.' 
He took one of his men aside to tell him that they had gained a new 
recruit. The meeting started. As usual, George Daniels and Ismael 
Moroe were the chief speakers, spoke for a long time condemning the 
Hertzog-Smuts government, oppression and the pass laws. 

At the end, when many speakers had spoken and the meeting was 
about to be closed, George called on me to say a few words. I was 
nervous, but did say a few words as George asked me. I remember 
saying that if we were like Mr. Moroe and Mr. Daniels, if we did 
what they told us, we would free ourselves from all the things we all 
complain make us suffer. *We complain,' I said, 'that the passes are 
no good, but we don't want to do anything about throwing them 
away.' I remember saying, *They tell us that the passes are good, but 
why don't they want to carry them ? If they are good, why do they 
arrest us when we say we don't want them? They don't want us to 
throw away the passes because they make money fix>m us. We pay 
them money when arrested and they make us work for litde money 
because we are afraid that if we refiise to work for litde money they 
will arrest us for having no passes and send us to prison.' I was get- 
ting into form and remembering the lectures I attended at the Left 
Book Uub. 

I stopped and was surprised when the audience cheered the end of 
my speech. George Daniels invited me to his house after the meeting 
to tell me that I spoke well, and to warn me again that I had exposed 
myself to the police; from that day they would watch me. I told him 
that I did not mind; I thanked him for having been kind and let me 
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speak. George said, 'Oh no, boy, don't thank me - thank yourself 
for having given yourself to the service of African freedom.' I had 
supper that evening with George's family. 

Afterwards I went back to my own place, pleased that I had 
joined the ranks of the fighters for A&ican emancipation from colour 
discrimination and the pass laws. During the week many people I 
did not know before b^n to greet me when we met and told me that 
they knew me from Sunday's open-air meeting outside Marabastad. 
News from European countries was disturbing; newspapers were 
printing stories that black clouds of war were gathering over Europe 
and the war was getting near. Newspapers were also reporting that 
there were signs that Hertzog and Smuts held different views about 
the coming war. 

Before I could officially join the Radicals, not merely to be their 
casual speaker, the leader of the group, George Danieb, fell sick, 
and within three weeks he died. It was a sad day for us all because the 
group had lost a brave and inspiring man. Like most organisations, 
die group had depended so much on Danieb' leadership that none 
of the members who worked with him bothered to learn things as 
George did. A dilemma set in, everyone wondered who was capable 
of stepping into Daniels' shoes to lead the group as he had. Like 
childrai who had lost their parents, the Radical group disintegrated 
and as a result it died like its leader. 

In Pretoria there was big movement going on, a new location was 
under construction eight miles from the centre of the city. Though 
we were at first opposed to its construcdon, the first houses built 
there turned out to be &r better than our old homes at Marabastad. 
They were of good bricks, with good gardens, concrete baths built 
in, a good running water system, one tap in the yard and one in the 
bathroom, electric light, a coal stove, steel windows, and two doors, 
one in firont, one at the back. All had cement floors, but no ceilings or 
doors in the rooms, with the waUs of the rooms not up to the ceiO^ng. 
The houses were not plastered or painted inside. There were houses 
of four types, with two rooms, tluree rooms, foiu: rooms and a few 
with five rooms. Cbmpared with Marabastad and Schonplaats they 
were really a great improvement for the Afiicans of Pretoria. The 
location was also an improvement on Bantule-Newdare, which was 
&r better than Marabastad and Schonplaats. The location was 
named Atteridgeville af^ a liberal European woman who, for 
many years as a councillor in Pretoria City Cbundl, had campaigned 
for better houses for the Afiicans. The Africans nicknamed the 
location Phelindaba, which means 'All arguments are over'. 

I, together with others, opposed the building of Atteridgeville on 
the principle of opposing segregation and colour discrimination, 
because most of the dty councillors agreed to build Atteridgeville 
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not so much to house Africans in better houses but as a policy of 
making segr^tion work and to remove the AMcans &om European 
residential areas. Nevertheless, Atteridgeville provided many 
Africans ivith privacy which they never enjoyed in Marabastad and 
Schonplaats. 

Many African families which had lived in rooms in Marabastad 
and Schonplaats now enjoyed living in houses on their own, free 
from the control of landlords. Their landlord became the City 
Council of Pretoria. But as laid down in the Natives Urban Areas 
Act of nineteen-twenty-three, Atteridgeville had to have an advisory 
board with administrative officers, a location superintendent and his 
deputy to control the inhabitants. The houses of the superintendent 
and his assistant were built just outside the location near the main 
road to enable them to see who entered the place. Pretoria City 
Council deserves credit here, because, though the Native Urban 
Areas Act firmly stipulates that African locations controlled by 
municipalities must be fenced, have only one entrance with sentries 
at the gate, and also that non-residents must obtain the superinten- 
dent's written permission to go in for any purpose, Pretoria munici- 
pal locations, unlike Johannesburg and the municipalities of other 
big cities in the country, never fenced their locations and waived the 
entrance permits. The Native Urban Areas Act lays down that all 
visitors must be reported to the superintendent and their visiting 
periods known. When their periods have expired they should move 
out. Those failing to comply must be arrested and be charged with an 
offence. I can remember no case in which Africans in Pretoria City 
Council's locations were arrested and charged. 

Nevertheless, Africans in Atteridgeville, like Africans all over the 
country in urban areas, were not allowed to brew or drink beer. 
There were improvements in the raiding for beer on African homes 
in Atteridgeville. Instead of state police coming in to raid for beer, 
as was the case in all locations in the country, raids were conducted 
by municipal police, all Africans, under the supervision of the super- 
intendent or his assistant. Those arrested were taken or kept at the 
municipal administrative offices, and collected later by state poUce 
from Pretoria West police station. Until nineteen-fifty-six, Atteridge- 
ville African residents did not pay separate bills for water and electric 
light. All were included in monthly rents which were mostly under 
three pounds. 

The Industrial and Commercial Workers' Union of Africa (icu) 
also suffered the loss of their leader, Mr. Ismael Moroe. Moroe, who 
had been in the forefront of the fight against the pass laws and 
colour discrimination for many years, did what we called crossing 
the line into the enemy's sector. He was given a job by the City 
Council of Pretoria to become compound manager of their African 
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workers' compound outside Pretoria in a quarry at the place called 
Bonna-Gord. In accepting a job from the City Council, he became 
one of those who were by no means opposed to the passes. One of 
Moroe's duties as a compound mamager was to see that every African 
had a pass and that it was in order. We were betrayed by the man 
who insjured me and encouraged me to live above fear. 

Those of us who tried but failed to make him change his mind 
heard him say, 'I have a wife and children to support,' as though he 
was a newly-married man. Wc began to hear words flowing from 
Moroe's lips that it was useless to carry on, the Africans loved the 
passes, that was why they refused to burn them wholesale in nine- 
teen-thirty when they were uxged to do so. He had tasted the honey 
of being in control of a large number of workers, with a regular 
monthly wage packet, and the praises of the officials of the council 
and the police that at last he had seen the light of truth and as a wise 
man had left a useless cause which could do his people no good. He 
was also impressed by talk that at that time he was really working 
for his people and leading them along the right path. Moroe had 
changed, he was no longer the man I knew when I first attended the 
open'«ir meeting he addressed. On more than one occasion, when 
some of us went to see him, hoping that we could still pull him back 
to us, he made it his task to avoid us, sometimes telling us that he was 
busy or, when we met him in the streets, saying he was in a great 
hurry. He decided his fate. Members of the icu group, too, had made 
a great mistake not preparing someone to take over firom Moroe in 
case he died or put on another coat. The group attempted to carry 
on, but before long the real icu as it was known in Pretoria went out 
of existence, like the Radical group at the time of George Daniels' 
death. Moroe became a respectable man seen only among people 
who claimed that they were not interested in politics. 

Events having taken that turn, open-air meetings were no longer 
taking place, the second world war was on and I was greatly worried 
by the fact that South African Communists, following the lead of the 
Soviet Union Communists who held that the war was not a just one 
but an imperialist one, were not participating in it. I was dis- 
appointed because to me it was a war which all anti-fascists ought to 
support in order to defeat ^scism all over the world. I retreated back 
to my room to continue to read newspapers and books, trying to 
understand more of domestic politics and those of the world at large. 
At the end of each day after delivering the parcels, I went straight 
back to my room to cook for myself and read before going to bed. 

In September nineteen-thirty-nine, a man I got to know well 
through the African National Congress branch in Pretoria, who him- 
self was working for Pretoria City Council's non-European section as 
a clerk, a man who had become one of my friends, decided to get 
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married. His name was Maila Lekgetho. He lived not very far from 
me in Marabastad ; we saw each other nearly every day but when he 
issued invitations to his friends for his wedding he left me out. I was 
wounded by his exclusion of me and decided to stay away. On the 
day of the wedding, which was a Saturday, knowing that there was 
going to be a reception and dance afterwards in the Orient Hall, I 
still stood firm to boycott the whole affair. In the evening I was 
alone in my room reading when I heard a knock on my door. It was 
one of my best friends called Papi Mabuse. He said to me, *You with 
your books, can't you free yourself from them and think of something 
else? Come on,* he said, *let's go to Lekgetho's wedding.' I said, *I 
am sorry, I am not invited. I don't want to be where I am not 
wanted.' He said, *I am not invited myself but we are going there 
merely to dance afterwards.' I tried to talk him out of it but he 
talked me into it. Eventually we left together for Orient Hall. It was 
a big affair. 

I think that it was an hour before the dance started. While we 
were sitting down, listening to speeches and toasts to Maila Lekgetho 
and his wife, a pretty girl approached us. She was one of the wait- 
resses serving people with refreshments. Mabuse, who knew her and 
her femily, greeted her and introduced us. He told me that her 
name was Nana Hhogo *head*, and thereupon Nana Hhogo asked 
what she could get for us to drink. I said I needed nothing, but 
Mabuse ordered two glasses of orange squash. Nana offered to get 
us something else if we wished, but I insisted on having nothing else. 

Later the dance commenced and as we moved round Nana be- 
came my partner, and I asked her why she was waiting at the wed- 
ding. She told me that my friend Maila Lekgetho was her cousin and 
her family was in chaige of the wedding. She pointed at two other 
young women in the crowd and told me that they were her sisters. 
To my surprise I had not seen any of them before or heard of the 
Hhogo family in Marabastad. They were well known amongst the 
devout church-going people in the location. They were a very 
reserved fiunily which kept itself to itself. Their father was dead, in 
fact I was told he died when Nana was only a year old. She was 
brought up by her mother, a devout Methodist, who could not go to 
church on Sunday and leave her children behind. The children also 
grew up to be devout Methodists. 

When the dance came to an end I asked Nana her address and 
she readily gave it to me. I wrote it down on a piece of paper, slipped 
it into one of my pockets and forgot all about it. A mondi later, one 
Sunday afternoon, I was alone, bored and with nowhere to go, got 
tired of reading a Sunday newspaper and began to think of where to 
go to wait for Sunday to pass off. During a deep search in my mind I 
remembered Nana Tlhogo. I had forgotten her address but remem- 
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bered that I had it on a piece of paper somewhere. I went through 
all the pieces of paper I had in my pockets and finally came across it. 
I dressed up and went to look for Nana merely to pass the time. I 
reached her home, found her two sisters there, and wondered which 
one of tfaem was Nana. Fortunately, the one I was looking for saw me 
coming, recognised me and came out of the house to welcome me. I 
was a complete stranger to the family. I asked for Nana, and before I 
got an answer from the sisters, she said, 'I am Nana', and she 
invited me into the house and offered to make tea, and I encouraged 
her. I spent that afternoon at her home speaking largely about the 
wedding where we met. 
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XXVII Nana 



After that three weeks elapsed before I saw Nana again. At our 
second meeting she invited me to their Eisteddfod competition, 
which took place in the John Dougall Hall, Marabastad. The 
trainer and conductor of their choir was her sister's husband, Mr. 
Lazarus Masuana, who was the headmaster of the Dutch Reformed 
school in Marabastad. After their performance I accompanied her 
to her home, and before we said good-bye to each other we arranged 
our third meeting. We met again one Sunday at her home and 
again our talk centred on their performance at the Eisteddfod. 

I began to try to avoid meeting her because I knew that with me a 
tribal man and she a town girl it would be difficult for us to marry. 
We tribal people still thought that townspeople had lost discipline, 
they were more influenced by money than by personal values. They 
in turn had developed fears of tribal people that they never married 
girls unless they were told to do so by their parents and. that by and 
large they were still polygamists and would not be satisfied with one 
wife. There was a gulf between us. As I tried to stay away from her I 
fell in love with her, and she kept coming into my memories while I 
tried to forget her. Again fortunately for me, in the Bantu Men's 
Social Club, of which I was the secretary, was a member who lived 
with his parents right opposite Nana's home, and their families were 
great friends. The member's name was Lentsoe Sesoko, and his 
father was the priest of an African independent church called African 
Catholics. Nana was also a great friend of Lentsoe's sister and they 
were always seen together and sang in the same Eisteddfod choir. 
One day I visited Lentsoe at his home and there I found Nana with 
his sister. When I left I called on Nana to ask her if we could meet 

on Sunday at her home, and she agreed. 

I think that at that time she had also fallen in love with me. She 
asked me to come earlier as she wanted me to have lunch with her 
when she came back from church. As arranged, I went that Sunday, 
and after lunch I asked her to take a walk with me for fresh air. Wc 
went out together and during our walk I felt that I should ask her 
to become my girl friend. She then told me that she was already a 
girl friend of someone else, a teacher who taught somewhere in the 
country, but they were not engaged. 

A month afterwards she agreed to become my girl friend. From 
that time I became a frequent visitor at her home. During nineteen- 
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forty we met nearly every week courting. My people in the country 
knew nothing about it until the beginning of nineteen-forty-one, 
when I broke the news to them. My parents were no longer alive, so 
I was in a stronger position to resist tribal ethics without risking 
accusations that I thought nothing of my parents' wishes that a 
tribal boy should marry a tribal girl so that she could be a trusted 
and loyal wife to him. When I told my sisters, aunts and relatives 
about it, it seemed as though I was speaking a language they did not 
understand. They all asked me why it was that I could not find a 
suitable girl in the tribe or in other tribes to choose to be my future 
wife. They were terrified because she was Marabastad-born. They 
would not mind so much if she had been born in Thaba Nchu, a 
Barolong tribe in the Orange Free State where her parents were 
born. To marry a girl born and brought up in Marabastad was as 
though I was telling them that I was going to throw myself into the 
sea to get drowned. 

My love for Nana was complete and there was no longer any other 
girl for me in the world. I don't know what Nana's people's reactions 
were, but I could see that they too were suspicious of me, they knew 
nothing of my background. They heard from those who knew me 
that I was the type of a boy who used to attend open-air Radical and 
icu meetings. I had little school education and they feared that their 
daughter was throwing her own life away by seeking to marry me. I 
heard such stories from people who claimed to be close to Nana's 
sisters and mother. None of them said such things to me, but later on 
I came to believe those stories. In Marabastad there were some boys 
who had chosen to live above fear of the police and prison, and Rabi 
Morudu was one of them. Some people called him a jail-bird. One 
day, when I was on my rounds delivering shoes in Arcadia, I passed 
Rabi in the street and entered the yard of a block of European flats. 
I left the bicycle with a load of parcels down below while I went up 
to deliver a parcel. By the time I returned the parcels had grown 
feet; they were not there, but I knew that Rabi was responsible. In 
the evening in Marabastad, Nana's cousin who knew well that I was 
Nana's boy friend, and who was at the same time Rabi's brother's 
family's great friend, was approached by Rabi selling best quality 
shoes cheap. But knowing Rabi, she declined to buy them. She heard 
of my story, and the next day she told me in Nana's presence that 
she had seen Rabi seUing the shoes I had lost. She was a teacher 
educated by Nana's mother, and had come to live with the family in 
Pretoria at the age of five. When I said that I was going to tell the 
police she saw Rabi selUng the shoes we were looking for, she said 
her loyalty was not with mc but with Rabi's brother's family and she 
could not do anything to hurt them. When I insisted that I was 
going to mention her name to the police she said that she woidd call 
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me a liar, saying she knew nothing of my story, and ended up by 
saying, 'If you dare to mention my name to the police, I shall hate 
you and your of&pring if I shall in future know them.' 

Having heard that, I smiled at her and she said, 'You laugh; I 
am not laughing, I mean what I say.' I did what she asked, I did not 
go to the police with the story. The shoes were never finmd, but the 
bicyde was found a week afterwards ~ with no wheels, saddle or 
handles - in the bushes on an open plot of land near the hill on which 
the Union Buildings stand. That gave me the impressions that 
stories that Nana's family was not happy with me were true. I was in 
love with Nana, and I said to myself, 'I want her, not her people or 
their treatment.' I carried on going to Nana's home to see her. I said 
to myself, her cousin wanted me to break with her. If I did I would 
be carrying out her wishes, not my own. 

My friendship with Nana grew and we planned to marry one day 
when we were ready. My letters to my sisters and relatives in 
Phokeng increased, and nearly every month I went to Phokeng to 
convince my relatives that I was not throwing myself into the sea to 
get drowned. One of the main reasons my people were not happy at 
my marrying a townsgirl was that they would lose me. She would 
keep me away from the tribe, and they could not see how I could 
prosper anywhere other than with them in the tribe. Even when I 
told them that I had grown beyond the tribe's boundaries, that I 
had broadened my mind and was looking on the whole world as my 
home, they only thought that I was mentally ill. 

During nineteen-thirty-nine two men workers of Woolworths 
in Johannesburg asked to be transferred to the branch in their home 
town, Pretoria. They were my friend Papi Mabuse's brother, Simon 
Mabuse, and Frans Raboroko. African trade unions were virtually 
unknown in Pretoria. In the City of Gold the two men had belonged 
to an African trade union called the African Commercial and Dis- 
tributive Workers' Union. They knew when they left Johannesburg 
that preparations were under way for a breakthrough on the trade 
union front which would affect the African workers for the first time. 
At that time African workers were paid anything the employers 
vsdshed to pay them, they could be dismissed without notice if the 
employer was hostile, they could work any amount of hours a day or 
week with no overtime being paid, and annual holidays with pay 
were things which seemed not meant for them. 

Since people are not the same and would never be the same, some 
European trade unionists in Johannesbuig had made it their 
business to help Africans organise themselves into trade unions. 
Most of those Europeans had been Communists early in their lives, 
some were Socialists and others were still members of the Communist 
party of South Africa. I shall mention only a few of them: the late 
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W. H. Andrews, Solomon (Solly) Sachs, Maurice Kagan, his wife 
Kattie Kagan, Issy Wolfson, Louis Joffe, Anna Scheepeis, Johanna 
Cornelius, Betty du Toit, and many others who vdll always live in 
the history of the South African labour movement. 

The one I am particularly discussing here was a young man I 
knew as £. Gordin. I did not know what his politics were. When I 
met him he was the general secretary of several African trade unions 
which he organised with African under-secretaries in the basement 
at Explorations Buildings, Commissioner Street, Johannesburg. 
During the war Smuts's government interned him and removed him 
from Afiican trade unions for good. He was a charming and firm 
young man when I saw him before his internment. 

Early in January nineteen-forty Simon Mabuse and Frans 
Raboroko received notices of a big meeting in Johannesburg to take 
place in the middle of that month at Mai Mai Sports Ground on a 
Sunday. It was a trade union meeting called by the Afiican Com- 
mercial and Distributive Workers* Union and other unions which 
were organised and conducted under the guardianship of Mr. 
Gordin at Explorations Buildings. The purpose of the meeting was 

to celebrate an event which was worth celebrating, the coming into 
force of industrial law in the commercial and distributive trades, 
which for the first time covered African workers in that field of South 
Afiican industry. A minimum wage level was laid down for unskilled 
men in the industry, which of course meant African workers. That 
was made possible, as I have already said, by European trade 
unionists who, whenever they made wage demands for their 
European members to the government and the employers, argued 
the case of the African workers. 

Mabuse and Raboroko told me of the meeting, and I told three 
men I knew would be interested, Johannes Makou, April Rabolao 
and Mogotoko Mfete. The six of us planned to attend the meeting 
and arranged to leave together that Sunday morning for Johannes- 
burg. The meeting was a very big one; Wemmer Sports Ground, 
which held thousands of people, could not absorb all those who came 
to attend. Those of us who came to the meeting were urged to join 
the already formed unions, or form others where none exbted. Mr. 
Gordin was the main speaker, supported by the African secretaries 
who worked with him. Wages laid down for unskilled workers, the 
Afiicans, were far below those of Europeans, but at last the Afiican 
worker was taken away from the mercy of die employers. He knew 
what pay to expect when he performed certain types of job in the 
industry, that he was entided to overtime payments, sick pay, injury 
benefits and an annual hoUday with pay. It was a big landmark for 
the Afiican workers in the country, thanks to the European trade 
unionist, Gordin, and the Afiicans who gave themselves to the cause. 
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At the end of the meeting Mabuse and Raboroko met some of the 
African secretaries who worked with Mr. Gordin and told them 
about us, and that led to our meeting Mr. Gordin and his men. 
After the introductions we joined the union and the link with Pre- 
toria was established. Back at home we began to communicate with 
the Johannesburg office and told them that there were many people 
in Pretoria who were attracted by the idea of forming a branch of 
the organisation in our city. After one month, on a Wednesday 
afternoon in March, the six of us again left in a taxi belonging to Mr. 
Legotlo for Johannesburg. I had already been chosen as the secretary 
of the Pretoria section. 

We arrived at headquarters and found everything ready for us, 
and leaflets were already printed for a meeting to be held in Pretoria 
on Sunday week to establish a branch. I was given books and 
membership cards to start enrolling those interested, and also told to 
prepare for the meeting. Before we went to Johannesburg we had 
already engaged the John Dougall Hall in Marabastad for the 
Sunday from eight o'clock in the morning mitil one o'clock. The 
leaflets we brought from Johannesburg were printed accordingly. 
Mr. E. Gk)rdin was advertised as the main speaker, to be followed 
by others. When we left the head office we found two detectives 
waiting for us at the taxi with Mr. Legodo. Mr. Gordin came out 
with us and explained to them that we were mere trade union fellows 
from Pretoria^ whereupon the detectives explained that they were 
investigating a complaint by a robbed man and wanted to make 
sure that we were not involved in that crime. As a result of Mr. 
Gordin's explanation we v/ere not asked to produce our passes. If 
we had been, I for one would have been in trouble because I had no 
pass authorising me to be in Johannesburg. However, we returned 
borne happy, and I was to act as secretary until the appointment 
could be endorsed at the meeting the following weekend. 

Our meeting was well advertised and was well attended. On the 
day of the meeting Mr. Gordin was not among the arrivals from 
Johannesburg. Those who came were Daniel Koza, Daniel Gosani, 
Nkageleng Nkadimeng, P. Phoffu, an old man who bore the Dutch 
name of van Dassie, and another African whom I did not get to 
know well because he died soon afterwards. We were told that Mr. 
Gordin could not come because of some unexpected events. Soon 
after our return he had been served with an order by the Smuts' 
government not to leave the Johannesburg area until ftirther notice. 

At the Pretoria meeting many workers joined and my appoint- 
ment as secretary of the Pretoria section was confirmed. I was still 
working for Guthbert and Gompany and my office was my room in 
Marabastad. From those who joined at work, I took their money and 
particulars and the next day brought them membership cards. 
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Every week 1 had to send the money to the head office with the list 
names of members who had joined the union. The arrangement 
was also that when I got complaints I should forward them to the 
head office and from there they would be dealt with. Before long I 
found myself in an awkward mess, having sent complaints to the 
head office and, when the victims came to enquire, always telling 
them that I did not know what was happening, that the head office 
was still working on the complaints and as soon as I knew the results 
I would let them know. A man who has paid his money always wants 
to know his fate. Doubts began to set in. Some suspected that I did 
not send on their complaints. To free myself of suspicion I had to 
write letters in their presence and let them post them. Mr. Gordin was 
interned; I did not know what was happening at the headquarters 
and there was confusion. Complaints increased and stories b^[an 
to circulate that my union was only interested in collecting money, 
not in the settlement of members' grievances. I carried on. Before 
Mr. Gordin was interned he formed a body at Explorations Building 
to run the unions jointly and called it the Joint Council of African 
Trade Unions. That body sent a man to Pretoria to organise garage 
and filling-station workers. He was doing it full time and an office 
was opened at 253 Vermeulen Street. I transferred my office there 
but was still not working full time. The man's name was Malesela 
Modiba, an ex-teacher. I arranged for him to enrol members for 
me during the day, and for me to collect the money in the evening 
and to take complaints. If I finished deliveries late and could not 
do it, I asked my union to pay Modiba so much for the work he 
agreed to do for us. 

Instead of things improving they went from bad to worse. There 
were complaints from my members everywhere. Those who wanted 
to join were warned by others to be careful. Fortunately for me no 
one could accuse me of having taken his money and then neglecting 
his complaint. But my colleagues and I made a mistake in thinking 
that Pretoria complaints could be settled firom Johannesbuig, and 
that only people at headquarters could settle complaints when there 
was in Pretoria a department of labour with industrial inspectors 
where we could have sent our members with grievances to get them 
looked into. 

I don't know why people always think that they can't do some- 
thing but others can and never think that what others can do they 
too can do if they only try hard enough. At the beginning I believed 
that I was not fit to do certain things, and that attitude prevented 
me from trying to see whether I could or not. Only afterwards did I 
regret that I had not tried, when I found that time had passed and I 
had missed my chance to learn. This attitude damages many people's 
chances. It leads one to mark time instead of marching forward. At 
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first I thought Africans, my people, were the only ones who were the 
victims of that widespread attitude, but when I came to live and 
work with other people who were not Afiican I found that they 
were victims as well. 



» 
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XXVIII Pretoria Non-European 
Distributive Workers' Union 



The dissatisfaction of my members, which I shared, began to reach 
the ears of the European trade unionists in Pretoria. They advised 
us that there was no reason why we should not have an independent 
union of our own which we ourselves could control to see that our 
complaints were attended to quickly and to know the results quickly. 
Some of them, like Maurice Kagan, Mr. Rutherford, and Mr. 
Plunkett of the Trades and Labour Council in Pretoria, offered their 
services. I heard of the move and thought that the Europeans were 
out to disrupt African unity. I tried to persuade ".ome of my friends to 
keep away, but I had nothing to offer because my union existed only 
in name. A Pretoria union was justified. 

I attended the first meeting when the Pretoria union was born but 
disapproved of everything, though my own union was discredited. 
Nevertheless, the union was formed and two years later I became 
secretary. Its formation led to the formation of many other African 
trade unions in Pretoria which I later became closely associated with 
and led. As a matter of fact the African Commercial and Distribu- 
tive Workers' Union which I joined and brought from Johannesburg 
never properly functioned in Pretoria. But it is fair to say that it was 
the mother of all African trade unions in Pretoria. The first secretary 
of the independent Pretoria union was my tribesman and good 
friend, Moagi Mokoe, who at first wanted to recruit me when Messrs. 
Lee and Kahn tried to form a group of the Socialist party in 
Pretoria. He joined the Communist party before me and, when he 
was the secretary of the Pretoria union, fell into temptation and 
earned himself expulsion from the Communist party and from the 
union itself. It is said that he settled a case for a worker with an 
Indian employer. The employer paid him in full what was due to the 
worker, but when he gave the worker the money, he held back part 
of it for himself and concealed the truth from the man. The truth 
came out one day when the man met his former employer, who 
asked him whether he was satisfied with what he got. The man said 
it was too little to make him satisfied, thereupon the employer told 
him what he had paid the secretary of the union. 

In nineteen-forty-one I was married in the Methodist Church in 
Marabastad. The service was conducted by a man who belonged to 
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another tribe not fax &om my own who in his early days lived with 
relatives in my tribe - Reverend Sedumedi Molope. He joined the 
Methodist Church while at their Teachers' Training- College near 
Pretoria, Kilnerton Institute, and later trained for the ministry. Our 
first child, a daughter, whom I named after my paternal aunt 
Keidumetse, was bom in nineteen-forty-two when die second world 
war was on. 

In June nineteen-forty-one, a few months after our marriage, I was 
visiting my wife's cousin and her husband in Atteridgeville. We were 
still living in Marabastad in the one room I occupied first with my 
friend Rampei Madiba. It was Sunday and a newspaper man 
brought my host a Sunday newspaper. In big letters on the fi-ont 
page appeared the news that Germany had without warning 
attacked the Soviet Union and the German army was advancing on a 
very wide fix)nt. Though I didn't say anything to those who were 
with me, I was delighted by the news. Something I had long longed 
for had occurred; the war against fascism. I knew at once that the 
way for me to join the Communist party was open. I needed no one 
to tell me that the character of the war had changed. I knew that all 
anti-fascist organisations and persons would join the ranks of those 
who hated fascism and everything it stood for. I never disassociated 
fascism in Italy and Germany from the fascism I lived under in 
South Africa at the hands of Smuts, Hertzog, Malan and Strydom. 

The following Sunday, without telling my wife, I left Marabastad 
and went to the Left Club, in Church Street East, opposite Pretoria 
Technical College for Europeans only. On my arrival I found the 
place full of people. An aggregate was being held that day, and in the 
afternoon a meeting took place and speeches I had longed to hear 
were delivered. It was a meeting of representatives of the inhabitants 
of South Africa - Europeans, Africans, people of Indian origin, and 
coloured people. They were Communists and non-Communists, as 
well as sympathisers who held left-wing views. Amongst them were 
my old teachers, Samuel Woolf, his wife Ethel, George Findlay, his 
wife Joan, Franz BoshofFand his wife Helen. For the first time I got 
to know that the Conmiunist party had a large following in Pretoria 
and had a district committee of its own. 

The emphasis had changed. There was unanimous support for 
the war against fascism. As an anti-fascist I thought that it was dme 
for me to get away from standing on the fence to join the anti-fascist 
front. At the end of the meeting I went into the office of the party 
and asked for a form to apply to join the party. A week later I 
received a letter from the party secretary in Pretoria, telling me that 
my application had been considered by the district committee and 
accepted, but I was on three months* probation. During this time 
I was plaiced in the Marabastad area group. I was expected to attend 
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party classes, sell party literature, and to perform other tasks con- 
sidered party work, as well as paying party dues which were calcula- 
ted according to members' earnings. 

In the Marabastad group I found not only Africans, but Euro- 
peans as well, who lived in other parts of the city. The Communist 
party at that time was highly disciplined. To obtain membership 
one had to prove one was willing to work and discipline oneself. It 
did not matter whether one was influential or well known in the 
party or outside it, if one breached party discipline or did something 
which would discredit the party, expulsion was the only consequence. 
It was highly democratic; before expulsion, the accused person W2is 
given a good chance to defend himself after being charged. If not 
satisfied with the verdict, he could appeal to the Aggregate District 
Conference; if unsuccessful, to the National Central Committee; 
after that, as a last resort, to the National Congress. I began to 
attend party lectures and classes and studied hard to enable myself to 
understand more about the party, the country's politics and the 
politics of other countries. 

Anxious to get a party membership card, I worked hard so that at 
the end of my probationary period I could have in my possession the 
card of the political party which impressed me as being the only one 
in the country working for a happy society in which all the inhabi- 
tants would have the right to vote and stand for all law-making 
institutions r^[ardlcss of colour, sex, creed, or former place of 
origin; a society in which all children would have free education and 
equal opportunities. Above all it was an anti-fascist party which 
was opposed to all the oppressive and discriminatory laws of Smuts, 
Hertzpg, Pirow, Strydom, Malan, the Dutch Reformed Church and 
all those who admired them and shared their convictions. 

European members of the party had critics on both sides of the 
colour line. The anti-non-European and anti-Communist Euro- 
peans accused them of betraying tiieir own people. They called them 
Kagir Boefm ~ Kaffir's Brothers - and trouble-makers. In addition 
they were accused as agents of Russia who were willing to sell South 
Africa to that country. 

The non-Europeans accused them of hypocrisy, that they were out 
to use the non-Europeans for their own ends, that if they were really 
against colour discrimination they should invite the non-Europeans 
into their homes to have dinner with them. We A&icans who joined 
the party were accused by fellow-Afiicans of being weak - Euro- 
peans' good boys and girls who were on their knees b^ging the 
Europeans to bring us freedom in our own country. Those of us who 
also belonged to the African National Congress were accused of 
being there as spies for Europeans. Those like me did not worry 
because we knew that we were searching for a true and democratic 
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South Africa. We knew, and told our critics, that the European 
members of the party promised us nothing but hard, testing vmk 
for the South Africa we were all seeking. Unaware, our critics did 
not realise that they were reinforcing the upholders of fesdsm, 
against us and democratic South Africa. 

In the end I was officially accepted into the party, which I later 
grew to love. I was always proud to be accused of behig Communist. 
The first membership card I r^;arded as a certificate for the fight 
for the end of fascism in our country and the world over. 

In nineteen-forty-two when the district committee selection came 
up, I was elected as one of its members. From that year I was elected 
to the Pretoria district committee every year until the party was dis- 
solved in ninetcen-fifty, a few weeks before Malan's fascist govern- 
ment passed the Suppression of Communism Act which has been 
used against anyone in the country who protests against the fascist 
Nationalist party and its government - now led by Vorster who 
openly, during the second world war, proclaimed his loyalty to 
Adolf Hitler and Benito Mussolini. His loyalty to fascism then earned 
him internment by the Smuts' government for working against the 
war effort in the country. 

From the time of my election to the district committee I was 
always among the Pretoria delegation to the party's national con- 
ferences, which took place in the Transvaal until early nineteen-fifty. 
At the time of the dissolution of the party I was the chairman of the 
district committee. I was well known to the police as a Communist 
and I filed affidavits with Malan's Department of Justice declaring 
my membership of the party and that my district and I agreed with 
the central committee to dissolve the party because of the Suppres- 
sion of Communism Act. As I had expected, the political field was 
rough, full of thorns, diflficulties and poverty. But at the same time 
my love for South Africa and her inhabitants filled my heart with 
love for peoples of all nadons and lands. 

The party and its members were blamed mosdy for what others 
had done. At the beginning of nineteen-forty-two, with the help of 
members of the party, several African trade unions came into «ust- 
ence; one of them was the Pretoria Non-European Municipal 
Workers' Union. At that time another wage determination, number 
one hundred and five, came into operation. It stipulated wages and 
hours of work for unskilled workers which, as I have said, meant the 
Afiican workers, and covered labourers employed by municipalities 
in big cities in the coimtry including Pretoria. For the first time 
Pretoria municipal workers, who were the lowest paid, got their 
wages raised to five pounds a month. Before that they were paid 
two pounds a month, or a bit more depending on the wishes of the 
council's officials. The detennination stipulate that they should be 
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paid weekly instead of monthly as had previously been the case; also 
that they should be given twelve working days a year holiday with 
pay. Sick pay was another of the benefits provided. 

A date was arranged on which the weekly wages were to be paid, 
and the workers were looking forward to the change with a good deal 
of excitement. Most of them were housed in the municipal compound. 
A week before the change was due to start, the council began to 
postpone the day, saying that they were not ready with the books. 
The assistant manager of the City Council's Native Affairs Depart- 
ment, Mr. Hardy, called a meeting of all the workers in the com- 
pound to tell them that the changeover was postponed for a week. 
He did not explain to them the reasons. Filled vditi suspicion that it 
was an attempt to keep them on the old system, the workers 
demanded the reason, but Mr. Hardy refused, telling them not to 
worry, that everything was all right and they would be paid weekly 
as promised. When they insisted on an explslnation, Mr. Hardy told 
them that he was not under an obligation to give them one - they 
had to trust that he was telling them the truth. 

When he left the meeting, the workers demonstrated and a riot 
broke out. They destroyed window-panes in the compound, smashed 
furniture in the offices, pulled out the doors and caused considerable 
damage to the City Council's property. Near the compound, to the 
west, is a European residential area called Pretoria West. The police 
were called, but they could not cope with the situation. Nearby on 
the race-course was an army camp. 

The army was called out to put down the demonstration, which 
they did with brute force. They opened fire on the demonstrators 
and many African workers lost dieir lives. They gave as a reason for 
opening fire and killing many workers that, by the time they reached 
the scene, the Afincans were marching in a hostile mood towards the 
European residential area. That left them with no doubts that the 
workers' aim was to attack the residents, hurt children and perhaps 
rape women. They said that they tried to stop the demonstrators and 
warned them to get back, but the demonstrators kept marching 
towards them and the Eiuropean area. They found themselves left 
with no alternative but to open fire. 

Thereafter a judicial conunission of enquiry was appointed by the 
Smuts government to find out why the situation had arisen. Most of 
the union secretaries were membors of the party, but at that time I 
had not joined them. The Commission had three members: a judge 
of the Supreme Court, an ex-attomey-general of the Transvaal and 
another. It met in Pretoria City Hall. I was still working for Cuth- 
bert and Company, and used to go there to listen after quickly 
delivering the parcels. All those who gave evidence for the City 
Council endeavoured hard to shift the blame to the party and its 
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members; one of the latter, Mr. Michael Muller, was i/vorking mth 
Afiican trade union secretaries as an advisor, drawing no wages from 
the miions but being paid by the party. The City G>unGil's witiiesses, 
including Mr. Hardy, wortel hard to impress the Ckimmission that 
the demonstration was instigated by the party, on whose shoulders 

the whole blame should rest. They atgued that for many yean be- 
fore the party helped to organise African trade unions, there was 
peace in Pretoria, there were never troubles, the workers trusted 
their supervisors and regarded them as Others; they understood one 
another. Smce this troublemaking party came along to tell their men 
that they were not treated fairly, the peace had been disturbed. 
They pointed to Michael Muller's activities in the unions, saying 
that the party planted him there to stir up trouble. But they could 
not get away with their unfounded allegations. Members of the 
party who were lawyers, like George Findlay and Franz Boshoflf, 
took turns to cross-examine them. Another progressive and sym- 
pathetic lawyer, Vernon Berrange, used to come from Johannesburg 
to carry out lengthy cross-examinations. They made Hardy and 
those who sided with him admit that they were not against Africans 
having trade unions. 

Under cross-examination. Hardy admitted that he was under an 
obligation to tell the workers the reason why they were not going to 
be paid on the day promised and that, had he explained, the workers 
would not have demonstrated and damage to the City Council's 
property would not have occurred. Every one of the council's wit- 
nesses admitted under cross-examination that workers lost their 
lives because Hardy refused to give them explanations when they 
asked him to do so ; and further, that if the workers had not organi- 
sed, wage determination number one hundred and five would not 
have come into being. Hardy also admitted that, though he claimed 
to look after the workers he supervised like a father, he would never 
have reconnutnended to the council that they should be paid weekly 
at a basic wage of five pounds a month. 

The police told the Commission that, because the situation was so 
ugly, they did not attempt to ask for reinforcements, but that they 
thought the people to deal with it were the army. The army in 
South Africa is for Europeans only; no non-European can join it 
and carry arms. The police admitted under cross-examination that 
if they had called for reinforcements they would have saved many 
lives, and, though they too wanted to blame the party and its 
members, that Hardy was wrong to withhold the reasons from the 
workers and that his refusal resulted in a demonstration which 
could have been avoided. 

When the army's turn came to be examined, they said they found 
great confrision; there was a deafening noise, with the demonstra- 
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tors moving up and down Procs Street - but not, they admitted, 
moving to the European residential area but merely marching up 
and down. What discredited the army most was their admission that 
when they got to the scene they did not try to fire into the air to 
firighten the workers but fired straight into them and caused a large 
loss of life. When the Commission reported, the blame went to the 
people who deserved it: Hardy, the pdice and the army. That was 
all we heard of the CSommission. The workers had lost their lives, 
Jan ©hiislian Smuts was the ruler of South Africa, the second world 
mr was xagiiig, the children of those who lost their lives became 
orphaas wi& no siq^yport. 
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XXIX Party National School 



In nineteen-forty-three the owner of the place in Church Street 
East, where the Left Club in Pretoria was held, gave notice that he 
wanted it for his own use. While the search for a new place was 
going on, the party had to have an office somewhere. A room was 
acquired in the Rand Provident Buildings, Pretorius Street, opposite 
the old City Hall, and from that one room the party operated. I was 
a member of the district committee and there we met on one even- 
ing a week. 

In June that year the national executive conunittee decided to 
organise a National School and asked each district to select and send 
the candidate they wished to have trained on a large range of sub- 
jects which ought to be known by advanced party members. My 
district selected me» but I remember well saying when I was chosen 
that I did not know enough to be sent to such an advanced school. 
One member, who later become one of my best European fiiends in 
the party, barrister Franz Boshoif, said, 'We know that you don't 
know enough, that is why we selected you to go to that school.' His 
words silenced me. 

Franz Boshoff had b^gun his legal career as public prosecutor in 
Pretoria magistrates courts. He later became a staunch Afirikaner 
member of the Communist party. He was not the only staunch 
Afirikaner Communist in Fretoria; there were others too, like Thuys 
van Huissen, Michael Muller and David Cousyn. 

At the end of June I left Pretoria for Johannesburg where the 
school was held. It was a thirty-day course of intensive training firom 
eight o'clock on Monday morning to five o'clock on Friday evening. 
Our classes took place at the Johannesburg Left Club in Commis- 
sioner Street, opposite Progress Buildings where the Johannesburg 
party offices were situated. All party districts in the country sent 
students there. Our keep was paid by our districts. Johannesburg 
district had more students because the school was in their district 
and so they had less to pay for their students. I made fiiends finom 
many parts of the country. 

There I met a Zulu boy, an ex-teacher firom Pietemuuitzbuig in 
Natal, and we became very close fiiends. His name was Hsuny 
Kwala. Both of us Uved at Orlando Afirican location built by the 
City Council of the City of Gold for the Afiricans. Unlike Atteridge- 
ville in Pretoria, Orlando had electric lights in the streets but none in 
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the houses. The toilets there, unUke the Atteridgeville ones, did not 
have running water. There were taps in the yards but not in the 
houses as at Atteridgeville. The houses were of best brick, but had no 
ceilings. Compared with the two old African locations in the city 
from which the inhabitants of Orlando were drawn, Prospect and 
Malay-camp, Orlando was a paradise. The residents there, as at 
Atteridgeville, had privacy and small gardens and lived without 
daily orders and interference from landlords. 

Orlando, like all African locations in the country, was not free 
from the Native Urban Areas Act. People there were not permitted 
to brew or drink beer. Like all urban locations, Orlando had an 
advisory board, which was supposed to advise the City Council of 
the City of Gold of African needs. When I was there one of the 
leading members of the Johannesburg district committee of the 
party, Edwin Thabo Mofutsanyana, was a member of the advisory 
board. He was the editor of the party's newspaper Inkululeko - 
'Freedom'. He had originally come to Johannesburg from a Sesotho- 
speaking tribe in the Orange Free State to work in the mines, but 
had joined the party, got himself educated inside the party and 
been to the Soviet Union for further education. He was a powerful 
orator and was one of my idols. 

On Saturdays and Sundays, when we were not at school, Harry 
Kwala and I moved about together, studying or testing each other 
whether we understood what we had been taught at the party school. 
Kwala lived with a Moema family and was very happy there. Mr. 
Moema was not a party member but a very strong African Congress- 
man and a member of the advisory board. I lived with a Molefe 
&mily that looked after me so well that later I r^^arded myself as a 
member of the femily. Mr. Molefe was a member of the party, but 
his wife was a mere sympathiser. It was very interesting living where 
there was such a large concentration of Africans. Orlando is more 
than eight miles from the centre of the City of Gold and most people 
there are workers in the city. 

Some of the best friends I met at school were Ben Mmzi and Abe 
Manala who, like me, became trade union secretaries. 

At the school a long range of subjects were taught; political 
economy, socialism in general, trade unionism, the difference be- 
tween the Communist party and the Labour party, social democracy 
and communism, the origin of man and society, civics, the meaning 
of democracy, dictatorship, capitalism and its functions, the work- 
ings of markets, monarchy, capitalist republicanism, proletarianism, 
the meaning of the proletariat, the state and people, the rights of 
people in society and the state, the state's frmctions towards the 
people, colonialism, direct and indirect rule, the pricing ofmanufao- 
tured articles, class conflicts and interests in society, just and unjust 
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ivan, public speaking, administration^ running of offices, drawing uP 
of reports, taking of minutes, filing systems, the rights of peopte to 
self-government and self-determination, health, education, revolu- 
tions and people's republics. We were also taught the meanings of 
chauvinism, anarchism and anarchists, and discussed national 
liberator/ movements. 

Our teachers were learned men and women, lawyers, professors, 
trade unionists, lecturers, architects, doctors and politicians. They 
came in turns and each one of them left us with something to study, 
and wanted to know how fkr we had gone with it or how much we 
understood the subject. Time was short, only thirty days, but we 
were taught at great length. We were keen to learn because we 
understood that knowledge is power. I imderstood full well that I was 
sent from Pretoria to learn, so that on my return I could pass on 
what I had learned there to the people of Pretoria, the place where 
all fascist laws made in Cape Town by the Europeans-only parlia- 
ment are put into operation and administered. I was aware of all 
that when I left for the party school and during my stay there. 

I shall not mention the names of all my teachers at the party 
school, but that does not mean ingratitude to those I omit. By 
naming their colleagues, I mention them all. They were Issy Wolf- 
son, A. Weinberg, R. Bernstein, H. Watts, Dr. Y. Dadoo, B. Cohen, 
A. Burski, E. Weinberg, Dr. M. Friedman, Mr. Festenstein and 
others. I owe to all of them and the party a debt I can never repay. 

I was in Johannesburg for the whole of July. On the closing day, I 
don't know why, I was asked to address the students, and my theme 
was what I had gained from the school. I remember well telling my 
fellow-students that when I came to the school I thought I knew half 
of all we had been taught. But now, I said, the school has helped me 
to know that I knew only a quarter of it. There was laughter. *Now,' 
I went on, 'I am convinced that I know half.' There were cheers and 
laughter again. 

I reminded my fellow-students what one of our teachers had said, 
that we were there to learn, not only for ourselves but for others who 
would come to us for advice and help. *I hope,' I said, 'that when we 
are back at our homes we shall remember those words of our teacher 
and adopt them as a guide in all our endeavours.' I reminded them 
further that what we were taught at the school was meant to guide us 
into activity. The path we had chosen was not a smooth one, I 
pressed on, it was full of frightening things and lined up by people 
who will do everything they can to discourage us. *The first^' I said, 
'are in our own families. They are our parents, brothers, sisters and 
relatives who will all complain that we are degrading their families 
in the eyes of the neighbours, that we are bringing hardship on our- 
selves and our £unilies and threaten to disown us. They will do that 
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because they will believe that what we have chosen to dedicate 
ourselves to is not for us and for them but for someone else. Some of 
us, like myself,' I said, Vho are already married, may find opposition 
from our own wives who will bring before us the children and them- 
selves and say, perhaps with tears, that we are ruining their lives 
and future ; "if you don't care about me, at least care about your own 
children". If,' I said, *what we have learned here has not convinced 
us that we have chosen the right cause, that of working for a better 
future for all our people and children, we shall agree with them. I 
don't want to say here that I shall not fall by the way, but I can 
only say that I hope my conviction will at all times be with me.' 
When I sat down there were cheers. We sang the Internationale and 
ended our school. 

The next day, August the first, nineteen-forty-three, I left Orlando 
on my way back home. My employers thought all the time that I 
was in Phokeng attending to family matters. I arrived in Pretoria on 
Saturday, and rested with my wife in the room we rented in Mara- 
bastad the whole of Sunday. Friends who knew I was back called 
in to see me and everything was nice, and I was preparing myself to 
go to Cuthbert's shoe shop to start work. The next day I joined the 
others at Cuthbert's but I think that news had leaked out. Before 
ten o'clock that morning I was at loggerheads with the manager, Mr. 
Haupt, who sacked me on the spot and ordered me to call in the 
afternoon to collect what was due to me. 

I went away to tell one of my friends, Mr. Papi Mabuse, that I 
had lost my job and he should help me to find one. He invited me to 
go with him to the general post office to post parcels for his employer. 
To get there we could not avoid passing Cuthbert's shoe shop. I 
think that when the manager saw us he changed his mind. As we 
returned from the post office, he came out of the shop, called over 
and asked me whether I still wanted to work, and I said that I was 
ready to work if he needed me. Thereupon he said, *Come on, go 
and do your work,' which meant go and take the parcels to deliver 
them. I went in, took the parcels, packed them on the bicycle I was 
using and went out. I think that I had been unemployed for two 
hours. 

On Tuesday evening that week I was at the party's district com- 
mittee meeting reporting about the school, how I enjoyed the classes 
and what I thought I had gained from the school. I remember that 
we had a visitor, Mr. Harry Bloom, a barrister, who was chairman of 
Durban district, and in Pretoria for some reason. At the end of my 
report, he asked me, *How do you feel now?' I replied: *I feel that 
I am a little Mandst.' There were cheers and laughter. The die for 
my political future was cast. My friend, Moagi Mokoe, who had 
beien secretary of Pretoria Non-European Distributive Workers' 
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Unioiii had been expelled from the party two weeb before my return 
from Johamiesbuxg and the miion was also in the process of termi- 
nating his services. Two weeks after my return, the union asked me 
to leave my job to take the secretaryship of the union, and I agreed. 

At the end of August that year I left Cuthbert and Company's 
employment to start at 99 Boom Street as secretary of the Distribu- 
tive Workers' Union. Mr. Johannes Makou was the union's treas- 
urer. There I joined the secretaries of other Pretoria unions which I 
saw being formed : the Pretoria Non-European Municipal Workers' 
Union, the Non-European Railways and Harbour Workers' Union, 
the Non-European Match and Glass Workers' Union, the Non- 
European Cement Workers' Union, the Non-European Building and 
Allied Workers' Union, the Non-European Dairy Workers' Union, 
the Non-European Iron and Steel Workers' Union, the Non- 
European Laundry Workers' Union, and the Non-European Meat 
Workers' Union. They all had secretaries and committees meeting 
regularly every week. 

It may be asked by some who are not familiar with South African 
politics why they were called non-European unions. Apartheid is 
the barrier. White and black workers cannot belong to the same 
union ; mixed unions are forbidden by the law called the Industrial 
Conciliation Act. Another question might be, why not call them 
African unions ? It was felt that it was sectarian to call them African 
unions, and that it would have supported Hertzog and Smuts' con- 
cept of segregation; to justify their concept, they could have pointed 
out that the Africans wanted separatism and did not want non- 
Africans to join their unions, and so called their organisations 
African. Those who did not know of the Industrial Conciliation Act 
would have believed them. That Act also denied African unions 
government recognition: African workers are defined in it as not 
being employees because they carry passes - as though they asked 
for them and enjoyed them. Only Europeans and non-carriers of 
passes are recognised as employees, and their trade unions are 
recognised by the state and by employers as such. As a result 
African workers are only employed to do unskilled tasks and 

thereby earn far less than the majority of European, Indian and 
Coloured workers. All the unions which I joined, and later led at 99 
Boom Street, were formed with the help of the Communist party 
and progressive Europeans who held left-wing views and sou^t to 
raise A^can living standards. 

In the trade union ofifices at 99 Boom Street I worked with my 
colleagues as union secretaries. Their names were Tlhokoa Sekati, 
Municipal and Railway Workers; Maesela Kola, CSement and Meat 
Workers; Percy Fhala, Dairy and Garage Workers; George Mbloto, 
Match and Glass Workers; Jackson Nemkula, Building and Allied 
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Workers; and Malesela Kekana, Iron and Steel Workers. After my 
arrival there I suggested the fbrsaation of a Bakery and Market 
G>mmi8sion Agents Workers* Union, and the union came into being. 
Each one of us organised and acted for two unions. We fulfilled the 
two functions of oiganiser and secretary. The Laundry, Dry Glean- 
ers' and Dyers' Workers' Union was run from Johannesburg, but 
their secretary was free to use our offices any time he came to 
Pretoria to see their members. We paid rent joindy and the place 
was hired in the name of Michael Muller, who worked with us as an 
adviser. Without using Michael Muller's name, we would not have 
obtained the place, because it was in a declared European area. Only 
Europeans could hire places there. 

Mike Muller was a very hard-working man, and devoted to the 
African cause. He was not a native of Pretoria, he came from the 
Free State. His parents were staunch supporters of the NationaHst 
Europeans-only party, led at that time by Dr. D. F. Malan. He was 
an Afrikaner who, I was told, had been sent to Pretoria University, 
the citadel of Apartheid. While there he became attracted to 
socialism and joined the Communist party. He did not finish his 
studies, but left to devote his time and energies to helping the 
Africans. He could not understand why the Europeans wanted 
Africans to work for them, and yet refused to accept them as equals. 
Though I became very close to Mike Muller, I never asked him how 
he came into the party. All I know of him was that he gave every- 
thing he could give in the form of service to the Africans. Because he 
identified himself so much with the African cause, he was hated by 
the police - Europeans - who accused him of inciting the Africans 
by treating them as his equals. The Africans of Pretoria, even those 
who were not Communists, liked him and respected him. He had 
earned their love because they saw him working with their people 
for their people. But friends at times become foes. By nineteen-forty- 
seven, Mike Muller and I were not on speaking terms ; we quarrelled 
over a strike at the Central News Agency. I had negotiated it, but 
failed to get all the workers reinstated. He accused me of having sold 
out; I ought to have kept them on strike until all were reinstated. I 
disagreed with him. 

In the same year I went to 99 Boom Street. We met other African 
trade unions in Johannesburg and together we decided to form a 
trade union council which would speak for organised African labour 
as well as to help organise the unorganised African workers in other 
trades and industries. When we met, the Johannesburg unions were 
represented by Messrs. Gana Makabeni, Daniel Gosani, Daniel 
Tloome and David Koza, and Pretoria was represented by myself, 
Mike Muller, Tlhokoa Sekati and Maesela Tlolane. We met first 
in Johannesburg^ then twice in Pretoria, each time discussing the 
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drawing up of the constitution and the name of the council. Finally 
we agmd to call it the Transvaal Gotmcil of Non-European Trade 
Unions. Gana Makabeni became its first chairman, Daniel Gosani 
the first secretary, and Daniel Tloome the treasurer, all of them firom 
Johannesburg. We formed the council consisting of the following 
men: Makabeni, James Philips, Gosani, Koza, Mogoye, Fhofii, 
Tloome, Mokgatle, Tlolane, Mfete and Setemela. That was the 
first committee of the council. Its seat was in Johannesburg and I 
used to travel with Tlolane and Mfete to attend its meetings. 

Things being as they were and still are in South Afiica, there was a 
much stronger coundl of trade unions in the country called the 
South African Trades and Labour Council, which consbted largely 
of well-organised European unions and non-European unions of 
non-pass bearers like Indians and coloureds. There were powerfiil 
and progressive European trade unions in the Trades and Labour 
Coimcil which stood firmly for the Afiicans to belong to the coundl, 
but there were also other bodies, similarly powerful, which were pre- 
pared to see that Apartheid was strictly maintained in the Trades 
and Labour Council. The constitution of the council recognised no 
colour bar, but the unions against the Africans joining were the 
majority. The African unions were not strong enough financially, not 
recognised by the state, not well organised; all that helped their 
enemies in the Trades and Labour Council to defeat all the pro- 
gressive motions tabled at conferences. It was hard for Africans to 
organise because unsympathetic employers were encouraged by 
non-state recognition to ignore them. Some would say to the secre- 
taries, 'Go and get the government to recognise your union first and 
then come here and we will recognise you.* 

A branch of the Transvaal Council of Non-European Trade 
Unions was formed in Pretoria, and I was elected secretary. All the 
secretaries at 99 Boom Street were elected members of the Pretoria 
Council. It was hard for us all; some of us were lucky to get our 
wages regularly every month. The motto was sacrifice. Without it 
there would never have been African trade unions in existence in 
South Africa. Passes which we were forced to carry became barriers 
to our trade unions' recognition. They chained us to the pole of low 
wages and unskilled jobs. Through them our trade unions were 
declared no unions by the state and employers. Nothing has changed; 
the situation is still the same under Vorster as it was under Smuts, 
Hertzog, Malan, Strydom and Verwoerd. 

The last monthly contract pass I had was with Messrs. Cuthbert 
and Company Limited. In the unions I made up my mind to go 
about without a pass, knowing full well that I was courting arrest. I 
did on many occasions get arrested for having no monthly pass in 
my possession. I was still determined to go to prison to see what 
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happened there. At times I got convicted at the native commis- 
sioner's court, but friends always p2iid my fines and stopped me 
going to prison. At times, because I was well known in Pretoria, I was 
cautioned and told to register myself as self-employed, but I xefused 
to do that. I always declared, *I am anti-pass therefore I see no 
reason for having one.* I remember, one day, that I arrived at 
Pretoria central police station, arrested by pass raiders, who were 
nicknamed by the Afincans as ' Vang dii Kitaang* (Hold the Chain'), a 
police flying squad, under a policeman called Jan van Rooyen, 
whose task was to sweep Pretoria streets clean of all unemployed 
Africans. When he saw me, he said to his policemen, 'Why waste 
time with him? - we know all about him. We can arrest him any 
time we like, but we don't go and waste time in court with him, and 
let many other kaffirs get away. When you see him, ignore him. The 
time to arrest him will come and he will be sorry for himself.' He 
then turned to me and said, *You are a kaffir Hke all other kaffirs. 
The law says you must carry a pass, who do you think you are, 
better than other kaffirs? You can go^ I shall send for you when I 
need you.' Between nineteen-forty-three and nineteen-fifty-four I 
was so frequendy arrested with other Afincans &r pass ofifences and 
other acts of defiance that the Uack maria was nicknamed Mok- 
gade'staxL 

By nineteen-forty-three the Europeans-only Nationalist party led 
fay Dr. D. F. Malan, and the Ossewabrandwag, the extreme wing of 
the Nationalist party in which Dr. Verwoerd sjid Johannes Vorster 
played leading roles, had become convinced that Hitler's victory, 
which they had wished fiir and thought imminent, would not be 
fixrthcoming. They could see, like all of us who were watching the 
way events and the war were turning, that Hitler's Germany 
and Mussolini's fiudst Italy had lost the war. They then turned 
their attention to the home firont As is the fashion among South 
Afincan European politicians who seek fiune and success to become 
law^makers, tiiey launched an onslaught on the Afincan people. To 
see which way the political storm-centre is moving, one has only to 
watch or listen to the conferences of the European farmers, the 
motions submitted and discussed, and the resolutions which emerge 
from them. First the farmers sotmd the alarm, then the Dutch 
Reformed Church blows the bugle, and the political parties go into 
action. 

The supporters of the Nationalist party in the Farmers* Union 
began to raise a cry that farmers were finding it impossible to obtain 
African labour because the natives were drifting from the farms to 
the towns and cities, and the government and municipalities were 
encouraging them by allowing them to get jobs and allowing those 
who could not find jobs to stay indefinitely. The government - it 
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vms the Smuts government at that time - was accused by the 
fiuxners of being weak and influenced by Liberals and Communists 
to allow natives to drift to urban areas unchecked. The next place to 
watch was the Dutch Reformed Church's conferences. While the 
farmers complained of shortage of African labour, the Dutch Refor- 
med Church spokesmen raised the scare that European towns and 
cities were no longer safe for European women and children to walk 
about in because of the large numbers of natives who roamed about 
at will, not working, living largely by crime, attacking European 
property and individuals. The government and municipalities 
should join hands to keep natives out of European areas, the predi- 
kants demanded firmly. 

The third place to look at then becomes the Nationalist party 
conferences. The resolutions of the farmers* conference and the 
Dutch Reformed Church would come up framed in different words 
but demanding the same strong action to be taken by the govern- 
ment against the Africans - who are made political vehicles to carry 
European politicians to power and success in the country. No 
European politician, provincial councillor, or town or city councillor 
will get elected to power in South Africa if he does not show that his 
stand against African advancement is stronger than those who com- 
pete with him. 

Having been armed by the farmers' demands and the Dutch 
Reformed Church's frightening allegations against the Africans in 
urban areas, the Nationalist party found no difficulty sharpening its 
weapons to force the government to act against the Africans in the 
urban areas. When Parliament was in session, Malan, who was 
leading the Opposition against Smuts' war-time government, stood 
up, cheered by his supporters who knew what he was going to ask 
Smuts, and a^ced, *What is the government doing for the farmers* 
legitimate grievances that they cannot obtain native labour because 
the government encourages them to leave the rural areas for urban 
areas?' Smuts, for his government, said, *There is no truth in the 
auctions that the government's policy is to encourage or allow the 
natives to drift to the urban areas.' 'What is the government doing,' 
asked Malan, *to stop this mass influx of natives into urban areas, 

not to work, but to live by criminal methods?' *The government Is 
watching the situation closely. At the right time the government 
would take action to remedy the situation,' Smuts answered. * When 
is the right time ? Is the government weak or afraid to act, is the 
influence of the Liberals in the government and the Communists 
outside this house so strong that the government finds itself incapable 
to act?' Malan asked again. 'I am afraid I have nothing more to add 
to what I have already told the house.' At that point I knew that 
we were about to be attacked on a united front by all Europeans 
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who, regardless of their party afhUations, are totally against African 
advancement in the country. 'We have lost the war in Europe, we 
must win it at home', said the Nationalists and their allied bodies. 

When nineteen-forty-four dawned. Smuts had already made up 
his mind to act, to show the Nationalists that he was no less against 
the presence of Africans in the urban areas than they were. In order 
to win the next general election, which was only three years away, 
he prepared the amendment to the Native Urban Areas Act of 
nineteen-twenty-three which was amended by Hertzog's govern- 
ment in nineteen-twenty-five. All amendments were meant to hit 
the Africans hard below the belt. The war against fascism was on. 
Smuts claimed to be against fascism, for human progress, and against 
oppression and race hatred, but he saw nothing wrong in himself 
and his supporters amending the Act in such a way that it would 
make it impossible for Africans to leave rural for urbaii areas without 
the permission of the native commissioner, a European in the rural 
districts, and written permission from the town or city council where 
the African wanted to go and seek work. Thirdly, an African asking 
the native conamissioner for a permit to leave had to show that a job 
was already waiting for him, and give the name and address of the 
employer who needed his services. Fourthly, on arrival, carrying the 
commissioner's permission and a certificate of the employer's willing- 
ness to give him a job, he still had to ask the local authority for per- 
mission to work in its area. That amended Act gave the control of 
the pass system to the munidpalides and empowered them to set up 
what are known today as labour bureaux, where Africans who are 
in search of jobs - with the permission of the local authority - must 
register and wait for anyone who may come along looking for a 
worker. The Act virtually took away the Africans' right to choose a 
job. It armed the municipalities with the right to allow or refuse an 
African entry into the urban area, and it authorised them to expel 
Africans at will from urban areas. Once an African's documents are 
stamped 'refused entry', he is at the mercy of the police. Jobs for 
Africans in this plight would be on the farms, in the mines if they 
handed themselves to the mines recruiting office, or in prisons where 
frumers would pay their fines and take them to their farms to work 
the nmnber of days, weeks or months they were convicted for. Today 
in South Africa large prisons built by farmers with state aid are 
operating alongside large farms, and farmers in the country use 
convict labour. Many ^^cans go there but never return. They die 
there due to ill-treatment, beatings and other inhuman methods of 
torture. That is South Africa in nineteen-seventy. 

The amended Act gave the municipalities one right the Eiuropeans- 
only governments have denied the African people since nineteen-ten, 
tiie rif^t to brew beer of their own. It empowered the local authori- 
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ties to brew and to sell African beer to the Africans. In almost every 
city in the country there are places called native beer halls where 
Africans go for their beer, and which are patronised by those lucky 
enough to be allowed to work in the urban areas. The amended Act 
was passed by the Smuts government in nineteen-forty-five and 
came into operation in nineteen-forty-six. With it and its severity on 
the African's movements. Smuts was sure to win the general election 
of nineteen-forty-eight - but he had misjudged the Nationalists and 
tiieir hatred for him for having supported the war against Hitier 
and fascism in Europe. I know all about this because politics was 
the game I was involved in. I saw the blueprints being drawn up, 
the finishing of the article and the operation of the machine. 

In Pretoria I was deeply involved in fighting the operation of the 
bureaux, the expulsion of Afiican workers who had worked in the 
city for many years, the denial of re-entry to Pretoria to those who 
had been away visiting their frunilies in the tribes for more tiian 
three months. The Act, amongst other things, stipulated that those 
Afiicans who are granted permission to enter urban areas should be 
allowed to stay seventy-two hours and thereafter seek extensions 
from the local authorities. From nineteen-forty-six, monthly contract 
passes were issued by local authorities through their bureaux. That 
resulted in thousands of Africans being arrested by the poUce every 
day in Pretoria and in other major cities of the country. Can honest 
people really say that the country has never been under fascism ? Or 
that only after the Nationalists took over, in nineteen-forty-eight, did 
the country start moving towards a police state ? I have always said 
that it became a fascist and police state the day the Act of Union was 
approved in nineteen-o-eight and put into operation in nineteen-ten. 

In nineteen-fifty-eight I received in London a telegram from 
South Africa telling me of my nephew's death. Later I got a letter 
from my sister, his mother, saying that he was arrested in Johannes- 
burg for a pass offence and sold to a farm prison. There on the farm 
he saw an African being beaten to death. He ran away but that 
sight could not leave him. 

Far away from the farm, a hundred or more miles away in our 
tribal village Phokeng, my sister's son was haunted by fear that the 
police were looking for him, would trace him and take him back to 
the prison farm. His mother and friends tried to console him saying 
that he should keep calm, it was not easy for the police to trace him, 
but one morning he was found hanging from a tree. He had ended 
his own life rather than see himself going back to the farm. His name 
was Sebepi Rakhudu. Fascism and the police state, which are the 
order of the day in my country, not only affected me personally but 
also caused death in my own family. And my family was just one of 
many thousands of such families which have been caused to lose 
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dear ones. Perhaps we were lucky because my sister buried her own 
son. The family of the one my nephew saw being beaten to death 
did not bury their son. Many families do not know how their sons 
died and where they were buried. That was what happened in 
Germany under Hitler; that has been happening to the Africans in 
South Africa under Smuts, Hertzog, Malan, Strydom, Verwoerd 
and Vorster. 

I am mindful that some people who read these accounts will try 
hard to persuade others to disbelieve them. But what I describe here 
is not what happened in the past but what happens today. South 
Afidca is not a fiction, is not an abstract state which can only be told 
about in stories; it can be visited, my descriptions can be tested. The 
bureaux can be visited; police arrests are taking place every day, and 
they can be seen; farm prisons are filled with convict labour, and 
these can be visited and the convicts there can be spoken to. Euro- 
peans who emigrate to South Africa must know that they are invited 
to go there to help to make all those things work; to keep the 
Africans down, to deny them human rights and democracy. Musical 
artists who claim that they are not politicians and therefore go to 
South Africa to entertain Europeans only must search their con- 
sciences. They must choose between money-making and upholding 
human rights. 

Economists who find pleasure in describing South Africa as a 
prosperous country with a sound economy perhaps do not know 
why there is such prosperity. Never before have so few enjoyed life 
and pleasure at the expense of so many. 
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XXX Native Representative Council 



During my time as secretary and organiser of trade unions I found 
time to attend sessions of the Native Representative Council's meet- 
ings in Pretoria City Hall, listening to the debates and speeches of its 
members. The meetings were held every two years in the banqueting 
hall. The Nationalists, having succeeded in forcing Smuts to enact 
the new Native Urban Areas Act, started a new and more vidous 
attack on the African people and the Communists in the country. 
They accused Smuts and his government of having abandoned 
Apartheid, encouraging the natives to claim equality with Europeans. 
They cited Pretoria City Hall as the place where the natives were 
told that they were as good as Europeans by allowing them to sit on 
seats used by Europeans, from which they were encouraged to 
demand equality with God's chosen people. They alleged that 
speeches made by members of the Council were Communist speeches, 
inciting rebellion against European authority in the country - 
despite the fact that there was not a single member of the Council 
who was a Communist or a Communist sympathiser. 

So they asked the Europeans-only voters to give them South 
Africa at the next general election to do what they said Smuts was 
afraid to do, to suppress the Communist party and abolish the 
Native Representative Council. They accused the Council further 
of being a group of African intellectuals who were ashamed of their 
own people, of men who, because they were educated, wanted to be 
white men in black skins. I have already explained that the functions 
of the Native Representative Council were purely advisory, and 
Smuts' government listened to them and ignored their recommenda- 
tions. 

The general election was drawing near and Smuts tried to show 
that he was also against the natives using the seats used by the 
Europeans in the City Hall and ordered that the next meeting of the 
Council must be held outside the City Hall. But before that hap- 
pened, in nineteen-forty-six, the African mine workers, under the 
leadership of John Marks, a member of the Communist party, went 
on strike for higher wages after long and patient negotiations with 
the Chamber of Mines along the reef in the Johannesburg area. 

At that time John Marks was the chairman of the Transvaal 
Council of Non-European Trade Unions, of which I was one of the 
founders and an executive member. The day before the strike I was 
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summoned to be in Johannesburg to attend the executive committee 
meeting the next day to plan what was to be done to see the strike 
through. On the day of the strike, the Native Representative Coun- 
cil's meeting was taking place in Pretoria. 

The next morning, I left Pretoria with my colleague Malesela 
Tlolaxve, who was secretary of the Office Workers' Union and a 
member of our Trade Unions Council, for the City of Gold. The 
strike was already on. When we left Pretoria railway station we 
rubbed shoulders with some members of the Native Representative 
Council arriving in Pretoria for their meeting. Everything was tense, 
and we were wondering what they were going to do or say at their 
meeting. On our arrival in Johannesbiug we proceeded to Rosen- 
berg Arcade, where we held our meetings, and tliere without wasting 
much time we went into session. All the newspapers were full of 
reports that the strike was a hundred per cent supported by the 
African workers employed in the mines all along the reef. Wc were 
faced with the problem of how to get to the workers, since most of 
them lived in mine compounds, the urgent need being to get them 
money to buy food during the strike period. The first thing we 
thought of was to make appeals to progressive European trade 
unions and other progressive bodies for financial and any other help 
they could ofifer us. 

At about eleven o'clock that day, two European detectives from 
Marshall Square, the Scotland Yard of Johannesburg, arrived and 
found us in session. They called the chairman away firom the meeting 
and talked to him outside, then went away. Mr. Marks told us that 
they asked him what we were doing, and he had said we were dis- 
cussing the miners' strike. By lunch-time we were through with our 
plans; it only remained to roneo appeals to bodies we had agreed to 
contact. Afterwards we met again to start the ball rolling, but it was 
not long before three detectives arrived firom Marshall Square and, 
in the middle of our meeting, our chairman was arrested. 

With our leader, the leader of the striking men, arrested, we were 
overcome by confiision. We were beset by two problems at the same 
time. We then agreed to meet the next day to proceed with what we 
had agreed upon, and to see what could be done to release Marks, 
without whom our work to help the miners could not go ahead. The 
first thing to do was to get in touch with progressive lawyers in the 
city to get them to find out what bail was needed for Marks' release. 
Malesela Tlolane and I left that part of the work to our Johannes- 
burg colleagues and made our way back to Pretoria. When we pur- 
chased afternoon newspapers we were delighted with the news that, 
despite police intimidation, the miners were holding out and that 
most mines were without Afirican labour for the first time since they 
had started in Johannesburg. 
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The other bright and heartening news was from Pretoria. When 
the councillors of the Native Representative Council assembled in 
the banqueting hall of the City Hall under the chairmanship of Dr. 
Mears, who was the Secretary for Native Affairs, they unanimously 
refused to discuss the agenda laid before them, saying that it was the 
same as the one they had discussed at the first meeting of the Council 
several years before, that none of their recommendations had been 
met by the government, and that they therefore saw no point in 
discussing it. They passed resolutions demanding recognition of 
African trade imions, the abolition of passes, free equal education for 
African children, the franchise for the African people and the aboli- 
tion of all colour discrimination in all sectors of South African life. 

Dr. Mears promised to pass their demands to Smuts' government 
and that the government would give them their reply. That was the 
last meeting of the council in Pretoria City Hall. The Europeans- 
only general election was only a year away and Smuts had to prove 
to the Nationalists, to Malan, to his critics in the Farmers' Union and 
in the Dutch Reformed Church, that he was no less an upholder of 
white supremacy than they were. Two days later, the African miners 
were forced to return to work with brute force by the police. They 
were shot at and many lost their lives. Smuts was thereby repeating 
what he had done to the European miners in nineteen-twenty-two 
when he ordered the army to open fire on them at Fordsburg, 
Johannesburg, and, by killing many of them, forced them to return 
to work. That was Jan Christian Smuts, the idol of many people who 
never lived under his rule in South Africa. 

To prove further to Malan and his followers that he was no less 
anti-Communist than they were, Smuts blamed the Communist 
party of South Africa for the African miners' strike and ordered the 
arrest of the whole central committee of the party. The headquarters 
of the party was in Cape Town, and most of the members were there; 
only a few were in Johannesburg. Those in Johannesburg were 
transported to Cape Town to join the others in preliminary proceed- 
ings. Among those taken from Johannesburg was a European, a 
patriot South African and a true friend of the Africans, who gave his 
time and energies to helping to organise the African Mine Workers' 
Union. He was not a member of the Communist party. His name 
was Louis Joffe. Without his consent he was taken to Cape Town to 
be tried with members of the party's central committee. Amongst 
these was William Henry Andrews, a veteran trade unionist, and 
one of the founders of the South African Trades and Labour 
Council, the South African Labour party and of the Communist 
party of South Africa. He was the national chairman of the party at 
the time and well advanced in age. 

In Pretoria one day a detective's motor-cycle pulled up in front of 
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our trade union's office, 99 Boom Street. A European detective came 
in and told me that they had come to take me to my room in 
Marabastad, which was to be searched. I left with them, and as was 
the habit in Marabastad when the sound of a detective's motor-cycle 
was heard, people came out of the houses to see what was happening. 
Usually a man brought to his house by detectives was someone 
accused of having stolen goods, and when people saw me with the 
detectives they had no doubt in their minds that I had stolen some- 
thing and the police had brought me to search for it. My wife, too, 
was smpnsed to see me coming home during the day accompanied 
by detectives. Before they started their work they handed me a 
warrant signed by the chief magistrate to search my room for docu- 
ments connected with the miners' strike. They searched every comer 
of my room, went through all my papers and books and everything 
they could lay their hands on. The people outside were waiting to 
see my fate. Eventually the detectives left without me and the people 
began to come in to ask what the reason was. Those who were my 
enemies were disappointed to learn that it was not connected with 
stealing but with the miners' strike in Johannesburg. My son 
Matshediso, who was two years old, helped the detectives by giving 
them some of my books to search. 

The police carried some of my books and documents away with 
them, but after several weeks returned them. I was not arrested, 
but this was the introduction to what would follow later on. We lost 
our office the same year; the landlord refused to renew Michael 
Muller's lease, and that brought our occupation of 99 Boom Street 
to an end. It also brought disintegration into our imions. Without 
an office most of the secretaries were forced by starvation to leave the 
trade unions to look for jobs where they could earn a living. However, 
I carried on, arranging to meet the workers at appointed places to 
take up their grievances, to take them to mimicipal offices, or to 
challenge their expulsion from Pretoria, since they had worked in 
the dty for many years. It was a hard job. Others were already 
living with their wives and children in Pretoria, having recentiy 
arrived, but were expelled simply because their old passes showed 
that they originally came from tiie tribes. Bureau officials argued 
that they still belonged to those tribes and must go back there. Most 
cases were heart-breaking because once a man had his pass stamped 
'refused entry into the Urban Area' he was afraid to come to me, 
fearing that on the way he might meet the police and get arrested. 
Wives came to see me with tears in their eyes, saying, 'My husband 
is ordered to leave me and the children to return to where he 
originally came fixim.' 

The fbrst chief of bureaux in Pretoria was Mr. Kingsley. I was 
frequently to be seen with groups of African men with documents 
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stamped 'refused entry* in his office, challenging his officials' orders. 
Above him was the manager of Pretoria City Goundl's Native 
Affairs Department, Mr. Brent I was frequently in his office too, 
arguing against Mr. Kingsley's rulings. In some cases I won and la 
others I fidled. I found myself fighting on two fronts, on the passes 
front and on the wages and other grievances front. Bureau offidals 
hated me; the police also hated me intensely. My work in these fields 
can be seen in the records of the bureaux in Pretoria from nineteen- 
forty-six to nineteen-fifty-four. 

In nineteen-fortynseven I went back to 253 Vermeulen Street, 
where I started in nineteen-forty. The place was occupied by an 
African tailor by the name of Joseph Motau, and I asked him to give 
me a space where I could run my trade union. He agreed and we 
shared the rent. The building belonged to the Muslim mosque. 

At that time I was the only one of the Boom Street trade union 
secretaries left, and the workers were coming to me with their com- 
plicated cases and grievances. First I attempted to form a National 
Non-European Distributive Workers' Union with other interested 
trade unionists in the country. I met a trade unionist from Cape 
Town called Reginald September, and another from Durban called 
Mbonambi in the offices of the European Distributive Workers 
Union, and with the help of Mrs. Katie Kagan (who before her . 
death was the secretary) and others we agreed to form our National 
Non-European Distributive Workers' Union. I was provisionally 
appointed president and Mbonambi treasurer. We agreed on a 
provisional constitution and agreed also to keep contact by corres- 
pondence, to arrange a national conference to establish the union 
officially. Correspondence was the only link between us, and our 
National Union never left the ground. I was in the north, September 
was in the south and Mbonambi was in the extreme east, all very 
far from one another. That was our first and last meeting. 

Trade union work became so heavy for me at 253 Vermeulen 
Street that I felt the need for help. I approached some of my old 
colleagues but they felt that to start from the bottom again was 
rather difficult for them. So I carried on single-handed. Later, one of 
Mr. E. Gordin's under-secretaries in Johannesburg came along to 
join me, to organise the Dairy Workers' Union which was his union 
in the City of Gold. His name was Jacob Thipe, but he fell sick and 
died a few months later. I was again left alone in the field. That year 
temptation stared me in the face. I was well known to the Laboiu: 
DefKurtment's industrial inspectors for the role I was playing in help- 
ing to settle African workers' grievances with them. I did not know 
that they admired me, because I always argued with them a lot, but 
one aflemoon when I arrived there, one of them, a lady called Miss 
Drost, told me that the senior inspector, Mr. van Koppenaggen, 
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wanted to see me. When I reached his office, Mr. van Koppenaggen 
told me that they had a job for me, to work with them as an inter- 
preter and translator of African letters, and if I agreed to take the job 
the divisional inspector, Mr. Eve, was ready to recommend my 
appointment to the Minister of Labour and was sure that my appoint- 
ment would be accepted. I turned down the offer and they all called 
mc a short-sighted fool. 

The trial of the central committee of the Communist party took 
place in the Supreme Court of Johannesburg. A judge from the Free 
State was brought in to try them with Mr. Justice Roper. On the day 
of trial I took my seat amongst the spectators to see men and women 
who were at the head of the party I had grown to like and admire 
convicted and sent to prison by Smuts' government. I did not want 
to read the news in the papers, but wanted to be there to see for 
myself how Smuts treated his opponents and how he wanted to 
sUence opposition to colour discrimination and the doctrine of the 
master race. 

I was expecting fireworks from Smuts' attorney-general, Mr. 
Lutge, and the assbtant attorney-general. Dr. Percy Yutar, but 
instead fireworks came from the defence side. The central committee 
was represented by a barrister, Mr. Williamson, and the one man 
who was not a member of the Communist party, Louis Joflfe, was 
represented by barrister Dr. Lowen, of whom I was told later that he 
came as a refugee to South Africa escaping from Hider's terror. His 
English was fluent but dominated by a German accent. Before the 
accused persons were called upon to plead guilty or not, Dr. Lowen 
challenged the court's competence to deal with his client's case on a 
very strong legal point that Mr. Louis Joffe was taken to Cape Town 
to stand trial there against his will and without his consent being 
sought; that Dr. Percy Yutar, who prosecuted there on behalf of the 
attorney-general of the Transvaal, Mr. Lutge, had no right in law to 
do so, and that Mr Lutge had no right in law to send him to Cape 
Town. On those grounds Dr. Lowen challenged the court's authority 
over the case. Before my own eyes I saw the apple cart being upset 
for Smuts' attorney-general and his assistant, fix>m which they never 
recovered. The judg^ asked Mr. Lu^ and Dr. Yutar to help them 
with a i^;al answer to Dr. Lowen's submissions, but they had no 
answer. The whole case, which had taken months for Smuts' l^gal 
men to prepare, collapsed within ninety minutes. The court dis- 
solved itself. But Smuts was determined to show that he was as anti- 
Communist as Malan if not more so. While the aigument went on in 
court, Smuts' men, aware that their case was blown sky high, 
obtained another warrant to arrest all the discharged persons. 
Before they left the court as firee men and women, they were arrested 
again. At the later trial they were discharged. 
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^^neteen-fartyHMven was a year pregnant with political explosions 
in South Afiica. The Europeans-only general election was only a few 
months away, and all European political parties were making their 
voices heard, each making appeals to show that it was more anti- 
Afiican and anti-Gommunist than the other, without openly pro- 
daiming itself as such. Jan Smuts and his United party were under 
fire from the Nationalists and the Afrikaner parties, accused of being 
weak, afraid of abolishing the Native Representative CSouncil, en- 
couraging the Africans to demand equal rights with the Europeans, 
and allowing Gommumsm to spread in the country unchecked. 

In reply, Smuts had to resort to actions rather than words. The 
Native Representative Councillors were summoned to Pretoria to 
get the government's reply to their demands at the time of the African 
miners' strike when they declined to discuss the agenda laid before 
them. Malan and his Nationalist party had won the first round: 
Pretoria City Hall and its seats were to be for Europeans only. There 
were no other halls in the city where they could meet, but luckily 
there was a religious hall in Sunnyside a mile or more from the City 
Hall, whose doors were opened for the Council to meet there. It was 
the Theosophical Hall. I knew that hall well, but did not know that 
members of that religious sect practised no colour bar. 

Jan Hendrik Hofmeyr, who was Smuts' deputy prime minister, 
the man whom many African intellectuals respected because of his 
membership of the Council for Europeans and Africans, a body 
brought to South Africa from the United States of America early in 
the 'twenties by an African, Dr. Aggrey; Hofmeyr, whom the 
Nationalists and members of the Afrikaner party hated most, the 
man they kept under constant fire as a deadly liberal and Kaffer 
Boetie, was chosen by Smuts to deliver his government's reply to the 
demands. 

I was in the Theosophical Hall when the councillors assembled, 
and I made a point of sitting very close to the platform on the row 
of seats behind the councillors so that I could hear every word 
uttered by Jan Hofmeyr. The South African sun was bright, the sky 
was clear and deep blue and it had not rained for several days. As is 
the habit of newspapers, we were already informed what the reply 
was going to be. 

Ten minutes before the appointed time, half-past nine, the hall 
was already packed with people who had come to listen They were 
Europeans and Africans, and Apartheid was suspended in the hall, 
where it was never practised. Five minutes before the meeting was 
due to he^n, the Dutch-Afrikaner intellectual Jan Hendrik Hofmeyr, 
accompanied by Dr. Mears, entered with their secretaries. We all 
rose to our feet in honour of personalities who were equipped to 
deliver the Smuts government's reply. A few minutes later the 
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gathering opened and, as was the custom of the Africans, instead of 
singing God Save the King or Die Stem van Suid Afrika, the African 
National Anthem Mosi SikeUla Afrika was sung. Afterwards Dr 
Mears, who chaired the meeting, read the notice calling the coun- 
cillors together and the reasons why they were called, at the end of 
which he called on Mr. Hofmeyr to present the government's reply. 

Mr. Hofineyr began by telling the councillors that the government 
found it impossible to believe that they, a body of learned and res- 
ponsible men, could ask the government for the impossible; things 
they knew the government could not agree to or grant. The coun- 
cillors, he went on, knew that their demands were unattainable but 
insisted on putting them forward. Such demands, Mr. Hofmeyr 
proceeded, serve no purpose, do no good for themselves, the coun- 
cillors or die people who look to them for leadership and guidance. 

The government, he went on, was ready to give a sympathetic 
ear to reasonable demands, designed to produce results. In putting 
forward demands, such as the ones to which the government had 
delegated him to deliver their reply, they were not helping the 
government to help the African people but placing obstacles in its 
path. By creating this body, Mr. Hofmeyr told the gathering, the 
government had been and was still seeking help, not fiustration. 
In his last words, Mr. Ho&ieyr told the councillors that the govern- 
ment could not concede to their demands. They were unacceptable. 
The things they wanted removed were for the protection of the 
Africans. 

In his closing remarks, Mr. Hofmeyr appealed to the councillors 
to show responsibility, to think of the people who elected them to the 
council, people who were in desperate need of help, to co-operate 
with the government to seek ^e best ways tfarougji whidi the 
African people could be helped. He appealed to them to rescind 
their resolution, which had done nothing but hinder progress, and 
discuss the agenda which had been placed before them in nineteen- 
forty-six. He expressed sorrow that the councillors, when they 
refuised to proceed with the meeting of nineteen-forty-six, had not 
seen how much time would be wasted and how they had deprived 
their people of some things which might have resulted if they had 
exercised wisdom and proceeded with their meeting. He felt sure, 
he said, that after hearing the government's reply the councillors 
would lose no time to proceed with their agenda and debates. 

When he sat down Professor Z. K. MatSiews, who was the chau> 
man and spokesman of the councillors' caucus, rose to present the 
vote of thanks on behalf of his colleagues. During his remarks he 
said that if the government had conceded to the demands of the 
Afiican people, they would have helped them and the country. But, 
Pressor Matthews went on, the government's rejection of those 

258 



I 



Copyrighted material 



demands had helped the A&ican to know and understand that they 
could go on talkiog but all would be in vain. The African people 
agreed to and accq>ted the coimdl in the hope that through it tfadr 
voice would be hesurd. Now, he proceeded, they were told that their 
voice was heard but nbthing would be done. He ended by putting 
forward a plea that the councillors would like to discuss the govern* 
ment's reply in the presence of the deputy prime minister. To that 
request Dr. Mears said he was sorry the minister could not be 
detained any longer, he had an appointment at the Union Buildings 
and to avoid being late he was leaving at that very time. Mr. 
Hofineyr gathered his papers and when he left the platform we rose 
again &om our seats and sat down only when he had left the hall. 

Afterwards Dr. Mears ruled that he would allow no discussion of 
the government's reply - it needed no discussion, things stood where 
they were. Dr. Mears also appealed to the councillors to forget the 
past and look to the future, and go with him into the business of the 
council. Professor Matthews then asked for time to allow his col- 
leagues to discuss Dr. Mcars's request, to give their considered reply 
in the afternoon. The meeting closed until after lunch. 

In the afternoon, when the council's meeting was resumed, it 
became clear to everyone present that the cow had put its foot into 
the bucket of milk. Dr. Mears asked the councillors whether they 
were ready to start with the agenda before them, but Professor 
Matthews rose to say that they were unanimous that there was no 
point in proceeding with the agenda when they were denied discus- 
sion of the government's reply which they had been summoned to 
Pretoria from all over the country to hear. If, Professor Matthews 
went on, they were given the chance to discuss the reply they might 
in the course of time find it right to discuss the agenda as the 
chairman asked. In reply Dr. Mears said that as chairman he had 
made a ruling and that ruling stood. That signalled the death of the 
Native Representative Council which was born out of the Hertzog 
and Smuts law of nineteen-thirty-six, which abolished the Afiicaa 
franchise in the Cape and Natal. Africans in the northern provinces, 
the Free State and the Transvaal, had never enjoyed the franchise. 

Without wasting more time Dr. Mears closed the meeting after 
the African National Anthem Nkosi Sikelela Afrika had been sung. 
The next morning, newspapers reported the meeting in full but com- 
mented that the councillors were not wise in refusing to discuss the 
agenda because, if they had done so, the government might have 
reconsidered their stand and given a sympathetic ear to what they 
had asked. Their refusal, some newspapers said, had not improved 
things for the Africans but had hardened the government's stand, 
and the actions of the councillors had deprived their friends of 
arguments in favour of the Africans' case. Only the enemies of 
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Afiican advancement had won and had cause to rejoice. We, who 
had been fiiUowuig the debates of the council from the day it first 
met, approved everything the coimcillors had done. 

At that time^ when the Native Representative Council got its reply 
from Jan Hofmeyr, the Nationalist party and the Afrikaner party, led 
by Niklaas Havenga, were busy demanding the abolition of the 
council and the taking away of African education from the mission- 
aries. This, they said, was poisoning the minds of the Africans and 
ereatiiig the type of African who was in the council thinking that 
because he was educated he was no longer part and parcel of his 
people and wanted equality with Europeans. Up and down the 
country thdr spokesmen were telling the Europeans-only voters 
that as long as &Buts and liberals like Jan Hofineyr were allowed to 
govern the country, the danger of the non-Europeans being granted 
equality with Europeans was real. Save South Africa and save the 
Europeans v/bo were in the country to perform God*s mission. 

At the Theosophical Hall meeting I saw and met Albert Luthuli 
fixr the first time. No one knew at that time that one day he would be 
president-general. He did not speak and seemed shy, but he followed 
the line he and his colleagues drew in the caucus meeting. I don't 
know whether he was then a member of the Afiican National Ckm- 
gress. Some of us who were watching closdy the actions of members 
of the council could see that there were some, a few, who were 
willing to carry on with the meeting, but were afinid ofbdng exposed 
to tli^ people as men who were only interested in what tibey were 
getting finom the govenmient as councillors. Afiican welfiure cut no 
ice with them. 

During the campaign finr the Europeans-only general election, the 
spokesmen of both the Afiikaner and Nationidist parties brought a 
new slogan to thefisre: Kiffir op sjf pUk (*kaffir in his place') and 
Koolm mi du land uii ('coolies out d the country'). By coolia was 
meant people of Indian origin. The Nationalists promised that if they 
got elected they would deport them back to India. Other slogans 
were Stem Ifasimudi, Utn Kommumsme en die swart gtoaar (*Vote Nation- 
alist, against communism and the Uack danger'). Among their 
promises were that if they got elected as they asked, they would 
invent education to suit Afiican children: education which would 
teadi tiiem that there is no sudi thing as equality between white and 
black. 

I vividly recall reading a speech made by the Nationalists' leader 
in the Transvaal, Johannes Strydom, addressing the frumers he 
represented in the Europeans-only parliament, at Waterberg, where 
he was nicknamed die Leemv van die Nord (lion of the north) . He was 
reported to have said that Smuts was finished, he was old and was no 
longer interested in South Afiica. His whole interest was with 
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England, and he was campaigning for Jan Hofineyr. If he won the 
election he would retire and give the country to Hofimeyr and the 
liberals in the United Party. Strydom asked his listeners whether 
they knew that Hofineyr wanted inter-marriage between white and 
black in South Africa. He was reported to have said that, if Hofineyr 
became prime minister, within the first five years of his premiership 
he would pass a law permitting their pretty daughters to be married 
to kafiSrs. The farmers roared with great disapproval, but when they 
had finished Strydom was reported to have said, 'Oh no, fellows, 
your disapproval here is not enough, it won't throw Smuts and 
Hofineyr out of power. Amongst you in this place tonight there are 
Smuts' and Hofineyr's supporters. Some of you are going to vote 
for Smuts on the election day, some of you are already urging others 
to vote for Hofmeyr on that day.' The farmers roared that they 
would do everything to see that everyone in Waterberg voted 
against Smuts that day. 

The report said that he was satisfied with what they had promised 
him, but gave them a last word of advice. This was that on election 
day those who owned cars must carry those with no cars to the poll- 
ing station to vote against Smuts. 'Those who can't get cars must 
walk, regardless of the distance. If there are sick ones who can't be 
picked up by car, carry them on your shoulders ; if you have wheel- 
barrows, push them in the wheelbarrows to register their votes 
against Hofmeyr.' The farmers roared and cheered their Lion of the 
North. That was how Smuts' downfall was planned and that was 
how politics work in South Africa. I have already said that Smuts 
could only reply with actions not words. Already in his efforts to 
convince his critics that he was no less anti-non-European than they 
were, he had passed a law called the Residential and Representation 
of Indians Act. Its purpose was to drive the Indians out of European 
areas and create locations for them as was the case with Africans. 

Jan Christian Smuts was the architect of the police fascist state 
which is the order of the day in South Africa today. He was famous 
and very much liked in Britain. He was hailed as a philosopher, 
soldier and statesman. When he died he was a field-marshal in the 
British army. Back in South Africa he was disliked by the majority, 
the Africans, and the majority of his tribe the Dutch-Afrikaners. 
Their reasons for disliking him were not the same. The Africans 
rightly r^;arded him as their oppressor. Those of his tribe who dis- 
liked him accused him of being more English than the English. 

He started building the Apartheid state, the poUce state for 
Africans, at the end of the Anglo-Boer war in nineteen-hundred- 
and-two ; he had been one of the Dutch leaders who n^;otiated peace 
with the British at Vereeniging. At those negotiations, and when he 
negotiated the establishment of the Union of South Afiica, he saw to 
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it that Africans were not informed or consulted, as if they did not 
exist. He took part in the drafting of the Act of Union, the 
constitution on which the Europeans-only state, parliament and 
govenuaent stand. On that rock Apartheid flourishes. 

He was a schemer and a man who managed imtil his death to 
duguise the real nature of his Europeans-only state and present it to 
the world as democratic. That is why even today nadons of the 
world recogniae and defend the tribal state he built. He never failed 
to make his way into gatherings of the nations. Outside South Africa 
ke wore a gannent of democracy while deep in his heart was anti- 
democracy. 

Early in the 'twenties he was one of the first to arrive at Geneva to 
help found the League of Nations. There he disguised his belief and 
his actions against the non-Europeans so that he won the hearts of all 
who listened to him and worked with him. That disguise won him 
the Territory of South West Africa^ r^;ardless of whether the 
inhabitants, the Africans, agreed to be taken over by him. He 
managed to convince the League of Nations that they were not 
worth consulting. 

At the end of the second world war, in nineteen-forty-six, he 
crossed the Atlantic Ocean to the United States of America to help 
in the establishment (^the United Nations' Oxganisation. As at the 
time of the League of Nations, he wore a garment of democracy and 
won. He took part in drafting the United Nations charter, telked 
loudly about human rights, liberty and fraternity, while he knew 
deep in his heart that he was only paying lip service to those declara- 
tions. It is said that he produced some of the words which appear in 
the preamble of the C!harter of the United Nations; those wcffds are 
*We, the Peoples of the World'. 

da his return from the founding of the United Nations' Organisa- 
tion, Malan, in the Europeans-only Parliament in Gape Town, 
expoaed him to the world, but no one took any notice. I remember 
reading in one of the newspapers that Malan, who was leading the 
opposition, rose, cheered loudly by the Nationalists, and said to 
Smuts, *We don't know where we are with you; you go about the 
world in our country's name and make dedajrations wldch are con- 
trary to our custom, tradition and belief. You have just returned 
from the founding of the United Nations' Organisation and you are 
reported in frill as being the originator of the words which are printed 
in the preamble of the charter of that organisation. The words,' 
Malan said, *are ''We the Peoples of the World". Where do we 
stand in relation with the non-white races? Do you include them in 
those words?' *I am surprised that the honourable member of this 
house desires to be believed that he did not know what I meant in 
those words. You know well'. Smuts told Malan, 'that I did not 
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include them in those words. They are not our equal and they will 
never be our equal.' All those present cheered and Malan sat down 
satisfied. That was Smuts tdling the world that he was paying lip 
service to the world organisation. He died having lost no honour, 
no respect at the United Nations' Organisation. 

In fVill view of a world audience at the United Nations' Organisa- 
tion he refused to give the people of Indian origin in South Afirica 
human rights when he was challenged, and a case was brought 
against him, by India's representative Mrs. V. Pandit, who later 
became the President of that Organisation. 

Jan Smuts defied nations and got away with it. All nations which 
were granted trusteeship of territories taken fixim Germany at the 
end of the first world war by the League of Nations, nations which 
are more powerful than Smuts' tribal government, agreed to place 
those territories under the United Nations' Organisation's Trustee 
Committee when they were requested to do so, so that the people in 
them could be prepared for self-government; but Smuts refused to 
place South West Africa under the un Trustee Committee. Nothing 
happened to the South African tribal government and Smuts, and 
now the territory is ruled by Vorstcr, as it was ruled by Smuts, with 
force. The nations do nothing about it. Smuts laid the foundations 
that Hertzog, Malan, Strydom, Verwoerd and Vorster have built on. 

I remember I used to discuss with other Africans, who had made 
politics their devotion like me, the way Smuts used to break our 
hearts during the second world war. Large numbers of Italians were 
captured in East Africa, and as prisoners of war they used to walk 
the streets of Pretoria and other cities and towns of the country with 
more dignity, respect and pride than we non-Europeans. They 
entered hotels, restaurants, cafes, cinemas, and enjoyed outdoor life 
in the parks, all denied to us. Africans who served them were ordered 
to call them *master'. Because of Smuts' doctrine of white superiority, 
the master-race concept, they lived in South Africa far better than 
we did. They wore their army imiforms and spoke no English or 
Afrikaans, but South Africa was a paradise for them. That was the 
Jan Smuts whom I knew and saw several times. The last time I saw 
him, he was deceased, passing through Church Street, carried on a 
gun carriage to be buried. 
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Nineteen-forty-eight dawned and found me ftill working alone trying 
to keep the spirit of trade unionism alive in Pretoria. It was an uphill 
struggle which needed patience and a strong mind. The struggle for 
more wages was becoming secondary, because African workers were 
hit hard by being refused permission by the bureau officials to seek 
work of their likxag. Africans who had worked in Pretoria for many 
years but had lefk their frunilies out in rural areas in the tribes found 
that when they lost their jobs, instead of being given a chance to 
seek a new job, their documents were stamped 'refused entry', which 
meant that they should leave Pretoria never to return, without 
obtaining the prior consent of Pretoria CSity CSoundl. My time was 
more taken up by pass complaints than by wage complaints. 

In the middle of the same year I moved from 253 Vermeulen 
Street to 56 Potgieter Street, not very far from the main influx 
control office. I was still living in one room with my wife and son in 
Marabastad. While I was working at 56 Potgieter Street, a man who 
later became my colleague made a habit of visiting me each time he 
was in town fixmi the African freehold location outside Pretoria 
called Lady-Selbome. His name was Stephen Sondag Tefu, and he 
was an African radical who in the late 'twenties and early 'thirties 
joined the Ck>mmunist party in Johannesburg but got expelled. I 
never knew vrbY* He was a very brave man but unpractical in every 
way. He was incapable of starting any movement but always the 
first to join them when they had been started. 

Because of his bravery he had been inside priK>n many times. He 
was living above fear of the police and prison. One day when he 
called I invited him to join me, and told him that most unions in 
Pretoria had disintegrated, that the workers were going through 
difficult times, and the struggle was twofold - for more wages and 
for the right to be in Pretoria and work in the city. I told him that I 
wanted to form an African General Workers' Union, which would 
cater for all the workers regardless of their place of employment. I 
needed help, I told Stephen Tefu, so that we could organise the 
workers and try to help them with their 'refused entry' problems. He 
agreed to join me and after a week we distributed leaflets throughout 
the city, inviting the workers to a meeting to form an African 
General Workers' Union. The meeting was held on a Saturday after- 
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noon in an open plot outside Marabastad near where I first attended 
tiie radicals* meeting. The new union was bom there* 

I managed to rent 56 Potgieter Street because it was owned by an 
Indian landlord and next to it was a Chinese grocer's shop and 
therefore that part of the street could be hired out to non-Europeans. 
56 Potgieter Street became the headquarters of the Pretonia Noa- 
European Distributive Workers' Union and the African General 
Workers' Union. I acted as secretary for both organisations, and 
Tefii became the organiser and chairman. The Europeans' tribal 
general election campaign was on and Good Hope, the area where 
our office was situated, was a hotbed of NationaUsts. 

Twice a week we used to lead a group of workers to the influx 
control office to show Mr. Kingsley's men that they were wrong in 
stamping this or that man's documents Refused entry* when he had 
worked in Pretoria for many years before the influx control system 
was introduced in its rigid form. Our successes meant more work. 
Influx control officials became careful because they knew that there 
were two men watching them. They used unconsciously to pass 
information about our office to workers who did not know that we 
existed. They used to say angrily, 'I am not allowing you to be in 
Pretoria, you don't belong here. I know you think that you can go 
from here to Mokgatle and Tefu's office and that they will help you. 
They are nothing, they are mere "won't-works" who want to im- 
press on you that they have your interests at heart. Your going there 
won't help you.' When we succeeded they would turn round and say 
it is not because of Mokgatle and Tefu that we have changed our 
minds, we found afterwards that you deserved another chance. 

Trade union work made me read about industrial law as well as 
the laws which caused African suffering. When I argued a case for a 
worker I used to put my own interpretations into it which used to 
weaken the influx control officers or employers, and as a result 
would get gains for the workers out of the employers and influx 
controllers. Workers used to think that I had changed, I was not 
the man they knew, and others thought that I was a lawyer - 
especially those I helped with documents stamped 'refused entry'. It 
was like having brought a dead person back to life. For an African 
worker who had seen his 'refused entry' documents destroyed and 
new ones issued, and that the work of an African like himself, it 
needed hard work to convince him that his helper was not a lawyer. 
Of course, there were also failures, which disappointed me a great 
deal. 

Through the trade imion work, I came to like law very much, and 
I began to enjoy reading law books and to admire lawyers and their 
profession. Through reading law books I discovered how people 
throw away their rights when they are told by an official that they 
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are not entitled to certain things. People always think that the man 
at the counter or behind the desk has the final authority to decide 
issues. They never know that there is someone above who would 
overrule him. I foimd that even in courts of law, people always think 
that magistrates are final deciders in legal matters. They have no 
idea that there are three stages through which they have to go before 
they reach the dead end. I discovered and learned these things when 
I was doing trade union work. I learned that there is always a high 
level to which one can address oneself if one is not satisfied with the 
lower level decisions or conclusions. 

Once I acquired that knowledge, there was not a single case of 
mine that did not end in the highest court, the supreme court. Each 
time a native conmiissioner or magistrate convicted me, he knew 
that before the end of fourteen days he would have my appeal in 
his possession, arguing my own case against his judgment and the 
conviction. Pretoria Supreme CSourt can iumish records of appeals 
drawn up by myself and cases where I appeared before the judges 
arguing my own case. I won and lost. YnaUt the Communist party 
was a political school fiir me, trade union work became my legal 
school. 

In the trade imions, too, I learned that the courage of a leader 
strengthens his followers. One thing I never allowed to happen to me 
was to be intimidated by officials, whether in government or in 
municipal offices. In such offices Africans were expected by officials 
to speak standing on their feet. They were further expected to hold 
their hats in their hands. I knew that to create confidence in those I 
was engaged to hdp, I must first show them that I was not afiraid of 
men bdiind counters or desks. Before I spoke in any office I put my 
hat on the counter or desk, sat down on a chair and then stsurted to 
relate my mission. So that even when I did not succeed, the workers 
would say, 'He was not afiraid of them, he did his best.' I also 
developed a habit, when I wrote a letter for anyone who wanted my 
help, of writing it, reading it to him and then asking him if he was 
satisfied with the contents. I then gave it to him to post. That 
created trust and confidence. 

Every worker who came to the Afiican General Workers' Union 
for help was enrolled first and given a membership card showing the 
amount he paid. Because most of the workers came to the union 
when they were already in difficulties, I drew up the constitution of 
the union in such a way that the joining fee was two shillings and 
sixpence and the subscription two shillings a month. But the other 
clause stipulated that if a member joined and wanted services at the 
same time, he should pay two years' subscription before his com- 
plaint was taken up. 

From the subscriptions we paid rent for the office, bought station* 
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cry, paid the telephone account and drew wages. Our constitution 
stipulated that money received from subscriptions must be recorded 
in receipt books, the money must be banked and withdrawals made 
for administrative functions. First we banked the union's money 
with the Permanent Building Society in Pretorius Street, but we were 
expelled from there because one day when we were depositing 
money I had a quarrel with a male clerk who ordered me to take my 
hat off the counter. I had done that because the weather was so hot 
that I wanted to cool myself off while waiting to be served. I told the 
clerk that he was there to serve me not to order me about. As a 
European I think that he had not been spoken to in such terms by a 
native, as we were called at that time before Malan came up with 
his own term 'Bantu'. The clerk refused to serve me, but one of the 
young ladies who had listened to the whole aigument served me, and 
thereafter we left. 

A few days later we received a letter from the manager of the 
society telling us that we had behaved badly before customers in the 
society, that they had decided to close our account and we should 
come sdong to collect what belonged to us there. The Pretoria Non- 
European Distributive Workers' Union had an account at the Rand 
Provident Building Society in the same street, and we banked all 
our money there until we were attacked by Malan*s government. It 
vm a very hard struggle for survival. 

During the same year, nineteen-forty-eight, I was allocated a house 
by the Pretoria City Goimdl at Atteridgeville. That meant that I had 
to say good-bye to the one room in Marabastad I had occupied before 
I got married and for several years afterwards, the MadLdia family 
whom I lived with in Third Avenue, friends I had made in Marabas- 
tad, and the old tin location itself wliich had produced Atteridgeville 
because it was said that it was too near European areas. I moved out 
of Marabastad with my wife and my son. My daughter was already 
living with my wife's mother at Atteridgeville. It was in May, the 
month of the £uropeansK)nly tribal general election. I was sick when 
I was moved to Atteridgeville. I had contracted a very heavy cold, 
and was carried in the same way as the fiuniture. 

The house I was given was at 37 Molope Street, named after the 
Methodist priest who married me in Marabastad. It was a three- 
roomed house standing on its own with a garden in front as well as 
at the back, like most of its kind throughout Atteridgeville. It had 
two taps in the yard, one inside the house and one at die back of the 
house. I have already described what Atteridgeville houses for 
Africans are like, but it was a great improvement on the room which 
was everything in Marabastad. 

I left Marabastad on the eighth of May when the Europeans* 
election was only four days away. I had hoped that I would be well 
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enough to see them vote against communism and black danger. To 
my disappointment on the twelfth of May when the votes were cast 
I was lying sick. Luckily I had bought a second-hand radio, and 
through it I was well in contact with the world beyond my sick bed. 
I did not sec them vote but I heard how they voted. When the 
polling stations closed at midnight I knew that Smuts had already 
suffered a crushing defeat at Standerton in the eastern Transvaal, the 
seat he had held since entering the Europeans-only parliament in 
nineteen-ten. I knew from that day that Smuts' days of life were 
numbered, but he had left a monument which would need bitter 
struggle, sacrifices and the loss of many dear ones before it could be 
brought down. His monmnent is the division of the inhabitants of 
South Africa into white and non-white zones in a fascist police state 
which is fertile ground for hatred, suspicion and deep rooted self- 
deception. 

The next day it was all over. Smuts had lost and Malan and 
Havenga had won. They had voted Nationalist against communism 
and the black danger: a danger which never existed but was inven- 
ted by fascist European leaders, the preachers of the master-race 
doctrine. The fiisdsts proclaimed it a new era, and indeed it was a 
new era. They proclaimed also that God to whom they prayed, 
God who sent them to South Africa to perform his will that a black 
man and a white man are not the same and must be kept apart, had 
heard them. They prodaimed further that the Europeans of South 
Africa gave them a mandate to outlaw communism, to invent a 
new type of education for African children, to take away from the 
missionaries the school buildings and the teaching of African 
children, to split Africans into ethnic groups, to aboli^ the Native 
Rqxresentative Council and, finally, to establish Bantustans. From 
that day the philosophy of Apartheid was proclaimed. 

That was South Africa in nineteen-forty-eight I was there, I was 
a physical part of it, I was affected by everything which happened 
there, I was the victim. The Europeans who hated democratic South 
Africa staged celebrations and victory demonstrations because at 
last they had foimd the answer to communism and to the ghost 
created in their minds by their leader, the black danger. When all 
that happened, Malan was in Gape Town. A few days before his 
arrival in Pretoria to form his government I attended a meeting 
uninvited and unwanted at five o'clock in Church Square, a meeting 
which was addressed by Smuts himself. I listened carefully to Smuts' 
voice and detected the voice of a dying man. I was not interested in 
his death because I knew that it could not bring the down&ll of the 
monument of hate he had built in our country. I knew further that 
Malan was not taking over firom him to ease things, to bring the day 
of democratic South Afirica nearer, but to intensify brutality, hatred 
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and the permanent division of the inhabitants of South Africa. I 
recognised that if world public opinion was going to give Malaa 
and his doctrine the same reception and tolerance as it gave Smuts' 
government and leadership, the whole world would be poisoned by 
die theory of master race, Apartheid and fascist ideas that white is 
superior and non-white inferior. People from other countries would 
go there, get injected with that doctrine and those ideas, leave South 
Africa having become pregnant with them and go bade to their 
countries to spread them and to inject their people with them. It is 
happening in many countries twenty years later. 

Aj the general secretary of the Pretoria Non-European Distribu- 
tive Wor]»ers' Union and die African General Workers' Union, and a 
member of the Communist party, in nineteen-forty-nine I was dec- 
ted chairman of the district committee of the party. The Europeans- 
only Nationalist party and the Afrikaners' party were in power. They 
had formed a coalition government and were busy putting into 
effect their general dection promises. The first thing on their Ust 
was to deal with the Native Representative Council which, accord- 
ing to their ideas, was a body of Communists demanding rights and 
equality with Europeans. 

Dr. Mears was no longer secretary for native affairs. A man who 
was for many years chief inspector of African education in the Trans- 
vaal was now the secretary, Dr. W. W. Eiselen, who had never been 
a civil servant but an employee of the Transvaal provincial council. 
The minister for native affairs at that time was Dr. Jansen, who 
later became the governor-general. There were other men in the 
native affairs department who were entitled to succeed Dr. Mears, 
but Dr. Jansen brought Dr. Eiselen in from outside to take the post. 
That appointment produced quarrels amongst them that Dr. 
Jansen had not consulted their civil service commission, which was 
the body to make recommendations as to who was to be appointed 
when a head of department retired or resigned. To make them shut 
up Dr. Jansen explained that he appointed Dr. Eiselen because he 
beUeved in Apartheid, was for it and would carry it through. That 
was why Dr. Eiselen became the Nationalists' secretary for native 
affairs. It was he who changed its name to the department for Bantu 
affairs. 

That year newspapers reported that members of the Native Repre- 
sentative Council were summoned to Pretoria to meet under the 
chairmanship of Dr. Eiselen. The venue was to be the Theosophical 
Hall in Sunnyside, where they had last met to be addressed by Jan 
Hofmeyr under the Smuts government. A few weeks later news 
reached us through the newspapers that members of the council 
had decided to come to Pretoria to ask Malan's government to tell 
them what they meant by Apartheid. I felt that the councillors were 
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trying to play with words to avoid a showdown with Malan's 
government because Malan and all his followers had explained 
clearly more than once during their election campaigns that Apart- 
heid meant kaffir in his place, permanent baasskaap, white supremacy, 
and the denial of lights and human dignity to non-whites in the 
country. 

Having got the information about the councillors* intentions I 
planned a line of action. I decided that before the councillors arrived 
in Johannesburg and Pretoria for their meeting I would write them 
letters individually and send them by post to reach them a day or 
two before their meeting began. I knew the addresses of those who 
would board and lodge in Pretoria but not of those who would live 
in Johannesburg. I found no difficulty in that; I decided to use the 
address of the newspaper Bantu World, which was edited by one of 
their influencial colleagues, R. V. Selope-Thema. I was sure that 
each one of them would receive his letter before they all assembled 
before Eiselen. I informed my colleagfuc Stephen Tefu of what I had 
in mind and he endorsed it. We then waited for the time to arrive. 

We bought a ream of paper, a stencil and got ready to act. A week 
before the meeting I drafted the letter and got Tefu to approve the 
wording. After%vards I sat behind a typewriter, cut the stencil and 
went to the office of the party to roneo them. Three days before the 
meeting took place the letters lyere going through the post office 
sorting department on their ivay to those diey were auned at. But I 
did not trust the editor of the Bantu World; I suspected that after 
receiving his, he would know what they were about and withhold 
the others. So I addressed the other letters to the Theosophical Hall 
in order that when the councillors arrived there on the day of the 
meeting they would find the letters waitmg for them. 

I sent out the letters under the auspices not of the party but of the 
African General Workers' Union, as its general secretary, on behalf 
of our members, ourselves and the Afiican people throughout the 
country. The wording read as follows: 'We are surprised and 
alarmed to learn that you are coming to Pretoria to ask die Nation- 
alist government to tell you what Uiey mean by Apartheid. The 
Nationalists have explained in great detail what ^ey mean by 
Apartheid and we can't understand how you can pretend to be 
ignorant of the meaning of Apartheid. You know well its meaning; 
what you desire is to imdte a deal with the Nationalists in order to 
shake off their accusations that you are Communists, agitators and a 
group of men who claim equality with Europeans. If you wish to 
surrender, do so openly, instead of hiding behind the ^dd of not 
knowing the meaning of Apartheid.' 

I went on in the letters to say : 'We take this opportunity of explain- 
ing to you what Apartheid reaJly means since you claim ignorance of 
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its meaning. Apartheid means total segr^tion of the African people 
and all non-Europeans in the country, permanent denial of human 
rights, permanent baasskaap, master race, and inferiority for anything 
non-white. That', I said in the letter, 'is the meaning of Apartheid. 
You will not enter the Theosophical Hall not knowing the meaning 
of Apartheid as you claim, but in full possession of the meaning.* 

I well remember writing: *Wiien you enter the Theosophical 
Hall, you will be like actors appearing on the stage, your audience 
being the African people behind your backs, and before you Dr. 
Eisden the Apostle of Apartheid and others who share his views. 
Beyond the borders of the country the nations of the world will be 
watching. You bear big responsibilities to the African people, and 
all of us will be watching whether you are going to sell out or whether 
you are going to go down fighting for human rights, dignity, the end 
of Apartheid and votes for all the inhabitants of the country.' 

Three days later all roads led to the Theosophical Hall. My col- 
league Tefu and myself joined the crowds. I was there before Eiselen 
arrived to judge the moods of the councillors. Only one knew me, 
R. V. Selope-Thema, the editor of Bantu World. He didn't say any- 
thing to me or indicate that he had received my letter, but I was 
satisfied that the councillors had got them. The meeting was 
attended by many Europeans who were sympathetic to the African 
cause, some were spokesmen for the Africans in the Europeans-only 
parliament created under the same act which created the Native 
Representative Council in nineteen-thirty-six. 

Dr. Eiselen arrived to chair the meeting and everyone of us there 
knew that he was not going to stand any nonsense. The council must 
proceed with the agenda of nineteen-forty-six or face a death 
sentence. Those were Malan's orders; and Eiselen was there to see 
that the kaffir was in his place. The meeting began with Mosi 
Sikelela Afrika. After reading the notice which convened the meeting, 
Dr. Eiselen repeated what Hofmeyr had said: that much time had 
been wasted and the councillors should proceed with the nineteen- 
forty-six agenda. Professor Z. K. Matthews, as spokesman for the 
caucus, moved the suspension of the agenda so that they could dis- 
cuss government policy. The motion was seconded and carried. Dr. 
Eiselen then said that as chairman he overruled the motion. 

Again I was sitting very close behind the councillors so that I 
could watch and hear everything being said. Faced with Dr. 
Eiselen's ruling, Professor Matthews moved another motion: for 
the adjournment of the meeting until the afternoon to consider the 
ruling and to give their considered reply. The motion was carried. 
We left the hall, but made sure that we were there again in the 
afternoon. When the meeting opened. Dr. Eiselen asked the coun- 
cillors for their reply and the spokesman for the councillors delivered 
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it. It was again a cloudless day; we were all in light shirts, and I 
can't remember when last we had rain. 

Professor Matthews made it clear that they saw no point in pro- 
ceeding with the agenda when they were denied the right to discuss 
the pohcy of the government in power in relation to the life of the 
African people. He went on to say that they were being accused of 
not co-operating with the government; they were further accused of 
frustrating the governmeat; but they knew of no time when the 
government wanted to improve the economic, social and political 
positions of the African people. Then he dealt with co-operation and 
said: 'If we are expected to co-operate with the keeping down of our 
people, to that we are imwilling to co-operate. We are ready at any 
time,' said Professor Matthews, *to assist the government to solve the 
problems which stand between us and the other inhabitants of the 
country. We have therefore resolved that we shall not proceed with 
the agenda unless we are first afforded the opportimity to discuss the 
Government's policy.' He sat down. Dr. Eiselen then asked whether 
that was the feeUng of them all, to indicate by raising their right 
hands. All hands went into the air, and that signalled the death of 
the Native Representative Council, created by Hertzog and Smuts, 
strangled by Malan and Havenga. 

When we had left the hall and were still standing in its garden, a 
European senator called Malcomess, who represented Cape Africans 
in the Europeans-only parliament, came over to Selope-Thema, from 
whom I was not very far, and said, *Thema, why did you allow this 
to happen?' Before Thema could answer. Senator Malcomess said, 
'I came all the way from the Cape to hear you speak on the pass laws 
and nothing happened.' I replied: 'He has been speaking on the 
pass laws all these years and nothmg has happened.' 

A tall, elderly European lady, whose &ce was new to me, opened 
her handbag, took out one of my letters and said angrily, 'You are 
happy about what has happened, you are the cause of it all. Your 
people will suffer as a result and they will never forgive you.' I did 
not reply to her protest The Native Representative Council was 
dead and buried. She was right, I was happy about it all. She said 
that my people would suffer as diough they were not already suffer- 
ing. I was suffering with them. 

We left the Theosophical Hall and lost touch with each other. 
Newspapers reported the proceedings in full, but commented that 
the councillors allowed themselves to be influenced by outside 
forces and gave the Nationalist government a chance to abolish 
them. If they desired to discuss the government's policy they ought 
to have proceeded with the agenda and then in course of time forced 
the government to reveal its policy. Those newspapers wrote as 
though the council had not been in existence for more than ten 
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yean. It had recommended many things, among them the abolition 
of the pass laws and of colour discrimination, and the franchise for 
non-Europeans in the country, but they had been told that they 
were asking for impossibilities and unattainable changes. 

I had always maintained that the Native Representative CSoundl, 
like the urban nadve advisory boards, was brought into being for the 
sole purpose of giving the Africans a toy to play with, letting them 
think that one day the Europeans-only government would grant 
some of their recommendations. Like advisory boards, it was my con- 
tention that it was meant to divide the African people so that they 
could not think of organising themselves into one solid body with 
which they could struggle for the recovery of the human rights, 
dignity and true citizenship they lost in nineteen-ten when the 
Europeans in the country formed the Union without their consent 
and without consulting them. Some members of the council and 
advisory boards saw no need to belong to the African National Con- 
gress and condemned it as a useless body which would never achieve 
anything for the African people. They misled themselves by thinking 
that they were in better positions to talk to the authorities because, 
although their recommendations were rejected, they were at least 
listened to. Some of them seemed to think that because they were in 
those bodies and were called masters or councillors during their 
meetings by their European chairmen, not boys like the rest of us 
outside the meeting rooms, they were respected. 

I carried on with my trade union work and the chairmanship of 
the district committee of the Communist party. The situation for us 
was worsening. Malan's government was on the march, putting into 
effect the promises they asked the Europeans-only voters to vote 
them into power for. They appointed a commission to investigate 
how African education could be taken away from the missionaries, 
what type of education would be suitable for African children, and 
what amount of hours the children should be allowed to go to school 
- meaning those who were lucky to get a place in schools run by the 
churches. The state never encouraged or built schook for African 
children, for whom there has never been free and compulsory educa- 
tion. If the churches had not taken the initiative there would never 
have been members of the advisory boards and Native Representa- 
tive Council, men like Professor Z. K. Matthews and others. Free 
and compulsory education for African children was one of the 
recommendations put forward by the Representative Council and 
rejected by Hertzog's and Smuts' governments. 

For many years, too, Nationalists like Dr. Albert Hertzog, son of 
the first Nationalist prime minister, accused progressive European 
trade unions of being run or dominated by Commimists. They were 
supported by the Dutch Reformed Church, who claimed that gods 
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Afrikaner girls and boys in trade unions were being indoctrinated by 
Communists with ideas that there was no proof as to whether there 
was God or not. They demanded government action to remove 
those they aocuied of being CSommunists from the unions. It is true 
there were unions, like mine, headed by Communists, but the 
members knew of our political convictions and were satisfied without 
services. The commission to investigate African education was 
headed by the man of Apartheid, Br. W. W. Ri«elcny and it came to 
be known as fitselen Gommissfon, 

Another conunission was appointed to investigate the activities of 
Communists in the trade unions and to reconunend how they could 
be removed. The Trade Unions Commission was headed by Profes- 
sor Botha, an economist, a man before whom I had appeared with 
other African tade unionists for many years in wages board investi- 
gations of Afirican wages and conditions of employment. When I 
first appeared before him, he was vice-chairman of the wages board, 
and he later became the chairman. These commissions were only a 
foretaste of the letter things to follow. 



« 
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XXXII Suppression of Communism 



While Dr. Eisden's commission was going romid the country mixing 
poison with which to kill African education - education which none 
of the Europeans-only governments since nineteen-ten had en- 
couraged or provided - Dr. Botha's commission, appointed by the 
Nationalists to oust militant trade unionists from progressive 
European trade unions, and to kill African trade unions unrecog- 
nised by the state, was also going about the country mixing a poison 
to end Aiiican trade unions. When tiie time came each came out 
with its product. The Eisden commission gave birth to what is 
known today as Bantu education. Under it the direction of Bantu 
education came under the control of the Bantu Affairs department, 
that meant under Dr. Eisden himself. History, that is world history, 
and geography became forbidden subjects. All that was needed, 
they recommended, was for the Bantu children (as they preferred to 
call us) to be taught about their immediate environment and to be 
able to read messages so that when employed they could deliver 
those messages to the right places. That would remove from their 
minds that there is or can be equality with Europeans. 

Later Dr. Botha's commission came out with its report and 
recommendations. It recommended that Africans in employment 
should appoint one amongst themselves and delegate him to deliver 
their grievances to the Department of Labour or to the industrial 
inspectors of labour in their areas. That meant that if an African was 
not employed by a firm he could not act as spokesman for the 
workers of the firm. That was sentencing African trade unions to 
death. They also recommended that African workers should not be 
allowed to strike, no matter how justifiable the grievances. As a 
result of their recommendations, the Nationalist government framed 
and produced an industrial law known today in South African 
industry as the Native Settlement of Disputes Act. These are not 
fictions, they are things which hang on the necks of the Africans 
today. 

What methods were then applied to get rid of militant trade 
unionists? Dr. Botha's commission was empowered to summon all 
the unions for investigation by calling on them to submit their 
minutes, audited financial statements, bank accounts covering a 
period of ten years, and to appear before the commission for interro- 
gation by the conamissioners. It must be remembered that imder the 
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Industrial Conciliation Act, African trade unions were not trade 
unions. So, when it came to the killing of trade unions, African 
unions were included in the list of those which were called upon to 
submit books and financial statements. Suddenly, because they had 
to be strangled, they merited recognition as trade unions, and the 
Botha CSommission had to deal with them in the same way as 
recognised unions. I was waiting in Pretoria for my turn to come. 
Eventually it came and I received a letter from the conmiission 
instructing me to submit minutes of my union, the Pretoria Non- 
European Distributive Workers' Union, mentioning even the time 
before it came into existence. The penalty for refusing to comply 
was a fifty pounds fine, six months in prison or both. At first I 
decided to refuse to submit documents on the grounds that my union 
was not a trade union under the meaning of the Industrial Concilia- 
tion Act and therefore was not obliged to comply with the Botha 
coDomission's instructions. Later I changed my mind and decided to 
appear before the conunission to speak my mind. I sent them three 
documents, a copy of the minutes, a membership book and a bank 
book. On the day of the proceedings, I left with my colleague 
Stephen Tefu for die Labour Department building where the com- 
mission was sitting. Ironically, we found the conmiission holding its 
interrogations in the same room where we used to ai^e cases for om: 
members before Dr. Botha, then chairman of the wage board. 

A group of African trade unionists firom Johannesbuiig was being 
interrogated. When they had been dealt with, we were called in for 
our dose of the poison. Dr. Botha knew me well because at one time 
I had a fierce quarrel before him with coal merchants who chal- 
lenged me on ihie grounds that I was not a spokesman for their 
workers. They demanded that before I could be allowed to speak, I 
should disclose how many members I had in their yards. To stop 
the row Dr. Botha ruled that, even if I had only one member, I had 
the right to be there to put the member's case. I don't know what 
methods were used on those who were interrogated before me, but 
when I took the stand an electric recording machine was connected 
to my jacket lapel with a receiver which looked like a telephone 
receiver so that every word I uttered was correctly recorded by the 
machine. First I was told that I was under oath and that the com- 
mission wanted more documents than the ones I had submitted. I 
told the commissioners that I had no fiirther documents to submit 
because I burnt the rest as soon as I heard that the commission was 
appointed. The commissioners then asked me if I had something to 
Hde by burning the documents. 

In reply I told them that I had nothing to hide, but felt that it was 
wrong for me to submit the documents of an unrecognised trade 
union to a commission appointed by a government which refused to 
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leoQgnise it. I then got heated and said that in my opinion the com- 
mission had no hgdl right to demand documents from mirecognised 
African trade miions. I submitted the documents they were not 
satisfied ivith under protest and force because we live under the 
system of 'might is right'. Dr. Botha then intervened to tell me that I 
was before a l^ally appointed government commission, not at a 
political meeting. One of the members asked me whether I was 
aware that I was placing myself in an awkward position, the con- 
sequences of which I would regret; he said that my self-admission 
that I burnt the documents rather than submit them to the commis- 
sion amounted to refrisal to comply. I contested his argument, saying 
that I had complied, I had submitted documents and appeared 
before them against my conviction that I ought not have done so. 

One of them asked me if I agreed with them that I refused to 
submit documents and refiised to answer questions on them. I 
reminded him that they had my documents before them and that I 
had answered the questions they asked me. He then told me that, as 
far as the commission was concerned, I had refused to give them the 
information they sought, having destroyed vital documents which 
they wanted, and brought only what I thought was enough. These 
documents, he told me, conveyed no information; from them they 
could only arrive at the conclusion that I was unreliable, dishonest 
and untrustworthy. 

Dr. Botha then told me that, wherever they had been, they had 
had co-operation from the unions, European as well as African. Why 
did I think that I was different from the others ? I came in in a big 
way. I said: 'Doctor, history repeats itself. In Germany after Hitler 
took power he appointed a commission headed by an economist, Dr. 
Ley, to investigate trade unions. The results are well known: death 
to the trade union movement in that country. Here,' I went on, 
*wc arc being investigated by an economist. Dr. Botha. The results 
will be the same, our death. Kill us without my co-operation,* I 
concluded. I was dismissed and given my three documents to take 
with me. I knew it was not the end but the beginning 

Two weeks later a detective arrived at my office with a warrant 
for my arrest. I spent lunch that day in a police cell at Pretoria 
central police station, but late in the afternoon, when I was con- 
vinced that the cell was going to be my bedroom for the night, I 
heard cell keys rattling, the door was opened, and a European 
policeman said 'Come on.' I followed him, thinking that the black 
maria was waiting outside to take me and others to the central 
prison in Potgieter Street, but he led me to the counter, where I 
found an Asian friend of mine, Ramthula Keshavjee, waiting for me 
with a car to take me home. He had paid twenty-five pounds bail. 

The next day I appeared in front of the r^onal court magistrate 
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charged with failing to give the industrial commission the informa- 
tion they needed in their investigations. The case was postponed for a 
month. When the trial came I defended myself, arguing that I gave 
them the information they needed. They asked for documents 
and they got them; they asked me questions and I answered 
them. 

One new ground I brought out in court was that I resented the 
composition of the commission because it consisted only of European 
members. I submitted that, though the Commissions' Act em- 
powered the governor-general to appoint the commission, it did not 
empower him to appoint Europeans only. I asked for the Act from 
the court's library to read the relevant section. After reading it I 
challenged the prosecutor to show where it empowered the governor- 
general to appoint Europeans only. The magistrate overruled me; 
the Act empowered the governor-general to appoint that commis- 
sion and that was enough. I was foimd g^ty and convicted, but I 
was surprised when a fine of only five pounds or three weeks in prison 
was imposed. I appealed agsunst the conviction. After several weeks 
my appeal was heard in the supreme court before two judges, Mr. 
Justice Murray and Mr. Justice Ncscr. There, too, I aigued my own 
case, my main ground being the composition of the commission. I 
lost the appeal. Mr. Justice Murray said that the Act did not forbid 
the governor-general to appoint a conmiission of Europeans only. I 
did not go to prison; my fidend allowed his five pounds to take my 
place. That was one of the ways in which I resisted fascism in South 
Africa. 

While that was happening Charles Robert Swart, who was 
Malan's minister of justice (I called him minister of injustice) was 
also mixing a poison to kill all opposition in the country. Like 
Hider's minister of injustice whom Swart admired, he disguised its 
motive and purpose and called it the Suppression of Communism 
Act of nineteen-fifty. Its title misled many people, but we who drew 
lessons from history saw its motive and purpose. We knew that 
Hitler had used the same methods and misled many people in 
Germany. We knew well that Swart's Suppression of Commimism 
Act was loaded with bullets to be fired not only on the Communist 
party and the Communists, but on all democrats who criticised 
fascism in the country. I remember well that when that measure was 
debated in the Europeans-only parliament in Cape Town, the central 
committee of the party sent us stickers to stick wherever we could in 
Pretoria saying *The Suppression of Communism Act threatens you, 
oppose it'. That was a warning and a call to the people of South 
Africa to step off the railway lines before the train came along and 
ran them over. Did all see it that way? No, of course not, they 
laughed and some said, 'Communists are in danger, they want us to 
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help them.* The Italians had said the same in nineteen-twenty-two, 
the Gennans repeated it in nineteen-thirty-three and the South 
A&icans had not learned the lesson in nineteen-fifty. 

I remember talking to Nimrod Tantsi, an Afiican parson, a 
staimch Afiican National CSongress man, an anti-CSommmust but 
nevertheless a great friend of mine, trying to convince him that 
Swart*8 Act was going to be used against anyone who opposed 
fiodsm, all democrats who desired a democratic South Afiica; that 
if the people understood its real motive and purpose, they would 
rally against it before it was too late. My friend laughed and said 
with strong conviction, *Mokgatle, it's not true, its title is plain; they 
know I am a chiurchman, I was never a Communist; how can they 
be so blind and use it against people like me?' That was the mood; 
but what we said came true. At the beginning of that year I attended 
the last party conference in Johannesburg. It was presided over by a 
new chairman, a Cape Town architect, Oscar Hurwitz. I was 
delighted later that I had spoken at the last conference of the party 
which gave me political education. 

When Charles Robert Swart, who later became President of the 
Europeans-only RepubUc in South Africa, rushed his measure 
through their parliament in Cape Town, the central committee of 
the party decided that when the measure reached its last stage, the 
party must dissolve itself rather than wait for Swart, Malan and the 
rest to dissolve it. Some people will tell you that Smuts' party, the 
United party, was in opposition, or is still in opposition, first to 
Malan and in nineteen-seventy to Vorster. Let me take you back 
to nineteen-fifty. During the debate on the Suppression of Com- 
munism Act, the Nationalists said that those convicted under it 
should be imprisoned for ten years, but Smuts' party said : *No, that's 
too mild, they should be sentenced to death.* That is not a fiction; 
records in Cape Town will confirm it. 

The central committee of the party circulated a notice of its 
intentions to dissolve, asking us to inform all members and to obtain 
objecdons and consents. I rounded up most of the membership of 
my district, gave them the confidential news, and one evening we 
assembled in the party meeting room and approved the central 
committee's intentions. The next day I communicated my district 
conunittee's views to Cape Town. A week before Swart got his 
Injustice Act through their parliament the Communist dove had 
escaped his trap. From that month, June nineteen-fifty, I was with- 
out a political home. 

Well, I was not the only unfortunate one. I was one of the many, 
whose convictions I shared, who had sufiered the same fiite in Italy, 
Germany and other lands. The next question for me was whether I 
vns gcung to give in and say I was never a Cknnmunist or whether 
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to say to Swart: *You chose the Nationahst party and I chose the 
Communist party of South Africa.' I decided to continue to wear the 
coat I had chosen. To change meant to me the admission of the 
triumph of fascism in South Africa. All I had to do was to wait for 
events to take their course. I was not an elector, I did not elect Swart, 
Malan and their government to power, so why, I asked myself, 
should I acknowledge their legality? I spent the last half of that year 
quietly carrying on with my trade union work, but at the same time 
thinking hard. I knew that Swart's attack was imminent. During that 
time I received a letter from the liquidator of the Communist party 
appointed by Malan's government telling me he was compiling 
names of Communists in the country, and that he had evidence 
before him that I was a member of the party and wanted to know 
whether I had any objections to my name being placed on his list. I 
^ored him. 

In the year the Commmiist party was outlawed, nineteen-fifry, 
I took a train one Sunday morning from Pretoria to Johannesburg 
with my colleague Stephen Tefu and others to attend a huge rally. 
At that time the African National Congress president was I^. 
James Moroka» a Thaba Nchu surgeon in the Free State province, 
who had been a member of the Native Representative Council when 
it died at the hands of Dr. Eiselen. The purpose of the rally was to 
welcome him and his wife to the Transvaal and to express loyalty 
to his leadership. We arrived at the City of Gold's main railway 
station, called Park Station, to find great excitement and a very laige 
crowd. People came firom far and near and from many areas near 
Johannesburg. There was singing and waving of banners ; all sections 
of the inhabitants of the country were represented. There were 
Europeans, Indians and Coloured people. I think that the president 
of Congress himself was surprised to find so many people waiting to 
welcome him. Congress supporters in Johannesburg had brought a 
horse-drawn landau to carry him through the streets of the city. 
From the station the crowd moved southwards along Eloff Street on 
the way to the City Hall, the use of which was denied to the non- 
Europeans of the dty. 

The Congress welcoming committee had decided, though they 
had not bothered to ask for the use of the City Hall because their 
request would have been rejected by the council, to take him there 
and see if they could find uidocked doors and hold the reception in 
the City Hall. If they failed to get in, they decided to hold the recep- 
tion outside on the City Hall steps. But others with weak knees had 
decided to lead him to Gandhi Hall, where the reception could be 
held without trouble. When the procession passed the City Hall on 
the way to Gandhi Hall there were protests, but it was too late. 
However, we proceeded to Gandhi Hall, where the reception took 
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place. It was an exciting occasion. The people were in a mood ht 
action against Apartheid. 

In Gandhi Hall moving speeches of welcome were made by lead- 
ers of Ckmgress, many people pledging to do anything their president 
wished them to do, and expressing their fceliog that the time for 
action had come; what they needed was an order for action against 
colour discrimination and tibe denial of human rights. In the end it 
was resolved that, to start with, on May the first that year, all 
A£ricans should launch a political strike by staying at home, so that 
the employers of Afiican labour and Malan's government should see 
that the non-Europeans were no longer willing to be denied rights 
and be discriminated against. The rally was held in March. 

All other non-Europeans, and the progressive Europeans who 
were there, pledged to support the declaration and on that day to 
stay at home in support of the Africans' political strike. The resolu- 
tion was not only meant for those living and working in Johannes- 
burg but for the whole country. We all said that at last something 
positive had been decided, and that it was the duty of us all to see 
that it was carried out. It was agreed at the rally that when we 
returned to our localities we should see that the message reached the 
people in our areas, and work hard so that on May the first the 
people stayed at home to bring the industries of the country to a 
standstill. There was great enthusiasm for the resolution, and before 
we left Gandhi Hall the president of Congress addressed the rally, 
reminding us that we had taken a decision, and that it was our- 
selves who were to carry it out and see that others carried it out with 
us. He went on to say that the resolution was a Congress resolution, 
and we were Congress. Without us, he said, there would have been 
no such resolution, and without our dedication, devotion and hard 
work, people would go to work on May the first. He suggested that 
firom that day we should salute each other by saying May the first, to 
keep the day in the minds of the people throughout the country. 

A conmiittee was set up in Johannesburg to raise funds fiwr piintizig 
leaflets and sending them to all parts of the country where commit- 
tees were functioning, preparing the people for May the first. The 
order was that people must simply stay at home and avoid going 
into the streets, so that there could be no violence and trouble with 
the police. It was to be only a one day stay-at-home strike. In the 
afternoon we left Gandhi Hall in a kuge procession for Newtown 
Market, where we were addressed again by the president and by 
other Congress leaders still urging us to be firm. I left the City of 
Gold for Pretoria with those who came with me; all vowed to work 
hard amongst our people to see that May the first was observed. In 
Pretoria, like other centres, we formed a conmiittee to campaign 
for May the first. The Johannesburg committee supplied us with all 
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the leaflets we needed. We held meetings in all localities around our 
city and explained in great detail the resolution and why people 
should stay at home on that day. As we went roimd, police followed 
us to record our speeches. Before March was out some members 
began to have many excuses. 

By the middle of April the work of holding meetings and dis- 
tributing leaflets was entirely done by my colleague Stephen Tefu 
and myself. The police had found that the best way of frightening 
some of our members was by saying that the May the first agitation 
was not a Congress campaign but a campaign launched by the 
Communist party. They cited my colleague and myself as an example, 
that we were the people who were keen on it and wanted to see it 
through. We were indeed the only two in our area at that time who 
were distributing leaflets day and night, addressing meetings in the 
evenings and to be seen shouting at the top of our voices on Sundays 
at public meetings. 

Wherever we went, people came in large numbers to listen and to 
pledge their support. Newspapers now began to take part in support- 
ing the police allegations that the campaign was Communist- 
inspired; the Conmiunists were using Congress and the leaders of 
Congress to further their own ends. The African people were harm- 
ing their own cause by allowing themselves to be used by Commimists 
in disguise. As April moved towards its end it was already dear that 
the Congress leadership was looking for a way out of the campaign; 
however, in many areas the people were already pregnant with the 
message of May the first. To force Congress out of it the police 
accused Dr. Moroka of being a Communist. The newspapers took 
up the story that, though he was not a member of the Commimist 
party, he showed signs of being a Communist at heart. That forced 
the President to come out against the campaign that he himself had 
launched and urged the people throughout the country to support. 
A week before the end of April Dr. Moroka issued a statement in the 
press that he had never supported the May the first stay-at-home 
/campaign. He Said further that he approved the principle of staying 
at home, but Congress's day that year was June the twenty-sixth. 
Confusion was at once sown. Congressmen who had all along dis- 
approved of the May the first campaign came out to say that the 
day mentioned by the president was the one to be observed. The 
police, Malan's government and the newspapers had won hands 
down. But we did not give in, we went on with the campaign telling 
the people that the president was frightened by accusations that he 
was being used by Communists, and May the first was the day on 
which they should stay at home. I remember well one Saturday 
afternoon at Atteridgeville where I had organised a rally, Nelson 
Mandela came along as the leader of some Congress youth league 
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members to tell the people that the president had named June the 
twenty-«izdi as the day and those who listened to other voices were 
disobeying him. 

Johannesburg, being the centre of political activities, the place 
where, more than in any other city of South Afiica, political donoa- 
strations and conferences always take place, the message of stay at 
home on May the first was as strong as in Pretoria. People were 
talking about the day, meetings were held in nearly all localities 
explaining the importance of this political strike, and nearly every- 
where the people were openly saying that they would stay at home 
on May the first The niiessage had gone into the people like fever. 
In it the people saw a chance of expressing their resentinent to the 
powers that be, and also of showing the outside world that the time 
for them to take positive action had come. 

Malan's government, the police and the employers saw at once 
that Dr. Moroka's dissociation (^himself fix>m the campaign, and the 
confusion they had hoped he would cause, had come too late. They 
began to take action on their own, sending police into big firms, and 
places where large numbers of African workers were employed, to 
intimidate them. In the presence of the police the workers were 
asked, *Are you going to stay at home on May the first or are you 
coming to work?' Trapped in that fashion the workers said indivi- 
dually, *I would like to come to work but I am afraid that if I come 
my people will kill me in the evening when I get back.' The police 
then said, *Don't worry, all those who want to come to work will get 
police protection.' The police would be stationed in the locations the 
night before May the first. They would be at bus termini to see the 
workers into the buses, and at railway stations to see the workers into 
trains, and they would accompany them to the cities to work. The 
employers, on their side, asked the workers to come and sleep at 
their places of work, and for the first time the employers undertook 
to feed the workers on the night before May the first and the whole 
day of the political strike. With such strong pressure, the workers' 
arguments of being afraid of getting killed fell to the ground. For the 
first time in the history of South Africa, newspapers appeared writ- 
ten in African languages as well as in English, telling the workers 
that the government would give them protection, and the police 
would escort them to and from work on May the first. Leave was 
cancelled for the army and police so that they could be within 
reach when they were required. But for the first time in the history 
of Pretoria the Africans of the capital were determined to strike 
politically on that day. That was largely because of my work and of 
my colleague Stephen Tefu. 

We who were determined to see the May the first political strike 
through, stood firm and went on urging the people to stay at home. 
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Wc knew from the very beginning that as soon as the Malan govern- 
ment saw that the people were on the move against the denial of 
human rights, colour discrimination and Apartheid generally, they 
would not hesitate to attack. The president of the African National 
Congress and those who retreated from the campaign were not sure 
whether the people would go to work or stay at home. We, on the 
other hand, knew that the odds were against us; Congress was no 
longer for stay-at-home strike action, and the government, the 
employers and the press were lined up against us. But we made it 
plain to our people that if the strike failed, it would not be our fault 
but theirs. We asked them to ask themselves why the newspapers 
were written in their languages for the first time, why Malan's 
government, their bitterest foe, was at that time promising them pro- 
tection, why the employers had for the first time invited them to 
become their guests to sleep at their places of work and were willing 
to spend money on feeding them. The protection Malan's govern- 
ment sought to give them, we told the people, was against freedom. 

As night follows day. May the first came. The day was a Monday. 
On Sunday afternoon the situation was tense; the police and the 
army began to move into Atteridgeville and establish their camps 
by the municipal offices near the bus terminus. Tanks and all the 
most frightening weapons that we had never seen before were on 
view. I was well known to the police but not to the soldiers. Each 
time I passed near the camps the police said to the soldiers, *That's 
him, the trouble-maker; he needs shooting.' Lady-Selborne too, 
where my colleague Tefu lived, was turned into an army and police 
camp. I was told, and I read in the newspapers too, that the same 
display of 'might is right' was in view all over the Reef and Johan- 
nesburg locations. 

On the Sunday evening the police, accompanied by the army, 
began to transport workers to their places of work to sleep there. I 
went to the bus terminus to see what was happening. There I found 
the workers being taken away from their families to sleep at work, 
escorted by the army and police motor-cycles. When the workers 
passed me into the buses their heads were hanging down. 

The next day, Monday May the first, I got up early and went 
back to the bus terminus. I found a long queue of workers lined up 
by the police and the army getting into the buses. Their bus fares 
were also being paid by their employers. Those who usually travelled 
to work on bicycles were being conveyed on buses. I passed very 
close to the queue and again the police said, *Here he is, the trouble- 
maker,' but I uttered no word. Light was beginning to break 
through; I stayed nearby until after sunrise, but when the time for 
the white-collar workers came, mostly government workers, they 
jeered at me and said, 'We are going to work, try and stop us. Now 
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you are afraid, you see the police and have nothing to say.' I still 
uttered no word, just looked at them, knowing they did not realise 
that they were hurting themselves and their own cause, as well as 
mine. After nine o'clock I took a taxi to Lady-Sdbome to find the 
situation there similar to Atteridgeville. With others who stood firm 
with us we took the same taxi to other locations to see what was 
taking place there. The reports were the same; the poUce and the 
army were there. The political strike was brok^ up,, but I claimed 
it as a victory for us. Because of our work, things which had never 
happened before happened. We forced Malan's government to 
come out to force the African workers to go with the army and 
police. The police state came out into the open. In the evening the 
workers were escorted back to their homes. In Pretoria we were 
lucky there was no loss of life. In Johannesburg, at locations like 
Alexandra, police opened fire on the people and there was loss of 
human life. Reports of similar occurrences came from other centres. 
That was how the May the first stay-at-home political strike ended 
in nineteen-fifty. 

Later some workers at Atteridgeville came to me to apologise, but 
they told me that they were pleased that I did not say anything when 
I passed them in the queue. They said that if I had ordered them to 
return home, they would have fallen over each other running away 
and the police would have got a chance to shoot me. They con- 
gratulated me, saying that for the first time in their lives, and some 
were old men, they saw machine gims, tanks and fearful weapons 
brought to them. 

Dr. James Moroka's backing out of the May the first stay-at-home 
political strike in an attempt to show the Malan government that, 
like them, he was against Communism did not help him and those 
who supported his actions. He forgot that, during his membership of 
the Native Representative Council, he had stood with others and 
demanded abolition of the pass laws, and the franchise for non- 
Europeans in the country, thus ending all forms of colour dis- 
crimination. He forgot that, in the opinion of Malan and those who 
shared his convictions, anyone who demanded equality with 

Europeans was a Communist. 

He was arrested with others and charged with inciting Africans 
to break what Malan and his government called the law of the land, 
as though those who were charged were voters who took part in 
electing them to power to enact the so-called law of the land. They 
were charged in Johannesburg and, after a trial which took a few 
months, were convicted and given suspended sentences. They were 
under restraint for five years, during which time, if they were arres- 
ted for a similar offence, they would be sent to prison for nine 
months. That was as ^ as Dr. Moroka could go in the struggle for 
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rights for the Africans, who had had high hopes that in him they had 
found a leader who would go the whole way with them, on their 
march to freedom, despite the hardships. 
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XXXIII Pretoria Market Meetings 



Towards September that year, I received a letter from the Hquidator 
of the Communist party, telling me that because I had not made 
representations to him he had put my name in the list of Communists 
he was compiling. I treasured the letter very much; I framed it and 
hung it in my house at Atteridgeville. I treasured it because the 
Communist party was outlawed, but its haters were recognising me 
as a Communist. I treasured it because to me it was admitted 
evidence by Malan's government that I was a fighter for freedom, 
one of those who stood for equality between all inhabitants of the 
country regardless of their colour, creed or sex. 

Before that, after the collapse of the May stay-at-home political 
strike, I carried on with my trade union but was at all times mindful 
that Malan was getting ready to attack. I began to get into contact 
with the outside world. I wrote to the Trade Union Congress in 
London asking for financial aid and explaining at great length our 
plight in the African trade unions. I wrote also to the British Com- 
munist party asking for the same things and escplaining the coming 
danger to us as I saw it. Across the Atlantic, I wrote to the American 
Federation of Labour (afl) and the Congress of Industrial Ozgani- 
sations (cio) appealing for financial help and at the same time 
explaining in detail the conditions under which African workers 
worked and organised. After several weeks we received financial help 
from the afl; I can't remember the exact amounti bat it was over 
eighty dollars, which helped to keep our office open for a few months. 
My letters asking for help also reached the Italian Confederation of 
Trade Unions, the French Trade Unions' Clonfederation, all the 
trade union confederations in Eastern Europe, the Indian trade 
unions and China's Trade Union Federation. Not only did I write to 
trade unions but to Communist parties in those countries as wdl. 
The only unions I avoided were Russian, to avoid accusations of 
receiving Moscow gold, and the Latin American countries, because 
I lacked the addrenes of trade unions there. My appeals were two- 
fold. First we needed money to continue the hard task of oxganising 
African workers in the period of Malaa tenor. Secondly, I kniew that 
Malan's attack was imminent and that when it came I hoped we 
should not be strangers to the workers and progressive peoples of 
the world. At that time, during the last half of nineteen-fifty, Malan, 
with the Suppression of Communism Act, was threatening people 
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with ten years' imprisonment, and it seemed that many leaders who 
were active before its birth had decided that the best thing to do 
was to be silent. Malaa's government was moving up and down the 
country like a lion in a game reierve, forcing all the weaker animals 
to hide from its path. With the paning of their Suppression of Com- 
munism Act the Nationalists were satisfied that they had silenced 
the p rogre ss ive voices of the oppressed non-Europeans of the 
country. 

Pretoria, unlike Johannesburg, has always lacked determined 
politicians, and no conference worth mentioning ever started in 
Pretoria with a message to engulf the whole country. Johannesburg 
is the place where political activities start and then move on to other 
centres. When thm is no smoke in Johannesburg, then it's right to 
assume that there is no fire throughout the country. My colleague 
Stqphen Tefu and myself waited to see smoke fix>m the Qty of Gold 
but the year ended as though there were no more issues to be fought. 
The Milan government had inspired so many people with tear that 
it seemed unchallengeable. My letters were continuing to cross 
oceans telling our fiiends abroad what was happening, though I 
knew that they were as well informed about events in my country as 
I was, if not more so. I noticed that as the year moved to a dose my 
colleague and I were beginning to talk as diough there was nothing 
we could do by ourselves. We had begun criticising leaders who had 
been highly respected, honoured and £mious before Malan came 
with the Suppression o£ CSommunism Act. 'Where is so and so, what 
is he doing ? He used to pretend to be brave in those days, why is he 
silent today?' we used to ask. We drew up a list of men we knew in 
the Communist party, Cbngress, the Indian CSongress and other 
oiganisations, and say, 'Where are they, what are they doing?' 
Gradually it dawned on me that we were merely talking and dic^ig 
nothing. 

I made up my mind that the following year must be one of great 
change. I said nothing to my colleague Stephen Tefu, but kept my 
thoughts to myself, until in January, nineteen-fifty-one, one afier^ 
noon in our office at 56 Potgieter Street, I said to him: 'We have 
complained enough about other men doing nothing, but we can also 
be accused of doing nothing. They too may be wondering why we 
are silent and doing nothing. Perhaps,* I continued, 'if we start 
something here in l^toria, we shall give them courage to join in, 
and political activities will be resumed against Malan's government 
and their vicious policies. After all, our silence does not protect us in 
any way. Both of us have been listed by the liquidator of the Com- 
munist party as Communists; we shall have much to gain if we 
oppose them openly. 

'There is no Communist party in the country but we are Com- 
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munists, there is a chance for us to expose the Malan government, to 
show our people that they can in fact be challenged.' I said further: 
'It is time for both of us to force them to arrest us. When we are 
arrested we can speak from the court room against them, their 
policies, and then even ask the court to bring them along to answer 
our questions about their oppression of our people.' Tefu did not take 
long to agree with my suggestion. He then asked me, *How are wc 
going to do it, we haven't formed a political party?' I replied, 'We 
call meetings in the name of the African General Workers' Union 
but devote our entire speedbia to politics.' 'Good idea,' Tefo 
remarked with enthusiasm. He asked where we would hold our first 
meeting. I answered by saying, *If Malan hesitates to arrest us, 
Pretoria City Council will start the ball rolling for us. Our first 
meetings wiU take place in ihs centre of town at Pretoria Market 
every Friday at lunch-time from one to two o'clock.' Tefu's feelings 
were already fired. We then began to plan the meeting. We agreed 
to February the sixteenth as the starting date. We began to get 
leaflets ready to be distributed in the city at bus queues, inviting the 
workers and everyone interested to attend. We kept the secret to our- 
selves until we began to hand the leaflets out to the people. 

On the sixteenth of Felnruary, nineteen-fifty-one, at the time men- 
tioned in our leaflets, we began to speak at Pretoria Market. We 
opened meetings by first singing a song to attract people, and after 
five minutes we started speaking, one in English and one interpreting 
what was said into Sesotho, which is the dialect spoken in the 
Pretoria area. I was always the first speaker and Tefu interpreted. 
Each of us spoke for twenty-five minutes to allow the audience to ask 
questions and still to return to work in time. The first meeting was 
attended only by ourselves. People listened from afar, fearing that 
we would be arrested at once and they would become the victims as 
well. The market place is so well placed that at such an hour many 
people pass there, walking along Church Street. Our platform was 
at the corner of Church and Prinsloo Streets, and along Prinsloo 
Street too there always moved a large number of people. On the 
eastern side of Prinsloo Street was a concentration of Indian shops 
as well as some shops owned by Europeans. By not taking action 
against us, Pretoria City Council enabled the people to see that there 
was nothing they could do against us. And people could see too that 
Malan's government might be challenged. 

We did not mince words in our speeches in denouncing Dr. Malan 
as a fascist, his ministers as a group of fascists - racists who had no 
legal right to govern the country because they were elected by the 
minority, for the minority. We stressed strongly that they were an 
illegal government which had no legal right to make laws for the 
country, that they had no right to enter into contracts or agreements 
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with legally elected governments of the world in the name of South 
A&ica and her inhabitants. During our speeches we said that since 
ninetecn-ten South Africa had never had a national government, 
but tribal governments chosen by the European tribes in the country. 
We claimed that we had more light to speak for South Africa at 
home and abroad because we represented the majority, the non- 
Europeans, and those European inhabitants of the country who did 
not support colour discrimination and racial oppression. 

Our wcek-by-week Pretoria Market speeches, which were fearless 
and powerful, established us firmly in the minds of Pretoria people. 
Every week meetings became bigger. Europeans, too, began to join 
our audience. Some brought sandwiches with them and sat in cars 
near the meetings so that they could hear every word spoken. As the 
audience grew we also grew fiercer in our speeches with which we 
desired to impregnate the people. From the very beginning the 
secret police joined us to record every word spoken. Some we knew 
and odiers we did not know, thinking that they were newspaper men. 

I remember some speeches I delivered personally at ihost meet- 
ings. At that time Verwoerd was the so-called minister for Bantu 
affiurs. In one speech I said that we had formed a democratic 
government in the country; I was the prime minister, Tefu was the 
minister of justice, and I went on to read fictitious names of ministers 
in our fictitious government. I said: 'Some of you here are laughing, 
some are beginning to say that Mokgatle is mad. But,' I said, 'I want 
you to tell me if there is any difiTerence between me and Malan. We 
only differ in colour. He ia older than I am and that is all.' I went 
on to say, 'Malan and myself are products of two persons, a man and 
woman. We were conceived in exactly the same way. My mother 
was pregnant with me for nine months and Malan's mother was 
pregnant with him for nine months. Malan and I could not walk 
until we were over six months old. Both of us could not make our- 
selves understood in speech until we were over two years old. Where 
then,' I asked, *is the difference?' There was applause and laughter. 
'Remember,' I requested our audience, 'Malan and his admirers 
daim that they are superior and that I am inferior.' There were 
again cheers and laughter. 'I can and I am,' I claimed, 'the best 
prime minister of South Africa. In the government Tefii and I have 
formed there is no colour discrimination. All the inhabitants of this 
country are equal, all are voters, regardless of the language they 
speak and the religion they have adopted and whether they are men 
or women.' There was laughter and cheering again. I said further, 
'We have arrested Malan and his entire ministers and you will not 
see them in Pretoria until July, some not until the end of the year. 
We have imprisoned them in Gape Town.' (Malan and his ministers 
were attending their parliament in Gape Town at the time.) 
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I remember vividly two of the speeches I made among many at 
om' Pretoria Market meetings, deaUng with Malan and Etic Loiiw, 
who had been Hertzog's ambassador in France in the 'thirties, 
returning to South Africa at the time Hertzog and Smuts came 
together to form the United party. He returned specially to join 
Malan in his crusade for continuation of hostilities towards the non- 
European inhabitants of the country. Though Eric Louw spent some 
years in France, where non-Europeans were not discriminated 
against, a country where some members of F^liament were non- 
Europeans, who must no doubt have rubbed shoulders with Eric 
Louw at state functions and other important occasions, his hostility 
and his fascist frame of mind never IdEt him. As a hypocrite and an 
opportunist he felt it right to mix with non-Europeans abroad on 
equal terms, to regard them as equal to himself, not inferior beings, 
but never to meet them on such tenns as soon as he crossed into 
South Africa. 

When they had been elected to power by the European tribal 
voters, Malan made him his minister for ext«amal affairs. While our 
marlcet meetings were in progress he was invited to pay a state visit 
to the Belgian Congo. In South Africa Eric Louw, like all who 
shared his views and convictions, said that he was totally against 
Africans being trained as soldiers, being recruited into the army and 
being armed with European fire-arms. Africans, he used to tell his 
people, are incapable of learning the military art, they can never 
become real soldiers and therefore should never be called soldiers or 
given the knowledge to use European fire-arms. The Belgians held 
contrary views to those of Eric Louw. In the Congo, they recruited 
Africans into the army and trained them with European fire-arms - 
something Eric Louw said he disapproved of strongly and disliked 
intensely. 

He went to the Belgian Congo aware that there Africans were in 
the army and were soldiers. He was aware that on arrival there he 
would be provided with a guard of honour consisting entirely of 
Africans. That was what happened when he put his foot in Leopold- 
ville. The South African newspapers showed him, with pride, 
inspecting the African guard of honour. I took him up on that at our 
market meetings. That day there was a large number of Europeans 
in our audience. I held the newspaper picture up and said, ^Look at 
the cheat and hypocrite Eric Louw.* 

I said, 'You Europeans have allowed yourselves to be misled by 
him. . . . This picture in the newspaper is an admission that he has 
been telling you deliberate lies. I know,' I said, 'that some of you 
will say that the Belgian Congo is not South Africa and that he is 
not there to tell the Belgians how to run their colony. That argu- 
ment,' I said, 'is all nonsense. If you were honest to yourselves, you 
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would agree with me that the Belgians have exposed him in front of 
your very eyes. The Belgians have revealed to you that he is nothing 
but a hypocrite.' 

I said further, *I am going to ask you a question which I hope you 
will answer with honesty. Supposing a friend of yours knows that 
you don't eat pork, you never touch it, that you are on record as 
having said that you will never allow it to be eaten in your home. 
Your friends invite you to dinner but prepare a pork dinner for you; 
would you accept the invitation or, if you did accept the invitation, 
would you eat pork just to please your friends under the pretext that 
you are not in their homa to tell them how to cook or what sort of 
meal to provide ?' There was a loud cry of 'No!' but I can't guaran- 
tee whether the loud *No' came from Europeans or the non- 
Europeans in the audience. But not a single European contradicted 
the loud *No* reply I got. 

I then turned to Malan himself. I said, *In the same way he bluffs 
you that for him it is Afiikaners first and others later. You believe 
him,' I said, *you swear that he is one hundred per cent for the 
Afrikaner folk. I say that he is lying to you, he is not for Afrikaners 
as he says. After the war they brought German orphans to South 
Africa to care for them. Malan adopted one of the little girls and 
named her Maritje.' I said, *I am not against children who have 
no parents being adopted, whether they are white or black or from 
which country they are taken. What I want you to tell me, on behalf 
of your Malan, is why didn't he first adopt a litde Afrikaner orphan 
giri, or adopt one after Maritje? He didn't do that,' I said, 'because 
he is not one hundred per cent for the Afrikaners but only wants to 
use themfixr his benefit. like Eric Louw, he is a liar and hypocrite. I 
challenge him firom this platform to adopt a poor Afrikaner orphan.' 

Our Pretoria Market speeches were biting deep into Malan's 
government's flesh. They were getting regalar reports firom the 
police, who were recording our speeches every week. Our meetings 
were drawing large crowds, and people outside Pretoria who could 
oome into town and return home the same day made Fridays theur 
shopping days so that they could be at the meetings to hear the 
speeches which had never before been heard inside the dty against 
die tribal government which had struck fear into the people's hearts. 
We held meetings regularly without a break. 

In June nineteen-fifty^ne, Malan's tribal government could not 
stand it any longer. One morning at about ten o'clock we saw three 
cars drawing up in &ont of our office, 56 Potgieter Street, and out of 
them came six detectives led by Detective Inspector van der Berg, 
armed with a warrant signed by the chief magistrate of Pretoria to 
search and to seize documents firom our office. There were four 
Europeans and two Afincans. We knew them well; some of them 
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were regular visitors at our meetings. They, through Chief Detective 
Inspector van der Beig, gave me the warrant to read, and after 
doing so I gave it to my colleague Stephen Tefii to read, but before 
Tefu finished they were already busy going through every file, cup- 
board, drawer and book they could lay their hands on. While they 
were busy selecting what they were going to take away I telephoned 
a banister friend of mine, George Findlay, to tell him what was 
going on in our office. He asked me if they had a warrant When I 
confirmed it he advised me not to hinder them but to see that they 
gave me a receipt for everything they took with them. 

After seizing die documents, they said that they were taking us to 
my house at Atteridgeville to search, and we left in three cars for my 
house. They needed no lead; they knew where I lived. I travelled in 
the middle car driven by Detecdve Sergeant Visser, sittmg in the 
front seat. Tefti travelled in the one in front and Detective Chief 
Inspector van der Beig followed in the third car. My wife was 
surprised and so were the people of Atteridgeville. At my house, too, 
after the warrant had been read, a search commenced and many 
documents and books v^ere seized. I was given a receipt for them all. 
From there we went to Lady-Sdbome to search Tefii's home. The 
same procedure was adopted there, but Tefti kept no large documents 
or books. What they found and thought would help them they took. 

In April of that year, before the South African gestapo raided our 
office and homes with warrants, we had planned to hold a May Day 
demonstration in the centre of Pretoria. Our aim was to march along 
Church Street carrying banners displaying slogans against the pass 
laws, denial of human rights and denunciations of ihe Europeans- 
only tribal government Towards the end of April, as was our cus- 
tom, we roneoed leaflets tdUng the workers that on May the first, 
for only one hour, we would assemble at the market and from there 
march along Church Street to the Square, where we would make 
political speeches. We knew that the first leaflet we distributed would 
fall into the hands of the police. We distributed the leaflets widely in 
the city, urging all workers and sympathetic people to attend regard- 
less of their colour. We made it clear in our leaflets that we were not 
against Europeans as such but against their tribal government which 
was inciting them against the non-European citizens of the country. 
The day following the distribution of the leaflets the police arrived at 
our office to tell us that our planned demonstration was banned by 
the chief magistrate of Pretoria and that we should call it off. We 
told the police that, since we had already planned our march, there 
was no way of cancelling it! Only the workers could cancel it if they 
did not turn up on the day. Two days before the demonstration a 
local newspaper announced that we had planned an illegal march in 
the centre of the city and that the chief magistrate had banned it. It 
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warned that if* some people allowed themselves to be led into dis- 
obeying the order of the chief magistrate they might find themselves 
in trouble which they would regret when it was too late. 

The next day we received a telephone call from the police to come 
up to the main police station. We went and there we were warned 
that if we demonstrated the poUoe would break up the demonstra- 
tion. We insisted that we were committed to it; it was going to take 
place. We had everything ready, banners written, slogans shining on 
them. 

When we left the police station and were walking along Pretoiius 
Street eastwards towards the market, we were met by Major van 
den Berg, chief of police in the Pretoria and district division. He 
stopped us and said that he had heard we were still intending to go 
on with our demonstration. We said that was correct, and he warned 
us that the police would break it up and we would be held responsible 
for whatever resulted from that. He left us and went his way and we 
went on with our mission. 

On May the first that decision of ours still stood. At twelve o'clock 
sharp we were already at the market with all the banners, waiting for 
the workers to come along to start the march. The atmosphere was 
tense, the police were there in a full force to show strei^^th. They 
were fully armed. Everyone could see them and their intentions were 
obvious. One o'clock struck. The presence of the police firightened 
the workers away. Very few gathered; we waited for more, but that 
was all we could get. At a quarter to two I announced that our 
demonstration had failed. It lacked support, therefore we were not 
going to demonstrate with so few people against such heavy odds. 
We dispersed and the police formed into lines and were marched 
back to the main police station. 

I am sure that if the police had not gathered there to firighten the 
workers off I would have delivered a speech in Pretoria Church 
Square that day. I knew that the police would not have broken up 
our demonstration at that hour when C!hurch Street was full of 
traffic and people were rushing for their lunch, Church Street being 
the main and &shionable shopping centre where many shop windows 
would have been broken and great damage done. We would have 
been arrested that day. We wanted it to happen so that we could 
bring the mayor of the dty and his councillors to court, to ask them 
why we, as citizens, were not allowed to demonstrate in the city 
when Pretoria University students were free to do so when they 
demanded strict enforcement of Apartheid. One of the important 
files the police confiscated &om our office in June that year was the 
one I called the international ffie, which contained copies of letters 
and refdies firom countries we had written to. When diey found it, 
Chief Detective Inspector van der Berg, who was in charge of the 
raid, remarked, 'They are already in touch with the whole world.* 
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XXXIV Arrests 



In June of that year we were still anxious to keep the spirit of the 
stay-at-home political strike alive. Some people in Johannesburg, 
like ourselves, who had been disappointed by Dr. Moroka's actions 
the year before, were still willing to go on with the African National 
Congress version of a stay-at-home on June the twenty-sixth. We 
pledged ourselves to organise the people of Pretoria to stay at home 
on that day. The organisation was poor at that time; our aim was 
only to make people understand that if there were improvements to 
be gained they would have to sacrifice themselves for them. Together 
with those in the City of Gold, we printed and roneoed a large 
number of leaflets, which we distributed widely in Pretoria. Some 
Indian friends joined us in an attempt to make the strike a success. 
They helped by conveying us in their cars to places we could not 
reach and also helped with the distribution of the leaflets. They were 
my friends Ramhtula Keshavjee, G. Sooboo and Sandie Nicker: all 
from well-known families in the Indian community of Pretoria. 

On the twenty-fifth of June Ramhtula Keshavjee's car was loaded 
with a loudspeaker and a large quantity of leaflets and the three of 
them came along to me at Atteridgeville to help strengthen the 
morale of the people to stay at home the next day. To make the 
Indians and Africans fed that they are not the same, the laws of 
Apartheid forbid Indians to enter African locations without a permit 
from the superintendent. We had arranged with a staunch Congress- 
man, Theodore Ngamana, to collect the car and leaflets firom our 
friends outside the location so that he and I- could distribute the 
leaflets and broadcast the last message through the loudspeaker in 
the evening. Theodore Ngamana drove the car while I broadcast the 
message. My voice was well known to the municipal police, Mr. 
Zimmerman the superintendent and the people of Atteridgeville. 
That evening we went all over the location distributing the leaflets 
while I broadcast the message urging the people to stay at home the 
next day. While we were doing that the Pretoria West police were 
called by Mr. Zimmerman to arrest our friends who were waiting 
outside the location for allowing us to use their car. While we were 
moving around in the car, which was still fiill of leaflets and some in 
our pockets, we were stopped by the superintendent with his 
municipal police and arrested. Without knowing how or why, we 
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were joined by someone, Lucas Moleele, an African who was never 
in the campaign. 

When we reached the municipal offices we found our Indian 
friends waiting there with the Pretoria West police. We were taken 
together in a black maria to Pretoria West police station, and there 
all of us were charged with inciting the people of Atteridgeville to 
break their contracts of employment by staying away from their 
work. I had heard before that Lucas Moleele was a police informer 
but had no evidence of it. While we were waiting in the station to be 
charged, I overheard one policeman saying to the other, 'Our man 
is also here,' and the other one said, *Don't worry, we know all 
about it.' From that the allegations against Lucas Moleele were con- 
firmed to me; that he was the police's man. 

We all slept in the cells at Pretoria West police station. Lucas 
was drafted into the same cell as me. I knew then that I had to hold 
my tongue, but Lucas did not know what I had overheard about him. 
He tried to speak to impress me that he was more in favour of the 
stay-at-home strike than I was, but I told him that I was too tired, I 
needed to sleep. Early the next morning Lucas was called out. I 
only saw him again in court, where he told me that a charge against 
him was withdrawn against his will and he was angry about it. 

When the court proceedings began I found that I was heavily 
indicted, and it was so arranged that if a conviction against me could 
be secured, then it would be easy to convict others. We had all 
pleaded not guilty. When that happened I looked round the court- 
room to see whether there was anyone I knew who was brought in to 
testify that he or she did not go to work that day because I threatened 
them. There was no one. I decided to make that my defence. 

Municipal police, all Africans, were the first to give evidence 
against me : that they saw me during the previous day distributing to 
the residents of Atteridgeville the leaflets displayed in court. Before 
that no one had talked about not going to work. When the super- 
intendent's time came to give evidence he stressed firmly that he 
knew me well and that I was one of the influential people in 
Atteridgeville. My influence, he thought, could be harmful to people 
who were not mature enough to think for themselves. In the evening 
he said he listened to my broadcast for a long time before he called 
Pretoria West police to come along to help him. He feared that if 
nothing had been done to stop me, there might have been trouble in 
Atteridgeville the next day. Before he called the police he made an 
inspection of the whole location and found that every yard he visited 
was flooded with leaflets I had distributed, and everywhere in the 
streets my leaflets were lying about. 

The case was before a man who later conducted the preliminary 
trial when I was arrested under the infamous Suppression of Com- 

296 



Copyrighted niaKfial 



munism Act with my colleague Stephen Tefu. While Mr. Zimmer- 
man was giving evidence, the magistrate asked him whether I was a 
visitor at Atteiidgeville or if I lived there. He replied that I was a 
registered tenant of Pretoria City Ciouncil in the location. I was sur- 
prised that at the end of his evidence the magistrate took up my 
defence before I could say it; that all that was brought before him 
were leaflets alleged to have been distributed by me. He went on to 
say that not a single person was produced in court as evidence that 
because of my iidauence he could not go to work that day. He 
followed that by saying that the municipal police gave evidence that 
they saw me distributing leaflets, but he could not understand why 
they did not take me with the leaflets to the superintendent or call 
the superintendent to see me distributing those leaflets. The super- 
intendent himself, the magistrate went on, said I was a registered 
tenant of the council, that I lived in Atteridgeville, that every yard 
he saw was full of leaflets similar to the ones in court and the streets 
were also full of such leaflets. It was likely, he said, that as a resident 
I might have found them in my yard, or picked them up in the 
streets and put them in my pocket to read, and those may have been 
the reasons why they were found in my possession. He said that he 
found that the Grown case was not proved against me and the 
whole case fell to the ground. 

While this was taking place I had no idea that the police and 
their superiors were busy framing against us an indictment under 
the Suppression of Communism Act. Our market meetings were 
going on week by week, and my attacks on Malan and his ministers 
were heard by those who attended our meetings and people who 
happened to pass the meeting place on Fridays at lunch-time. In 
Atteridgeville, the advisory board elections were getting near, and I 
had joined our men who were dissatisfied with the work of the current 
advisory board. I had contested other elections before, but failed to 
get elected. I was determined to get nearer to the city council's so- 
called Bantu affairs department, where I could ask for any councillor 
to be brought to our meetings and question him as to why they were 
so keen to reject the recommendations of the advisory board, after 
they had said they needed it in order to know the needs of the 
African inhabitants of Pretoria. 

At that time my letters to overseas countries were going off week by 
week, and week by week we were receiving replies. A new inter- 
national file was building up again. On the evening of the seven- 
teenth of August nineteen-fifty-one, I held a meeting of the men with 
whom I had decided to contest the advisory board elections at 
Bantule Newclare, eight miles away from Atteridgeville. We were 
planning our action, and the way we were going to conduct our 
campaign against the board in power, which was well endowed 
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with women: their best organisers were women. We did not finish 
our discussions until midnight. I tr?.velled home in a taxi with other 
Atteridgeville men, not aware that the next night my bedroom 
would be a police cell. I arrived to find my wife worried, though she 
knew I was attending a meeting at Bantule. The next day I went to 
the office as usuzd, but Tefu failed to arrive at his customary time. At 
about half-past ten a worker entered the office to tell me that he saw 
Tefu being marched to the police station with men arrested for pass 
offences. I left at once to fetch Tefu. I found him before Jan van 
Rooyen, head of the pass 8quad> who warned us that unless we got 
ourselves new passes like everyone else we should always be arrested 
for not carrying them with us. He said that he was giving us a last 
chance to get ourselves fixed up at the influx control bureau. That 
was the turning-point. 

Before this, in the period of our Pretoria market meetings, I drew 
up a petition and read it at one of the meetings. It said that we, the 
Africans in particular, did not recognise the government of the 
country elected by the minority; we considered their laws illegal; 
their parliament, from which the majority are barred, illegal ; the act 
of Union constitution of South Africa, which ignores the majority 
and gives the minority the right and power to establish a European 
tribal government, illegal; and we demanded that a new convention 
be called, where aU the inhabitants of the land would be rq>resented, 
to draw up a new constitution which would be democratic and 
enable all adults to vote and to be voted for in general elections. In 
the petition I listed many points to show how undemocratic the Act 
of Union was and why a govenunent elected under it should not be 
recognised. It was long and had many items and reasons. 

My purpose in drawing it up was to indict the Malan government 
and others before it before the International Cburt of Justice at the 
Hague, Holland. As I read it, Tefu explained the contents to the 
audience. It was approved. At our office we roneoed many copies of 
it and sent one copy to a fiunous British barrister, D. N. Pritt, kg, 
asking him to be khid enough to act for us in presenting it before the 
International Court of Justice. Mr. Pritt was kind enough to write 
back acknowledging its arrival but advised that the International 
CSourt at the Hague would not deal with it because the court was set 
up to deal with disputes between governments. He advised us that 
the right place for the petition was the United Nations Oiganisation 
at Lake Success, New York. After the arrival of Mr Pritt's letter we 
wasted no time and forwarded the petition to Lake Success. That 
time Malan's government was at loggerheads with their judiciary, 
quarrelling about the removal of the CSoloured people of the Cape 
from the voters' roll. Before we sent off our petition, newspapers 
published a picture of the men who drew up the South Africa Act, 
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and there was not a single non-European amongst them. We sent a 
few copies of the newspapers' pictures with the petition to strengthen 
our case that the dice had been loaded against us finom the very 
begmmng. 

Several weeks later we received an acknowledgement of the 
arrival of the petition at the United Nations and the promise that it 
was receiving attention. We then felt it our duty to give it to the 
South African Press Association (sapa) to publish, and it received 
publicity. When the gestapo raided our office, they took a copy of 
the petition, the letter from Mr. Pritt, and the correspondence from 
the United Nations Organisation in the first international file. 

As we left Jan van Rooyen in the large police yard behind the main 
Pretoria police station, we saw one of the men, Detective Sergeant 
Visser, coming towards us. He stopped us and told us that he had 
been on his way to our office when he saw us talking in the police 
yard to the head of the pass raiders' squad. He opened the file he was 
carrying, gave us a warrant for our arrest to read, and then placed 
his hand on my shoulder, saying, 'I am arresting you under the 
Suppression of Communism Act.' He did the same thing to my 
colleague Tefu and invited us to follow him into the police station. 
As far as I know we were the first in the country to be arrested under 
that vicious Act. We were locked up in one cell and during our 
confinement we talked and discussed our future plans, but we were 
above all delighted that it had happened, that we were going to be 
used as guinea pigs and had a chance to show that the Suppression 
of Communism Act was not something which the people could not 
stand up against. Under it, if convicted, we faced ten years in 
prison. 

We spent the whole day in that cell and it also became our bed- 
room. I don't know what Europeans' cells are hke inside, but non- 
European cells are empty, bare, cement-floored, inhabited by lice 
and, at that time of the year when the weather was still cold, only 
three rough dark blankets were provided for each person. No 
furniture, no bed or mattress. The food, soft salty porridge, no bread, 
no tea or coffee. That was how we faced life in the cells at the hands 
of the police state in South Africa, the land of our birth, under the 
tribal government we did not choose, and the government we 
repeatedly said had no legal right to govern us or to arrest us. The 
next morning we were forced to clean our cell, and also to help wash 
the cell yard with water and a hosepipe. 

Afterwards we were given prison breakfast, soft salty porridge of 
mealie meal. Later we were handcuffed, together with the rest who 
were arrested for pass and other offences, and marched to court, 
which is next to the police station. There we were told by the magis- 
trate that we were arrested under the Suppression of Communism 

299 



Copyrighted material 



Act; we were not going to be tried that day, the date for our pre- 
liminary examinations would be fixed later, but we were remanded 
in custody. We were told further that our bail was one hundred 
pounds each. Then we were removed from the dock to wait in the 
court cells for the black maria to take us at lunch-time with the 
convicted ones to central prison, Potgieter Street. We had our 
lunch that day in the main Pretoria prison and it was my first 
experience inside it, though I had always wanted to go there to see 
for myself what it was like. On arrival, after undergoing a thorough 
search and being given a prison card and number, we were ordered 
to strip naked and to go in groups under cold showers to wash our 
bodies; soda soap, no towels, to be dried by the sun. I protested and 
was taken to the chief's office and there he told me that I was in 
prison, I had lost my liberty, I was subject to prison regulations and 
was there to do as I was told. 

After that we were taken to prison cells to wait for our date to be 
fixed. The order was that I should be separated from Tefu. In the 
prison cells, as in the police cells where we spent the first night, we 
had no furniture, no bed, no mattress, cement fioors and three 
blankets. I cannot remember the measurements of the cells, but we 
slept twelve in each cell. We were locked up in the cells in the after- 
noons at half past four after the last meal of soft salty mealie meal 
porridge, with two buckets, one as our toilet and the other as our 
fountain for drinking water. I don't know what European prison 
cells were like, but prisoners who cleaned them told us that they had 
beds and fiuniture. In the mornings we had to carry our buckets out 
to empty them, clean our cells in turns and in turns wash the yard 
with hosepipe and water. We used the yard for sitting down. We 
were not allowed to talk until after lunch at twelve, when we were 
locked in again to enable the warders, Africans and Europeans, to 
have their lunch. That gave us a chance, Tefu and I, to share a cell 
in order to discuss our case and future plans. 

Each week we were visited by a high prison officer who asked each 
one for complaints. Tefu and I complained to him that we were 
locked up with others who were not arrested for the same thing, that 
we were political prisoners; we should be given our own cell, given 
books to read and not forced to work in prison, since we had not been 
convicted. He said that he would look up the rules and when he 
came next time he would give us a reply. When he came the follow- 
ing week he told us that we were not political prisoners so we were 
subject to the same treatment as others, but he had ordered that we 
should be given books to read. When the books came they were 
books about dogs, ships, hunters and things we were not interested 
in, and I personally could not understand. When he came again we 
told him that we were given books we didn't want and asked if we 
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could tell him the sort of books we would like to read. His reply was, 
*You asked for books, you were given books. If you don't like them 
it's your problem.' We withdrew our request. 

In prison, awaiting trial, we were forced to go under cold showers 
with soda soap and no towels twice a week. We were allowed visitors 
once a week and we could be brought something to eat from outside, 
but we had to show everything to the warder. We could write letters 
but they were to be closed and sent off by the chief officer. Twice a 
week, on Wednesdays and Sundays, our last meal of soft salty 
porridge was mixed with carrots and pieces of meat. One Saturday, 
when it was my turn to join others in washing the yard, I refused. 
The warder took me to the chief, who asked me the reason. I replied 
that I was not yet convicted. That earned me solitary confinement in 
a small cell upstairs with no food, only water, imtil the next day. 

On two occasions when we were waiting for our day to be fixed we 
applied to be taken to the magistrate's court to plead for our bail to 
be reduced. Each time in court the magistrate told us that we knew 
the bail; if we paid it we could be let out. Towards the end of August 
we received papers from the public prosecutor's office that our 
examination would start on the third of September, nineteen-fifty- 
one. At last we knew that our test was on the way and we got ready 
for it. When that day came, we left with others in the black maria 
for the battle to begin. We found Detective Sergeant Visser with his 
men, African and Europeans, ready to read the notes they had pre- 
pared on speeches we had delivered at our market meetings. 

We had decided not to seek legal defi^ce, we wanted to conduct 
the case ourselves. There were lawyers in Pretoria and Johannesburg 
who would have come to our aid free of charge if we had asked, but 
we avoided that, knowing that they would conduct it on purely legal 
grounds. To us it was a political struggle which must be waged on 
political fields. When we saw Sergeant Visser with his men, each 
carrying a notebook, I said to Tefu, * We must pull every one of them 
down with us.' The proceedings opened; they began to read their 
notes, which refreshed our minds; some of them made us wonder 
whether in fact we did deliver such brilliant speeches, and it 
streng^tfaened our determination- to fight and to be ready to receive 
the consequences. 

After each man had read his notes we took him up on them and 
asked if there was anything untrue in what we said at our meeting; 
that we were not voters, that we were discriminated against, that we 
were forced to carry passes when others were free of them, that we 
were the majority in the country, that the Act of Union was drawn 
up to deny us true citizenship and treat us as though we were people 
fiKxm outside imposing ourselves on the Europeans uninvited, that 
our adults were called boys and girls regardless of whether they had 
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grey hair and were over a hundred years old. Every one of them, 
Africans and Europeans, agreed that everything we said was so in 
South Africa. 

Every day a new group was brought in to give evidence on their 
notes. We were surprised to see that some of the men we had thought 
were newspaper reporters when we saw them at our meetings, were 
expert shorthand writers from various government departments. We 
adopted the same system with them too. On the last day, which at 
the time we did not know was the last, the fifth of September, a man 
I once asked at a meeting to write down everything I said, thinking 
that he was from the newspapers, came to give evidence from his 
notes. Before he began he was asked by the prosecutor to explain his 
position to the court. He gave his name as Mr. Khoury, chief short- 
hand writer of the supireme court, Pretoria. He went on to say that 
most of the supreme court records were done by him, that his 
accuracy was never challenged and that he was a graduate of 
Pretoria University. When he read his notes, I found there were 
gaps which he read as dot, dot, dot. He had left some words out, for 
instance when I talked about Malan's mother and mine. 

As an acclaimed expert, I knew that Mr. Khoury was brought in 
to level the whole circus. I said to Tcfu, *He is my target, I am going 
to make him angry first and then confuse him.' When he had finished, 
the first question I asked him was * What are you ?' Angrily he shouted 
at me, *What do you mean, what am I ?' The magistrate told him, 
*You can't ask him a question, tell him what you are.' He said he 
had already told the court that he was a shorthand writer of the 
supreme court. He was heavily suntanned, he suspected that I thought 
he was a Coloured man. I then told him that I wanted to know 
whether he was a European. Again he replied angrily, 'Of course I 
am a European.' I asked him whether he was born in the country; he 
said he was. I asked him his age and he told me. I asked him whether 
he was a voter; he said he was. I asked him if he voted in the nine- 
teen-forty-eight election which brought Malan into power; he said 
he had. I asked him whether he voted when Pretoria city council 
was elected - he said he did - and whether he voted when the 
Transvaal provincial council was elected, and he said he did. 

I then reminded him that in his notes he mentioned that I said 
we were not voters, that everybody elected by Europeans only was 
illegal and had no legal right over us. He agreed. I asked whether, in 
any of the elections he participated in, he voted with Afiicans or 
non-Europeans. He said he did not. I asked him whether at any time 
he saw them voting. He replied that he had never seen them voting. 
Lasdy I asked him whether he knew that they were voters at all ? He 
said he did not know. I then drove him into admissions that what I 
said in his notes was correct and true - he said it was. I said, 'So you 
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agree that I did not invent anything but stated &cts'. He kept quiet. 
Tlie magbtrate asked him to reply, and his rqiiy was 'Yes.' 

I reminded him again that under oath he had said that his records 
were never challenged, but before he replied I said, *I am challeng- 
ing them today.* I asked him about the gaps in his notes and he said 
they stood for words he thought silly and not worth recording. I 
asked him about my speech about my mother and Malan's, and 
asked him why he did not record the speech in fiill. He said he found 
it silly and irrelevant. I asked him to admit that because of the gaps 
his whole record was unreliable and not correct, to which he said it 
was for the court to say. I left him feeling happy that I had demolished 
him. In the end we were told that it was the last day of the examina- 
tion. 

Having not been able to pay a hundred pounds bail each, Pretoria 
central prison continued to be our home. We were taken back there 
to wait for our real trial. The cells there, with cold, cement floors, a 
small window at the back with iron bars, thick steel doors, no 
mattress, no bed and no furniture except the two buckets, continued 
to be our bedrooms. None of us had ever had a hundred pounds in 
his possession, or held that amount in our hands. 

One day towards the middle of October I was called out to the 
offices and taken in a police van to the magistrate's court, where I 
was taken down into the cells but not given any reason why I was 
there. At about twelve o'clock I asked the keeper of the cells why I 
was brought there, and he answered that, like me, he did not know 
the reason; all he knew was that he had to unlock the cell, put me in 
and wait for the next order. As long as he got no further orders he 
would not ask why but only make sure that I was there. I had lunch 
and late in the afternoon he let me out. A policeman took me to the 
office, where I signed papers and was told that my bail had been 
paid. From there I had to walk back to prison to collect my posses- 
sions. I found that everything of mine was held ready, and after 
checking it and confirming that it was all there, I signed for it. I was 
led to the main gate and released. When I stepped on to the pav^ 
ment I had a guilty feeling that I was deserting my colleague 
Stephen Tefu, but there was nothing I could do. 

I hurried to catch an Atteridgeville bus. Many people looked at 
me as though I was a stranger, someone they had not seen for a long 
time. Not a single person spoke to me, but I noticed that those who 
did not see me were made aware of my presence by others. When I 
got home I found my wife waiting, and my two children cried with 
joy when they saw me. My bail had been paid by an Indian shop- 
keeper, Mr. Abdool Rahman, who had been patronised by my wife's 
ianiily for many years. The next day I left for our office to see what 
correspondence had been coming in since August the eighteenth 
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when we were arrested. I found a pile of letters, some from abroad. 
After reading them all I left for Lady-Sclborne to see Tefu's mother, 
with whom he lived, and sister, to see whether, with their help, we 
could find bail for Tefu. I did not worry the old lady about the bail, 
but went to his sister, who with her husband had a stand and a house* 
After I had convinced Tefu's sister that our trouble would not 
involve her and her husband in any way, she left with mc for Mr. M. 
Shapiro's shop where her husband had worked for many years, to 
ask the husband to ask Mr. Shapiro to help with the bail money. The 
husband was a bit nervous at first, but I convinced him, too, that 
our trouble would not engulf them in any way. Mr. Shapiro knew 
Tefu and when approached did not take long to feel sympathy. He 
promised to pay die bail the next day. So I spent only one free day 
Mritliout Tefu, who was also released from prison on the second day. 
Yfhm he came out I was there to welcome him. On the way to the 
Lady-Sdbome buses I told him everything I had done since he last 
saw me. 

Afbr seeing him to Lady-Sdbome I went to Church Street to see 
some friends who did not know that we were out on bail. I met two 
African girls, and while they were admiring me and saying how glad 
they were to see me, not very &r away I saw Detective Inspector van 
der Berg, the man who had been in charge of the raiding of our 
office and homes, standing looking at me as though he did not know 
that I was out on bail. V^en his eyes and mine clashed he quickly 
walked away. 

We did not open our office until the following week, and suspen* 
ded our market meetings until we knew our frite. Many people and 
workers had thought tlmt we were finished, and were astonished to 
see us carrying on with our work in the office. Our determination to 
help the workers with pass difficulties and other matters connected 
widi their grievances at work continued. Those who had told our 
members that we were finished were disappointed but could not help 
admiring our bravery. We avoided going to see the lawyers in 
Pretoria who we knew would be ready to take up our defence fi:ee of 
charge for the reasons already stated. 

As time went on I said to Tefu, 'Tefu, we are going to be convicted 
and we know already that we shall be imprisoned for ten years. 
During our trial we must throw mud about, throw stones, whidi will 
remain in the minds of our people for a long time.' 

I suggested that when the time came for us to defend ourselves, I 
should ask for Dr. Malan to be brought to court; I wanted to ques- 
tion him in my defence. After him I would ask tor Verwoerd, then 
Eric Louw. *You,' I said to Tefii, 'should ask for Charles Robert 
Swart, Ben Schoeman and Dr. D6nges.' Tefu agreed fully with my 
suggestions. I then said to him, 'Our requests will be rgected, but we 
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vill have scored a big triumph because the newspapers will rqport 
our requests and the court's rejection, and that will strengthen our 
people to resist further. Newspaper men,' I went on, "may come along 
to interview us to find out why we wanted those men to be brought 
to court, and that will be our chance to tell the whole world about 
the police and fascist state we live under. Our request will be so 
dramatic that newspapers will find them impossible to suppress. 

'The court's refusal to grant our requests will enable us also to 
say that we were denied justice and that our case was prejudiced and 
that we were not given a fiur trial.' Tefii was greatly attracted to my 
suggestions. I said to him, 'In this we stand to lose nothing and to 
gain a great deal. If those men could be brought to court we should 
expose them before their admirers, we should show them that they 
are not untouchable as many of them think, that they are mere 
human beings like anyone else and not as clever as some of them think. 
We shall have proved that the court protected them from being 
e3q)osed, and that when they are being challenged on their policies 
and convictions they would fidl apart like a house of cards.' 

I then said to Tefii, 'We have planned our secret weapon and we 
must keep it secret We must not even tell our fiunOies about it ; they 
will be frightened that, instead of us trying to get out of trouble, we 
are trying to do a fooUsh thing, driving ourselves deeper into trouble. 
They will try to bring in people they think can convince us that we 
are embarking on a foolish path and the whole secret will be known 
before we reach the court room. We don't know,' I said to my col- 
league, 'what the police and the attorney-general's office are plan- 
ning against us. They must not know what we are planning for our 
defence. They may surprise us; we must surprise them too.' We 
agreed fully that our families and none of our friends should not 
know about our secret weapon. 

As I foresaw, our market meetings and the biting speeches we 
made there gave our people confidence in themselves and removed 
many of the fears they had had for a long time. Our arrest and the 
stand we made in court inspired them enormously. At that time 
there had occurred within the African National Congress a move- 
ment of young people called the African National Congress youth 
league. The young people's wing of Congress was formed by students 
and others of that age who felt that the older leadership in Congress 
was not militant; Congress had in fact become a mere debating 
society with no programme of action. Nelson Mandela was one of 
those who took part in founding the youth league. 

When I returned from prison I found that one of them at Atteridge- 
ville had saved a copy of their roneoed newspaper called The Lode' 
star for me to see. There was an article in it which described how we 
conducted our case at the preliminary trial in the magistrates court 
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and how we held our chins up in face of great difficulties and odds. 
The article ended with these words : 'Never before in the records of 
people struggling for emancipation have so few served so many so 
well: Tefu and Mokgatle.' That was the first realisation for me that, 
though we had no way of knowing whether our actions inspired our 
people, at least they were appreciated. I treasured that copy, and 
kept it among my papers, which were later confiscated by the police 
in nineteen-fifty-six during the great raid on many leaders and 
people all over the country. The results of that raid are well known; 
from it resulted the famous Treason Trial which took four years 
without any of those who were accused being convicted. I was 
already in England at the time. The Europeans-only tribal govern- 
ment knew I was not in the coimtry, their poUce knew I was beyond 
their reach, but my house at Atteridgeville was raided and my books 
and papers taken away. My wife and children were still in the 
country at the time. If I had been in the country I would have been 
amongst those who were tortured by the police during the Treason 
Trial. 

In December nineteen-fifty-one, when the Afiican National Gon^ 
gress held its annual conference in Bloemfontein, Dr. James Moroka 
was removed fixnn the presidency and Cihief Albert Luthuli was 
elected president-general. Because of the influence the youth league 
had in Congress, a rescdution was passed launching the defiance 
campaign of nineteen-fifly-two. 

The defiance campaign resolution was weakened because it was 
said that the campaign was against the unjust laws, as though there 
was a single just law in Soudi Afinca which applied to non-Euro- 
peans, particularly the Afiican people. The pass law and night 
curfews were the first selected to be defied. People were also told to 
sit everywhere in parks on benches reserved for Europeans only, and 
to ignore (at public places like the railways and the post ofi&ce) 
counters and entrances reserved for Europeans only. They were told 
to go in and demand service at those places or counters. The people 
were rightly told to court arrest, to go to prison, be convicted and 
fined. They were not to pay fines or seek aid firom lawyers. The 
campaign was weakened fiirther in that the people were told to 
volunteer, and C!ongress committees all over the country were to 
select volunteers and send them into places they thought ought to be 
defied. We supported the campaign but complained that if those 
methods were to be used the people would suffer and gain nothing in 
the end. We argued that when the people had been told fully what 
the campaign entailed and how much suffering they would have to 
go through, if they came forward to volunteer, selection of volun- 
teers was not necessary; the people should be instructed to go into 
action, to defy in large numbers. We pointed out that the police in 
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all the cities and towns would not be able to cope with all the people, 
the courts would not be in a position to deal with laigc nundbers of 
arrested people, prisons could not accommodate them, many 
employers of Afiican labour would be without workers, chaos would 
jresult and the whole machinery of Apartheid would break down in 
dear view of the world audience. Our advice and protests were 
ignored by Congress leaders. 

The campaign was so popular and so widely supported that 
everywhere that Congressmen held meetings to recruit volunteers, 
hundreds and thousands of people of all ages gave themselves up to 
defy the government they had not elected and the cruel laws made 
against them and applied solely to them. Workers left their jobs, 
students interrupted their studies to make the campaign a success. 
But hundreds and thousands were turned away by Congressmen and 
few were sent to defy, enabling the poUce to cope with them and the 
courts to cut them down with ease, and new groups were not sent in 
until others were released from prison. 

I remember talking to a group of Congress youth league men at 
Atteridgeville. They were holding their meeting next door to where 
I lived and it was very well attended. Nelson Mandela was national 
volunteer-in-chief, which meant that he had to go all over the 
country to see that committees were formed and that the people 
were defying everywhere. I was not a youth leaguer, but I asked for 
permission to come along to say a few words and it was kindly 
granted me. I said to them in Mandela's presence that if they were 
serious and wanted to break the Apartheid machine, the right way 
to break it was to throw into its spokes, its wheels and all its parts 
everything they could - sand, rags, stones - to jam it. By that, I told 
them, I meant that hundreds and thousands of volunteers should 
flood police stations, courts and prisons. I told them, further, that 
their methods were not aiding the people, but Malan's government. 
I said that their actions were like throwing things into a machine, 
then allowing the owners to dismantle it, clean it, sharpen it and put 
it together again before throwing in another thing. My advice was in 
vain. 

Wherever I met Congress leaders I protested. One day I went with 
Tefu to see some volunteers being dealt with in Pretoria magistrates 
court. When they came into the court from the cells, a lawyer 
appeared and told the magistrate that he was appearing for all the 
accused. He was Mr. Sita, the son of Nana Sita, leader of the Indian 
Congress in Pretoria. I lost my temper and shouted in court, saying, 
*They are volunteers, why bring in a lawyer to defend them?' The 
magistrate warned me that if I repeated my outburst I would be 
charged with contempt of court. Mr. Sita was sent by Congress in 
Pretoria to defend them. He told the magistrate that all his clients 
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pleaded guilty. They were all convicted, fined and sent to prison. 
That was how the African National Congress conducted the defiance 
of ihe so-called unjust laws in nineteen-fifty-two. If Congress had 
really wanted to break the Apartheid machine, the chance was in 
their hands in that year. The people were ready but not mobilised. 
So an onslaught was never launched against the police and fiisdst 
itate headed by Dr. Malan. 

At the bqpnning of January nineteen-fifty-two, we received 
papers fix>m the attorney-general's office at the palace of justice, 
Pretoria, informing us that our trial was scheduled to start on the 
twenty-second of February that year. At last we knew that it was 
coming and that we shoiQd get ourselves ready for oiur defence. 
Newspapers reported the date on which we were to be tried, and 
what remained was to wait to see what would happen that day. We 
expected nothing but conviction and ten years in prison. 

In the face of all that, we continued with our trade union as well 
as communicating with the outside world. Some of my letters 
reached the American embassy in Pretoria requesting the ambassa- 
dor to forward them to the United States government, pleading for 
atiercy for Julius Rosenberg and his wife EtfaeL 

One aftonoon early in February, while we were carrying on with 
our work in the office, a car with a Johannesburg registration 
number pulled up in firont of our office. Out of it came a man who 
at the time of writing this book is serving a life sentence in prison, 
Abram Fischer, accompanied by a man who was the general 
secretary of the Communist party of South Afiica, Moses Mauane 
Kotane. They had come to see us about our trial. They told us that 
they had discussed our trial with other people in Johannesburg and 
fdt that we should be defended. They asked us if we accepted that 
offer, and we did. They then informed us that two progressive 
lawyers, Vernon Berrange and S. Slovo, were ready to take on the 
defimce. We knew both of them very wdl and knew that if we were 
defended by them there would be fireworks at our trial. Mr. 
Fischer then gave us each a pound for feres t6 Johannesburg. 

On the following day we were in the train on our way to Johan- 
nesbiu-g to see Messrs. Berrange and Slovo to prepare our defence. 
This was the fifteenth of February, so that when the funeral of King 
George the Sixth was taking place at Windsor, we were deep in 
discussion with the men who had volunteered to defend us Scee of 
chaige. We found that they had in their possession written records 
of speedies we made at Pretoria Market and went through them 
with us. In one of them I remember Mr. Berrange reading a passage 
to me in which I said that Malan's government was a Dutch govern- 
ment. He asked me whether I still stood by that. I did not give him 
a quick reply; I was still thinking what to say, but he laughed and 
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said he didn't know why I was hesitating to reply, because it was 
nothing but the truth. All its members were from the Afrikaans- 
speaking section of the population of South Africa. As lawyers do, in 
like end they did not promise us anything out of the ordinary, but 
said that they would do what they could to see that we got a fiur 
trial. They then told us that at the trial Mr. Berrange would be 
looking after me and Mr. Slovo would be looking after Teftu The 
trial was only seven days away. We returned home to wait fyr the 
day. 

On the twenty-first of February, the day before the trial, my auat 
arrived in Pretoria in great distress, having travelled by train more 
than eighty miles from where I was bom to see me. She told me that 
the purpose of her visit was to see me for the last time. I asked her, 
why for the last time ? She said that people who were arriving from 
Johannesburg and Pretoria in my tribal birthplace were all saying 
that I was going to be sentenced to death and hanged. I laughed, 
and I don't know why but I said to her, 'I know you were born in a 
Christian family and that you read the Bible a lot. In the Bible,' I 
said, * there are two stories which I think would put you at rest. 
They are the stories of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego. They 
were thrown into the fire,' I said, 'but never burnt, because they 
stuck to their convictions. The other one,' I said, 'is that of Daniel, he 
was thrown into the Uons' den, but the lions licked him instead of 
destroying him because he didn't deny his conviction. If,' I said, *the 
two stories are true, my conviction and the truth I speak will stop 
them sentencing me to death. My lawyer,' I continued, 'will cover 
me with his legal gown and carry me out of that court without a 
scratch.' She laughed and said, 'I wonder why you didn't become a 
priest.' 

The next day, the day of the trial, I left Atteridgeville with my 
wife and some sympathisers, and Tefu left Lady-Selborne with his 
sister and some sympathisers, foe the palace of justice to be thrown 
into the lions' den. When we arrived our lawyers were already there, 
although they were from Johannesburg. Mr. Slovo was accompanied 
by his wife. Miss Ruth First, who was a newspaper reporter. The 
police were also already there waiting in the corridors with ther 
files, all of us waiting for the hour to strike. We still did not know 
what line of action our lawyers were going to take. We were scheduled 
to be tried by Mr. Justice Roper, the man who, with Mr. Justice van 
der Heever, was picked by Smuts' government to try the central 
conunittee of the Communist party in Johannesburg I cannot 
remember who was to prosecute ; I don*t think it was Mr. Lutge 
himself, the attorney-general of the Transvaal division, but one of 
his aides. 

When the trial opened I was called to lead Ten. into the dock. 
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When I was about to be asked whether I pleaded guilty or not, my 
lawyer, Vernon Berrange, rose to his feet to tell Mr. Justice Roper 
that his position was made difficult by the prosecution because they 
had not supplied him with what he asked. He said that he had written 
to the attorney-general's office asking to be supplied with the charge 
indicating what crime his client had conmiitted, but he was still not 
supplied with the charge; therefore he found it difficult to join hands 
with the prosecution to proceed with the trial his client was brought 
to stand. The judge then asked the prosecutor whether Mr. Berrange 
was right and that he had not been supplied with what he asked for, 
namely the nature of the crime. The prosecutor admitted it but, like 
Mr. Lutge at the Communist trial, asked the court to proceed, 
promising that as he unfolded the case Mr. Berrange would soon 
know the crime. 

Mr. Justice Roper found himself within the legal fence. He 
adjourned the trial for one hour to enable the attomey-generaPs 
office to supply Mr. Berrange with the information he had asked for. 
Mr. Berrange, like Dr. Lowen at the Communist trial, had thrown 
a spanner into Malan's legal machine. At the end of the adjourn- 
ment, the judge asked the prosecutor whether Mr. Berrange had 
been told the charge, but got the answer that the charge had not 
been supplied; nonetheless it was requested that the trial should 
proceed. Thereupon Mr. Justice Roper dismissed the trial and 
directed that we must not be arrested. If that was to happen, an 
application was to be made to him and a complete new case 
started. 

Our trial ended before it began. The police who came in full 
force to give accounts of what they heard and wrote at our market 
meetings returned to their stations and offices without having opened 
a single one of their files. Tefu and I were there, two advocates of 
peace, liberty, fraternity, harmony, and one South African nation, 
regardless of colour, language, sex or creed. We were put there to 
face a trial which seemed to many like a house which could not be 
penetrated, built by strong and clever men who claimed to be pure, 
chosen and superior. The indictment had seemed so powerful to 
many people that they saw no way for us to escape from it. But our 
lawyers came along to demonstrate in full view of everyone that the 
house which seemed so strong and solid was fragile, and the men who 
built it were not superior to or cleverer than anyone else. In less than 
two hours it lay collapsed and scattered about in pieces. 

My prediction to my aunt had become true. Berrange wrapped 
me in his gown, Slovo wrapped Tefu in his gown and they went out 
of the palace of justice widiout us having been touched by Malan's 
men who had prepared their case from September nineteen-fifby- 
one to February nineteen-fifty-two. Many people who had come to 
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see us for the last time coidd not believe their own ears when they 
heard that Malan's case had collapsed, and many who did not have 
the chance to be in the palace of justice with us could not believe 
their eyes when they saw us moving in the streets of Pretoria as free 
men. 

Outside the palace of justice the man who was in charge of our 
case. Detective Sergeant Visser, came along, offered me his hand 
and said, 'Mokgatle, you have beaten me. Tida was my last case in 
the South African police force. As a matter of frict,' he continued, *I 
am no longer in the police force, I have retired. I am now security 
chief at van der Byl Park steelworks in Vereeniging. * He told me that 
he had hoped he would start his retirement having put me away in 
prison for a long time. 'All I can say,' said Mr. Visser, 'is God bless 
the detective who will be assigned to look after you.* I listened to 
him all the time but uttered no word. He left and went his way and I 
went my way. Later Detective van der Merwe was assigned to look 
after me; he once complained, when he came to check up on me^ 
that he could not go to play rugby in Australia because of me. 
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When Malan and his tribal government heard that their case had 
collapsed like a house of cards they fumed with anger and launched 
another attack on us, again under the vicious Suppression of Com- 
munism Act. One afternoon in March that year the Staty one of the 
leading Johannesburg newspapers, came out with a report that a 
Cape Town African, Mr. Ngwevela, Stephen Tefu, N. H. Nyadioe- 
Mokgatle and Mr. Solly Sachs had been banned from attending 
gatherings and ordered to resign from their trade unions and other 
organisations for a period of two years. The Star went on to say that 
the bannings were made under the Suppression of Communism Act. 
This was the first time we knew that we had been banned and 
ordered to resign from our trade unions. 

Two days later Detective Inspector van der Berg, with Detective 
van der Merwe and an African detective, Gabashane, arrived at our 
office to deliver the banning orders issued and signed by Malan's 
minister of justice, Charles Robert Swart. They were made and 
signed in Cape Town. As we received them we were made to sign for 
them. 

The contents of the orders were that we were forbidden to attend 
public gatherings other than social and religious gatherings through- 
out the country for two years. Further, we were ordered to resign 
from the African General Workers' Union and the Pretoria Non- 
European Distributive Workers' Union and never to take part in 
their activities. We were further ordered to resign from the African 
National Congress and never to take part in its activities. That was 
how Malan, fearing the truth we were delivering at the Pretoria 
market meetings, muzzled us for two full years. I decided again 
that, since Malan's government did not make us trade unionists, 
they should not be allowed to drive us out so easily. I roneoed leaflets 
again, explaining to the workers in Pretoria that we had been banned 
from meetings for two years, that we had been ordered to resign 
from the two trade unions we were running, but announcing also 
that we had formed the Federated African Trade Unions of South 
Africa and the office was still at 56 Potgieter Street. We carried on. 

I began to realise that more and more hardships were on the way. 
I began to write letters to all the organisations we had contacted 
before, telling them that our situation had worsened and asking for 
financial aid to enable us to leave the country to seek political 
asylum. 
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In October of that year I suggested to Tefii that, since the Afiican 
National Congress defiance campaign was on, there was no reason 
why we should not defy Swart's banning orders. We decided to go 
badL to Ftetoiia Market and hold a public meeting in defiance of 
Malan's orders. We roneoed leaflets again and dktributed them 
widely in Pretoria, telling the workers and the people that we should 
be speaking from our platform at the market on Friday. That was 
the last Friday of the month. 

At half-past twelve that day we were standing there waiting for 
the people to gather. By one o'clock the whole place was already 
covered with people who had come to hear us again. The police 
came in force, fully armed, but their presence did not frighten the 
people. At five minutes past one, when I began to speak, Tefii 
interpreting, the crowd was so large that I had to stand on a bench 
so that all could see me and hear what I had to say. Police officers in 
cars were also present at the meeting. I did not finish three minutes' 
speaking when a police officer, who told me that he was Major van 
der Herden, accompanied by other officers, called on me to stop, 
put his hand on my shoulder and said he was arresting us for defying 
the minister's banning orders. The crowd wanted to fight rather 
than let them take us away, but realising that the police were heavily 
armed and were going to shoot the people, I asked him to let me talk 
to the people to calm them down. 

I appealed to the people not to fight, showed them that the police 
were heavily armed and would shoot them. *Let them take us, they 
are taking us nowhere but to a house like the ones you are going to 
sleep in tonight. Prison is a house. There is no reason for you to die', 
I emphasised, 'because we are being taken to a house. Go home to 
plan how to get us released,' I ended. We were taken into police cars 
and driven off to the main police station to be charged. That night a 
police cell was our bedroom again. The following morning, Satur- 
day, we appeared in court. Our case was remanded for a week and 
our bail was fixed at fifty pounds each. We had no money, so 
Pretoria central prison became our home again. We lived there for 
two weeks before our friend Ramhtula Keshavjee came along again 
to bail us out to wait for our trial. 

During that time of waiting I went to see one of my trusted 
friends, George Findlay, qc, a well-known and highly respected 
barrister, for advice. He advised me that we ought to have legal 
defence because the character of our case had changed. I agreed wth 
him, but asked him to wait for our decision because I had not dis- 
cussed the matter of defence with my colleague Stephen Tefu. When 
I told Tefu of my visit to Mr. Findlay and his advice, he agreed that 
we should be defended. We both went to see Mr. Findlay to tell him 
that we agreed that legal defence was necessary this time. He then 
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told us to come and see him after three days, as he would try to get 
us an attorney who would take up our defence. When we saw him the 
second time he told us that Mr. George Aitcheson, of the firm of 
Aitcheson and Versfeld, had agreed to defend us free of charge. We 
were to go to his office to sec him. 

Mr. George Aitcheson was an experienced attorney, well advanced 
in age, and one of the citizens of Pretoria who had been working for 
many years for better relationships between Africans and Europeans. 
He was a member of the Pretoria Council of Europeans and Afiricans, 
a body which was mainly engaged in social work and in attempts to 
influence the city comidl to provide the non-Europeans of the city 
with better houses as well as sports facilities. He was one of those 
whom the Africans called sympathetic and progressive men. 

In November of that year we were brought before the regional 
court, and Mr. Aitcheson was there with us. I cannot remember the 
actual words he spoke in our defence, but he put up a powerful 
fight. In the end we were convicted and given nine months' sen- 
tences, suspended for three years. That meant that if we defied Mr. 
C. R. Swart's orders before the end of the three-year period, we 
would be sent to prison for nine months. I appealed against the 
sentence and oonviction, but Tefii saw no point in appealing. In 
December we lost our office at Potgieter Street, and we were without 
one until January nineteen-fifty-three, when we got another office 
in Vermeulen Street, next to a tea-room in a poor European area. 
Not very far firom our office was a Chinese grocer's shop, which 
meant that in such an area non-Europeans could trade. When we 
left Potgieter Street I went to the post office to sign a form that all 
mail addressed to our old office should be forwsuxied to 253 Vei^ 
meulen Street, where we used to meet our members. In January, 
when we got an office, I went back to the post office to sign another 
form directing that all mail for the African General Workers' Union 
and the Pretoria Non-European Distributive Workers' Union be 
forwarded to our new address. But the police had been watching us 
all the time. We were actmg openly for our members but using the 
letterheads of the Federated African Trade Unions of South .^ica. 
We had also printed new membership cards which we issued to 
members. Because the banning orders did not forbid us to form or 
work for the new organisation, they did not know how to act to 
prove that we were still defying Malan's minister of justice's 
banning orders. 

During January my appeal was heard in the supreme court, 
before the president of the Transvaal division, sitting with another 
judge, and I lost the appeal. I was back at the conviction and sen- 
tence passed by the regional magistrate. 

After lunch on the ninth of February nineteen-iif)y-foiu:, Tefti and 
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I left the office to buy some papers in the dty, not knowing that on 
that day our arrest was on the way. In Ghuidbi Street, as we passed 
the general post office, detectives in two cars who had been sent out 
to collect us, saw us, but by the time they reached the post office 
building we were entering Church Square. They moved fast round 
the square, stopped at the eastern entrance, got out of their cars and 
came into the square to meet us. They were two Europeans and two 
Africans. I saw them first and made Tefu aware of them. They took 
us in their cars back to our office, where they showed us a warrant 
to search and to seize documents. Files, letters and copies of letters I 
had written for the African General Workers' Union and the Pretoria 
Non-European Distributive Union were found, as well as the new 
international file I had been building up. They took these as well as 
the typewriter we were using, and asked us to accompany them 
to Maritime House, the detective headquarters. There we were 
arrested for still defying the banning orders. The next day we 
appeared in court, and were given twenty-five pounds bail. 

Pretoria central prison was our home for two weeks. In the middle 
of the second week we were taken to court, where we were remanded 
until the twenty-sixth of May. An order was made by the regional 
court magistrate that, if our bail was paid, we should report to the 
central police station every Saturday at eleven o'clock. On the 
Saturday morning of the second week I was called to the prison office, 
where I found my friend Ramhtula Keshavjee waiting to take me 
home by car. He had paid my bail. That weekend I did not spend 
in prison with Tefu. First Ramhtula took me to his parents' home, 
where I was given an Indian meal, then to Atteridgeville. No one 
knew I was coming home and my wife was siuprised to see me arrive 
with Ramhtula. 

Ramhtula was a fearless man; location regulations required him 
to enter with a permit, but he never asked for one whenever he came 
to Atteridgeville to see me. He was so light in complexion that he 
looked very much whiter than some of those who were beating their 
chests proclaiming that they were white. When he called for me at 
central prison the warders took him for a European, called him 
*Sir', something a non-European never got in South Africa, and 
took him into the European waiting room to wait for me. Outside 
he said, *They thought I was a European.' We just laughed it 
off. 

On Monday Ramhtula raised twenty-five pounds from some 
Indian friends, and both of us went to bail Tefu in Ramhtula's 
name. I don't know what had happened to Tefu after I left him the 
previous week-end, but I noticed that he was not the man I knew. 
His enthusiasm had undergone a change. After seeing him off to 
Lady-Selbome I went to see Geoige Findlay, and again he arranged 

315 



Copyrighted niaKfial 



that Mr. George Aitcheson should defend us. Two days later, when I 
told Tefu about it, he remarked that he was capable of defending 
himself; he saw no point in defence being arranged for him without 
his consent. His remarks opened my eyes to the fact that Tefu was 
reaching breaking point. We went together to see Mr. Aitcheson and 
found him delighted to have a chance of defending us again, still 
free of charge. That was generous of the man. While we were waiting 
for our trial, Tefu kept complaining that he was not satisfied with 
Mr. Aitcheson's defence, he was not aggressive enough; our case, 
instead of being a political one, was being turned into a purely legal 
one. At times he threatened to ask Mr. Aitcheson to withdraw from 
defending him, until one day I angrily said, 'Why don*t you ? What 
are you waiting for?' 

Our third arrest brought to the surface Tefu's reluctance to carry 
on with me. During the period of our reporting to the police on 
Saturdays at eleven o'clock, since we came from different areas, we 
bad arranged to meet at a certain place and from there go together 
into the police station to show ourselves. Our agreement was that 
whoever got there first must wait for the other to arrive. One day I 
got there, found that my Mead had not arrived, and as usual waited 
for him to come. I waited in vain, and at about quarter to twelve I 
went alone, thinking that something might have happened to him. 
It was after twelve when I entered the police station, and the 
sei^geant to whom we always presented ourselves asked me where I 
had been; my mate reported earlier at the right time, did I think 
that I could report at my own time? I was surprised but made an 
excuse that I missed my usual bus, whereupon tiie seigeant warned 
me not to be late again and to remember that I was under a court 
order to report in time. 

The following week, on Monday, when I asked Tefii what hap- 
pened, why hadn't he come to our usual spot, he told me that he had 
not wanted to go there; after all I knew where the police station was, 
and the time. That cleared the clouds for me; I knew that my asso- 
ciation with Tefii had reached a decisive stage and that we were 
travelling through a rocky land in our political journey. On the day 
of our triied in May, in the court corridor in fix>nt of many people, 
and in Mr. Aitcheson's presence, Tefii remarked that he was not 
interested in legal assistance. He preferred a political trial to the one 
forced upon him in which a kwyer would plc»ul for mercy for him. I 
was disappmnted, and Mr. Aitdieson, who was hurt by his remarks, 
said to him, *Look here, Tefii, I am not fordng myself on you. If 
you don't want me to ddfend you, say so now, I shall withdraw. But 
if you want me to carry on, I shall conduct the case my way, not 
your way.' Faced witb such a dilemma, Tefii did not ask Mr. 
Aitcheson to withdraw. 
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We went in, the case started, and Mr. Aitcheson defended us both 
his way. The police gave evidence about what they had found at our 
office, producing letters they had found to support their evidence 
that we were still carrying on working for the trade unions we were 
banned from. Nfr. Aitcheson went for them one by one in cross- 
examination. The last witness I was surprised to see, was a man 
flown &om Gape Town fix>m the so-called department of justice to 
read copies of the banning orders served on us. 

In his defence Mr. Aitcheson took the line that we were not carry- 
ing on with the work of the trade unions mentioned in the indictment 
and the orders read by the man firom Gape Town. He said that the 
Afiican General Workers' Union and the Pretoria Non-European 
Distributive Workers' Union, from which we were banned, were not 
the same as the unions we had oi^anised and worked for at 56 
Potgieter Street. We were at that time working for and organising 
the Federated African Trade Unions of South Africa, an entirely 
new body, in an entirely new office. He challenged the Crown to 
show that we were in fact banned from running such an organisa- 
tion. He read a leaflet I had drafted after receiving the banning 
order, one of the many we distributed widely in Pretoria, telling the 
workers that we were banned from working for them by Malan's 
government and his minister of justice. He submitted that those 
leaflets amounted to our resignation from those trade unions. He 
went on to say that since we w ere also banned from gatherings, we 
could not call public meetings to dissolve those unions. The leaflets, 
Mr. Aitcheson pointed out, were the only possible way left to us to 
dissolve those unions. In conclusion he demanded our discharge 
saying that a bona fide case had not been proved against us. 

In passing judgment, the regional magistrate rejected his con- 
tention and said that it was established beyond doubt that we were 
carrying on defying authority and challenging the banning orders. 
Things being as they were, he said that the Crown's case was proved, 
and he had to find us guilty. He convicted us and sentenced us to 
nine months in prison suspended for three years. With that our 
third trial in Pretoria ended. Mr. Aitcheson had done his best for us, 
giving us the use of his time and services, his ofiice and stationery 
iree of charge. 

The end of our third trial also brought to an end my association 
with Stephen Sondag Tefu, my colleague since nineteen-forty-eight. 
While we were waiting for the trial, the police frightened our land- 
lord, the tea-room owner next door, saying that he was endangering 
his own licence and position by allowing us to continue to use his 
premises for work we were banned from doing. He gave us thirty 
days' notice to leave, and we asked an African tailor at 253 Ver- 
meulen Street to keep some office furniture in liis place for us until 
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the trial was over, and then, if we did not go to prison, we would 
look for a place and collect it. There were a small table, a small 
second-hand desk, two chairs, and two benches on which people sat 
when they came to see us. There was also a wooden cupboard for our 
stationery and files. The typewriter had been impounded at the 
detective headquarters. 

That same month, May, our banning orders had come to an end. 
After the trial I stayed at Atteridgeville for two full days without 
going to the city. I was heavily engaged in thinking what we were 
g^oing to do next. I knew well that we had no political future in the 
country, and I could see no alternative to leaving the country and 
seeking political asylum elsewhere. Malan's next attack was cer- 
tainly imminent; the best thing was to leave the country while 
leaving was still possible. So I made up my mind to put the proposi- 
tion to Te£a that it was best for us to leave before we were overtaken 
by the stonn. I also made up my mind that if Tefu was not willing 
to leave with me, I was still going to leave. I planned my departure 
secredy. The Gold Coast in West Africa was the place to go - Ghana 
today. At that time it already enjoyed internal self-government. 
First I planned to go to Rhodesia, while there seek the way to 
Bthiopia, and while there plan the journey to Ghana. On Christmas 
Eve that year, when people would be busy with the festival, I would 
take a train from Johannesburg to Rhodesia imnoticed. 

On the third day I went to the city. I was in possession of the 
receipt the police gave us when they took things from our office in 
February that year. When I got to Maritime House the police 
showed me Tefu's signature; the day after our trial he had been 
there to collect the things including the typewriter. From there I was 
going to court, I can't remember why, and when I was about to 
enter I saw Tefu. 

We met and I told him that I had come from Maritime House and 
that they said that he had collected the things. He admitted having 
done so. I asked him whether he took them to where our other things 
were, but he surprised me by telling me that he hired a trolley and 
took everything to his home in Lady-Sdbome. I asked him what was 
the meaning of that. He replied that he was finished with me and 
that he was going to run the office firom there. I got angry and said, 
*Look, if I want to be nasty, I can go in there,' pointing at the police 
station, *to report that you have stolen those things. When I brought 
you into the unions you found me with those things, you don't know 
how they were bought and where.' I said, 'Never mind, I am finished 
with you,' and then walked away from him, filled with anger. Our 
parting came when we were standing between Pretoria main police 
station, where we used to be charged and put into the cells, and the 
magistrates courts where we used to be brought up for indictments 
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and convictions. It was in the open in Pretorius Street. Tefu never 
knew of my plans to leave the country. 

From my last meeting with Tefu I went to Mr. George Aitche- 
son's office to tell him what had happened between Tefu and myself. 
I thought he should know, if Tefii came there for help, that we had 
separated. Mr. Aitcheson laughed. He invited me to a small room 
where his firm stored some of the things they did not use or did not 
want, gave me an old typewriter and his old broken revolving chair 
and said, *See if you can fix this chair; I think you can still use the 
machine.' He then gave me some advice, 'Stay out of trouble.' 
I thanked him for all he had done for us and for the things he was 
giving me. I tCK>k away the machine first and went back for the chair 
later. I was seriously thinking of appealing against the regional 
magistrate's judgment, but afterwards thought that it would look 
like abusing Mr. Aitcheson's kindness, taking advantage of the fact 
that he charged us nothing, and I dropped the idea. Life was 
becoming harder and more difficult every day, and my thoughts 
were engaged in leaving the country but not telling anyone ~ my 
wife, children or friends. 

In June I wrote to someone in Rhodesia whom I did not know but 
had read about in the newspapers, asking him to receive me in his 
family as a visitor for a month. His name was Mr. Wellington Chirwa, 
and at that time he was a member of parliament there. I never got a 
reply - but of this, more a little later. 

During the same month the second banning order came. I had 
no office in the city, I was not working; sand was running fast 
beneath my feet. The police knew me well, they knew the spots I 
always visited in Pretoria; they could not find me. They asked 
people if they had seen me during the day, and those who had seen 
me said so. The police knew that before they travelled to Atteridge- 
ville, where I Uved, they should try one last spot. At four o'clock 
one day I was sitting talking to an African tailor at 253 Vermeulen 
Street, getting ready to leave for home, and there stepped in three 
detectives, two Europeans and an African with a second more severe 
and more restrictive order than the first from Mr. Swart, Malan's 
minister of justice, whom I called minister of injustice. First they 
heard my voice from outside. When they got in one of them said, 
'Oh yes, here he is.' They gave me the order to read; some people 
who were there thought it was a warrant for my arrest. After reading 
it, I said angrily waving it at them, 'Look, I cannot observe this. At 
five o'clock, you go and stand by the bus queues; I shall be among 
a large gathering taking the bus home. I must find you there to 
arrest me, that is the only way I can observe this order.' They made 
me sign for it; their leader said, 'You understand its contents, that is 
all we are interested in.' They left me with it. 
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That order obliged me to resign from the African National Con- 
j gress, the Federated African Trade Unions, the African General 

Workers' Union, and the Pretoria Non-European Distributive 
Workers' Union, never to form or take part in forming any organisa- 
tion, never to belong to any organisation, never to take part in the 
activities of any organisation, never to attend any gathering, political, 
social or religious, and never to leave the province of the Transvaal 
or enter the territory of South West Africa for a period of five years. 
Two days later Tefu came to see me to ask whether I had, as he had, 
received the second banning order. I told him that I had, but did not 
discuss it with him. He had forfeited my trust. 

I always kept another typewriter that I had bought myself at 
home. I sat at it one day and wrote a long accusing letter direct to 
Mr. Swart, accusing him of being dishonest, and him and his 
government of cowardice. I said that in his second banning order he 
banished me fix)m working, from poUdcal life, and from mixing 
with my own people, interning me in my own house, and making no 
provision for my welfare. How was I expected to live? 

I asked, 'On the social side, does it mean that when my daughter 
gets engaged, or gets married, I must go away from her fiinction; or 
if one of my family dies and people come along to help me bury him 
I must go away from them ? Does it mean that for five years I should 
not stand in a bus queue with other people or travel in a bus or train 
with other people?' I then told him that since I got the order I had 
been in gatherings traveUing in buses full of people and that I 
should continue to do so. 

I said in my letter that he was interning me indirecdy, but I 
demanded open internment. I said, 'Deport me to any place you . 
like. I demand deportation. Deport me to a place where people will 
know where I am, where your government will feed me and my 
&mily, where my friends will visit me if they wish. IP, I said, 'you 
and your government are brave enough and honest enough you will 
deport me in bright daylight so that everyone can see and know 
where I am.' 

After two weeks I received a letter from G. R. Swart simply say- 
ing, 'CSonsult your own l^al advisers on the matter.' That was my 
last communication with Mr. C. R. Swart, Malan's minister of 
justice, who later became their first president. I detested them, their 
government, the way they governed South Africa, and I still detest 
their tribal government under the fascist Vorster, together with 
those who share their views and convictions. 

Having set my mind firmly on leaving the country at the end of 
the year, on June the third nineteen-fifty-four I presented myself at 
the native commissioner's office, Pretoria, for a reference book, 
which male Afiicans had been forced to carry since nineteen-fifty- 
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two. My number was 1082386. The book is claimed to relieve the 
Afiicans of carrying many passes but makes provisions for recording 
everything required of Africans under the pass laws. Since its intro- 
duction I had refused to rqpstcr myself for one, but at that time I 
felt that I needed some form of identification outside the country's 
borders. Until then I had refiised to pay the poll tax which was 
required of me, on the grounds that I was not a citizen because I was 
denied the right to vote, to be voted for and not represented in the 
Eiuopeans-o^y tribal parliament. I had last paid poll tax, which 
was a pound a year, in nineteen-thirty-nine. When I was married in 
nineteen-forty-one, I paid for three years and stopped paying again. 
When I got the reference book I paid one pound poll tax for nine- 
teen-forty-three and never paid again. 

I had no office at that time, Tefo had taken everything away from 
me. I was not working. Starvation was beginning to tell. I had some 
European friends who, whenever I called on them for help always 
came to my aid. Some of them are still in the country so I will not 
mention their names. All I can say to them is, *You saved my life.* 
One of them even gave me a bicycle to move about on. I have 
already said that I wrote to Mr. Wellington Chirwa in Rhodesia and 
never got a reply from him; but when I met him in London in 
nineteen-fifty-five, he assured me that he did reply to my letter, tell- 
ing me that he and his family would welcome me there as their guest 
for a month as I asked. I did not disbelieve Mr. Chirwa, because at 
that time many letters of mine were disappearing into police files. 
Some letters which escaped police interception contained passages 
enquiring why I had not replied to correspondence. 

Before we were banned we received magazines and newspapers 
from many organisations overseas, and these too were banned. The 
British Communist party was kind enough to send us every week 
five copies of their paper the Daily Worker^ which informed us 
what was taking place in Britain. The fascist axe fell on them 
too. 

In reading the Daily Worker I saw a book advertised by the Central 
Bookshop in London, Mother^ by Maxim Gorky. I sent the money 
required for ordering the book and later I got a letter from the 
Central Bookshop saying that the book had left London. Three 
weeks later, as it had become our habit to read the Government 
Gazette every Friday, I noticed that the book was banned in South 
Africa. I knew that it had arrived. The following week I got a letter 
from the customs and excise department that Gorky's Mother had 
arrived but had been confiscated as prohibited literature. A few 
days later I went to see the head of the customs and excise depart- 
ment at his office behind the magistrates' courts to protest that the 
book was mine; I had bought it for my own use only and they had no 
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right to deny me having it. He told me that he was carrying out 
government instructions and I was not having the book. If I persis- 
ted I should apply to the supreme court contesting the government's 
right to deny me possession of the book. That was the end, I had lost 
the money and Maxim Gorky's Mother, 

In the middle of June nincteen-fifty-four, while waiting for the 
Christmas festival to come to enable me to escape to Rhodesia, I 
decided to start Bomcthing in the meantime. I founded Mokgatle's 
Agency. My puxpose was to advise the workers in their troubles over 
their ¥rage8, conditions of employment, influx control difficulties and 
everything else that I could help them with. I went to see another 
African tailor, near Pretoria's main railway station, to ask him to 
give me a space in his back-room where I could meet people and 
work three times a week. He was glad to have me with him to help 
pay the rent. His shop was behind a row of Indian shops in Scheiding 
Street, directly opposite the railway goods sheds. His landlord was 
an Indian shopkeeper, whose sub-tenant I thus became. The first 
letter I wrote £rom diere, to the influx control office protesting against 
the withholding of permission to seek work or to be in Pretoria firom 
Africans who had been in the city working for many years, was 
enou£^ to provoke the influx control department to send one of their 
inspectors to ask whether I had registered with them to open or run 
my agency there. I told him that I had registered with the city 
council a long time ago when he was perhaps sitting in his pram or at 
school. If he was interested he could get in touch with Atteridgeville 
municipal office. He left, angry, promising trouble. 

I knew he was one of the Pretoria University boys who, when they 
were being polished up to become staunch Nationalists and for posts 
in the so-called Bantu affairs department, were sent by Dr. W. W. 
Eiselen, the chief Aparthdder, to spend some months or a year in 
influx control administration. He had never before in his life been 
spoken to like that by someone he ccmsidered and was taught to 
believe inferior. From me he went to locate the real landlord of the 
place to threaten him that, unless he got rid of me, he would lose his 
Mcence and property for allowing a law-breaker to use his premises. 
It was not long after his departure that the landlord came up to ask 
his tenant, the tailor, how I came to be there. He was furious, 
saying that he did not want sub-tenants in the place, and if he had 
known he would not have given the tailor that place; he thou^t he 
wanted it only for himself. There was a row but I refrained from 
taking part in it. 

In the end the landlord came to me and said he did not blame me, 
but his tenant asked me to leave and offered to carry my things in 
his small lorry firee of charge to wherever I chose to go as long as I 
got away from the place. I calmly said to him, 'Very well, I shall 
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look for a place and let you know.' I had one small kitchen table, one 
armchair, the typewriter Mr. Aitcheson gave me, one ream of paper 
and two files. The next day I went to Lady-Selborne, six miles from 
Atteridgeville, to look for a room in one of the houses. I went to see a 
friend of mine, my admirer Thipe Ditshego, who was a standholder 
and had a large house. He gave me a room to use and was pleased to 
have me near him to help him with some of his own problems. He was 
a medicine man, an old Congress man and one of the early fighters 
for African rights, now advanced in age. He was trying hard to 
organise African medicine men to struggle for recognition by the 
powers that be. He was full of wisdom, but he lacked the art of 
writing English letters. I went back to tell the Indian shopkeeper, 
and that same week on Saturday he transported me to Lady-Sel- 
borne, free of charge as he had promised. 

Mr. Ditshego had his own ^ewriter and roneoiiig machine 
which became very handy for me. That Saturday aflemoon I typed 
a stendl and roneoed the ream of paper I brought with me, inform- 
ing all my friends and the organisations I had contacted overseas of 
my new address. The only man who knew of my intention to leave 
the ooimtry at the end of die year was Thipe Ditshego. He was dead 
against my leaving, arguing that my fiiends would say I ran away; 
but I admitted that I was running away. I told him that I could see 
dark clouds coming, a time when it woujki be difficult to escape, when 
all of us would be imprisoned, if we were lucky enough to eicape 
being shot. He tried to pacify me, *Lie low, do nothing, like every- 
one else, they will forget you.' He went on to tell me: 'After aU, 
when there ii niore suffering, you will be part of us all, we shall share 
the bitterness with you.' I said to him, 'Don't shake off my admirap 
tion to your wisdom, you are the wisest Afiican I know.' I pulled out 
one of die poems he wrote in Sesutfao in which he said, 'We have 
been turned into slaves in our own homes, our homes are not res- 
pected, they are no protection for our wives and children, we work 
hard for next to nothing, our tears make them laug^, they entertain 
each other with our sufferings, our screams delight their children, 
we have become stories for pleasure by their firoides. Our &thers 
and mothers with us are called boys and girls. Will it ever end?' I 
said. There you speak for us all, but now you seem to suggest that 
one day they will change and become reasonable.' He got up from 
his chair and said to me^ 'My reason for trying to stand in your way 
18 that I know you will be a loss to us. I know,' he continued, %hat 
you say is true, but you have hdd the torch so long in the dariE, that 
with your departure you will take the torch with you.' That was in 
July nioeteen-fifty-four. 

One day a yoimg African came to see me; he was one of my 
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admirers and he had lost his job at Pretoria general hospital where 
he was a cleaner, because he was accused of being a labour ring- 
leader. He had spoken fearlessly for improvement in their wages and 
that earned him the sack. He was a clever young man with a fair 
knowledge of English, but like most African workers he was a migrant 
in Pretoria. When he went to the influx control for a permit to seek 
a new job he was refused and ordered to leave the urban area of 
Pretoria within seventy-two hours. He came to seek my help. I went 
to argue his case before Mr. Brent, head of the so-called Bantu 
aiiairs department of the city, and we succeeded. 

After that I said to him, *Look, this is temporary, it will happen 
again. Why not take on the Federated African Trade Unions of 
South Africa from which I am banned, and become secretary? I 
shall help you secretly ^dth everything you find difficult.' I said 
further, 'Tomorrow, you go to influx control and register yourself as 
self-employed, working as secretary and organiser of the union.' He 
said, *They won't agree, they will know that I got the idea &om you.* 
To which I replied, 'Tliey know akeady that you are one of those 
who are influenced by me, to them you stink like me. They can't 
refuse you registering as self-employed, paying two shillings every 
month. If they refuse we shall challenge them. I shall get Mr. 
Aitcheson into it; after that I shall get George Findlay, q,c, to take 
it up to the supreme court.' That impressed him a good deal and he 
agreed. The next day he went and registered. According to him they 
inocked him by saying, *You think where Mokgatle failed you will 
succeed. You will end the same way as him. He thought he was clever, 
now he knows he has been kicking a wall with spikes. He is finished, 
only fools like you will still listen to his nonsense.' 

For the whole of July and August I trained the young man. His 
name was Samuel Maesela Maimela, the son of a lay preacher in the 
Methodist Church at Middelburg, Transvaal. I made him write all 
the letters first in draft form, which I would go tlurough with him, 
correcting mistakes, and then allow hun to type them. I did so 
because I knew that the police knew my methods of construction in 
writing, they would one day raid the office and, though the signa- 
tures were in Maimela's handwriting, they would question him to 
find out that I was using him only to sign the letters. I knew that 
when they questioned him on the contents they would find that he 
had the answer for every passage. That would be the way to beat 
them. I asked the old man Thipe Ditshego not to tell the young man 
that I was planning to escape firom the country at the end of the year. 
That would firighten him off and make him feel that I was leaving 
him with a ta^ too big to handle alone. Ditsh^ insisted that I 
should go to Swaziland or Basutoland, now Lesotho, where I could 
be reached when my advice was sought, but I said they would 

324 



Gopytigined malenal 



filUaw me. They would tell the govenunents there that I was a 
troublemaker and I would be thrown out I was desperate, the year 
was not moving fkst enough. Though I had received no reply from 
Cihirwa, I was going. 
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XXXVI Departure 



In the middle of August I received a letter from the Rumanian 
trade union council asking me why I had not replied to the letter 
which they said they had sent me in July asking me to come to 
Rumania to attend a world conference of chemical workers to be 
held there on the twenty-third of September, as a fraternal delegate, 
representing South African African workers. I had not received the 
letter, which probably found its way into the police files. They 
stressed that they were waiting for my reply. After reading the letter 
I showed it to Thipe Ditshego and he asked me what my reply was 
going to be. I said that I would acknowledge the arrival of the letter, 
j)oint out that I had not received the first one and explain to them 
that being poor I could not manage the fare. If they could pay the 
fare and my keep, I would be with them when the conference 
opened. He looked at me in amazement. He said, *You are too 
optimistic, how can you say a thing like that ? You have no passport, 
they won't give you one even if you apply for it. Where do you think 
the first letter is ? The police have it, they know all about it, they are 
watching.* I reminded him of my letter to C. R. Swart demanding 
deportation, and said, *Let them stop me. I am going if my fare can 
be paid.* To cool him off I said, 'If I do go, after the conference I can 
come or go to any part of Africa.' We then called M2iimela to tell 
him about the letter, but promised him that I should come back 
after the conference, or move on to another part of Afiica. The young 
man said that my going to the conference would be a great help 
because people who did not know our situation would hear about it 
firom someone who had suffered from it himself. 

like Ditshego, he expressed the feeling that they would not let me 
leave the country. I said, 'Let me write to see what will happen.' We 
all agreed. I took Ditshego*s typewriter and the same day I replied 
along the lines I have already indicated. I was not sure myself that 
they would let me go. I posted the letter by airmail from Lad^ 
Selbomc sub-post office. All I could do now was wait. I carried on 
with my cover agency, helping Maimela and showing him how to do 
things the way I understood them. Each day I travelled fourteen 
miles each way to and from Lady-Selborne. 

One day on a Wednesday, September the Sixteenth, I felt tired 
and lazy and decided to spend the day at home in Atteridgeville. 
By ten o'clock in the morning I suddenly got a feeling that there 
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might be someone in Lady-Selbome who had come to see me from 

far away. It was not unusual for people to come in from distant 
farms to see me about their grievances on the farms, and many 
letters from me were in the files of native commissioners and district 
farmers' union offices protesting and asking them to investigate the 
grievances people had come to Pretoria to see me about. Workers 
who visited their families and relatives on the farms always gave 
those with grievances my name and address, telling them that I 
might help them or advise them what to do. I learned that even if 
you did not succeed, the mere fact that you made representations, 
and these were talked about by farmers they had thought were 
untouchable, was success in the eyes of those suffering people. 

I set off* and reached the city at half-past eleven, but decided to 
leave there for Lady-Selborne at two o'clock in the afternoon. I went 
into the place where I began my trade union work in nineteen- 
forty, the place I occupied at various times as my office, the place 
where my second banning order was handed to me, the place from 
which at one time I was thrown out under a court order for being in 
arrears with my rent: 253 Vcrmeulen Street. At that time it was 
occupied by two Africans, one a tailor, Motau, and the other a 
teacher of motor driving, Mahlangu. I sat there talking to Motau, 
waiting for two o'clock to strike. But people from afar had indeed 
been in Lady-Selbome looking for me. Maimela and Ditsh^o told 
them to go to Atteridgevilie to find me» but first to try 253 Ver- 
meulen Street. At half-past one a European and an African entered 
and said they were looking for someone called Mokgatle. Both were 
complete strangers to me. I said I was Mokgatle. From the uniform 
the African wore it was plain that they were not the police. They were 
fiom Johannesburg, representatives of Swissair airlines. The African 
was tibe chauffeur. They told me in the presence of my fiiends that 
tliey were to tell me that their office in Johannesburg had received 
instructions fiom Europe that my return air ticket from South 
Africa had been paid by the Rumanian trade union coundl, and 
that they should take me to Europe to attend a conference. 

On the spot they asked me whether I knew of the confisrenoe and 
if I was rrady to leave in a few days* time. I said 'Yes' to both 
questions. They then asked me whether I had a passport, to which 
I also repUed that I had. They told me to get vaccinated and that the 
plane that would carry me to Europe left on Saturday, September 
the nineteenth, at ten o'clock from Jan Smuts airport They would 
collect me, but wanted to know where they could find me. I said, 
'Here at this very place.' 'Very well,' they said, *yrt shall be here at 
eight o'clock in the morning on Saturday.' They left. 

I bulged my firiends who had been listening not to spread the 
news because I was not sure that I would be going. Immediately 
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after that I left in a hurry for Lady-Selborne, where I told Mr. 
Ditshego and Mr. Maimela who the two men were who had come 
looking for me early in the day and that it was all set, I was going. 

'What about a passport?' they asked me. I said, 'I am going to 
make one out for myself.' They could not believe it, so I had to 
repeat that I was maJdng one out myself. It became a joke. I took 
Ditshego's typewriter and b^gan to type the following affidavit: 

*I, Naboth Monyadioe Mokgatle, national registration no. 
1082386, of 37 Molope Street, Atteridgevillc-Pretoria, whose 
signature appears below, hereby declare and swear that I am a 
South African by birth and residence and I am a British subject, 
bom at Phokeng-district-Rustenbuig Transvaal province on the 
ist April, 191 1. 1 am 43 years of age. 

'I am a trade unionist by profession and I am proceeding to 
Vienna-Austria for visidng purposes. 

'I know and understand ^ contents of this affidavit.' 

When I had completed it, I left hurriedly for the city to get it 
sworn by a commissioner for oaths, an Indian friend of mine, who 
was employed by the post office in die Non-European section. From 
there I went to show it to my friend Motau the tailor, who like 
others doubted whether I would be successful with it. I had it in my 
possession when I arrived home, but did not tell my wife that I was 
leaving the country on Saturday. All I told her was that I was going 
to Johannesburg that day to see some friends and that I would be 
back the same evening. It was not unusual for me to attend con* 
ferences in Johannesbiug before I was banned. 

The next day I went to Lady-Sdbome to finalise things and to 
wait for Saturday to come. I told a few trusted fiiends about the 
journey and asked them to spread the news after they were sure I 
had left the country. One of diem was Motau the tailor. Though he 
was a resident of liuly-Selbome, I asked him to travel to Atteridge- 
ville on Sunday to tdl the news to my wife and children if he did not 
find me at home. That he did, as I was told later by my wife. The 
other one was my fellow-tribesman and friend, Ratshikane Molot- 
sane. 

I asked Ratshikane to visit my wife late on the night of my 
departure. If he did not find me at home he was to ask to see me, and 
if my wife said that I had not returned fix>m Johannesburg, then he 
would know that I had left the country and that he was to tell my 
wife I was not in Johannesburg but on the way to Europe. I was 
later told by my w^e that he fulfilled his promise. I did not want my 
wife to know beforehand that I was leaving because she would have 
been afiraid that I was deserting her and the children and that they 
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would never see me or hear Irom me again. Althougn my wife was 
loyal to me, she never shared my convictions. She was always trying 
to pull me down, urging me to be like everyone ebe* and saying that 
I was making trouble for myself. On the nineteenth of September 
nineteen-iifty-four, I left my wife and children with a promise that I 
was going to Johannesburg. My son Matshediso, who was ten years 
old, was suspicious and wanted to know more than once why I was 
going to Johannesburg. Even when I had gone out of the house he 
came running after me to ask whether I would come back in the 
evening. I lifted him up and said, *Ycs I always come back.' This 
moved me and filled my heart with strong emotions. 

The die was cast, there was no turning back. I carried no luggage, 
everything was on my person. In my pocket were three shillings and 
three pennies. At eight o'clock that morning I was waiting to be 
picked up. Half-past the hour the Swissair people arrived from 
Johannesburg, and with them I began my trip to Europe and finally 
to England. We arrived at Jan Smuts airport and for the first time 
they heard that I had no passport. The secret came out at the desk 
when I was asked to hand in my passport. I produced the affidavit I 
had drawn up myself and that was that. 

I was the only black passenger at the airport and I was ready to 
fight. The man who was checking passengers' passports and other 
documents asked me to step out of the queue, so that he could deal 
with me later. I did so, and when he had dealt with all the others he 
turned to me and asked why I had no passport. I replied that I did 
not need one. He asked for my medical certificate and I said I pos- 
sessed none. He then asked me which country I thought would let 
me in without a passport, visa or medical certificate; I replied that 
it was my affair. All the time he was speaking in Afrikaans. He then 
telephoned a certain department, I don't know which; all I could 
hear was him mentioning my name and saying that I was at the 
airport without a passport, only a piece of paper drawn up by my- 
self, no visa to enter any country and saying that I was going to 
Vienna, Austria. He was asking for advice as to what he should do 
with me; then I heard him say, *So I should let him go, I must not 
stop him.' When he had finished, he said to me, 'You will be sorry 
for this, you will suffer. No country will let you in. You are being 
foolish to think that you can just leave like this.' I said, 'I shall see 
when I get there.' 

He gave my affidavit back and said 'Go and wait for your plane 
to take o£f,' pointing to the non-European waiting-room. I went to 
wait. Four or five minutes later a young man, a European, came 
along and asked, 'Are you Mokgade?' I said *Yes.' He said, 'We 
understand that you are leaving the country without a passport.' I 
did not reply, and he invited me to follow him upstairs. In the office 
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into which he led me I found a tall, well-built man, a European, 
behind a large, well-polished desk. He introduced himself to me as 
Detective Inspector van Heerden of the South African police. I 
uttered no word. There was already someone else with him, so 
there were three of them while I was alone. He said, *We have 
received a report that you are leaving the country but you have no 
passport.' I said, *That is correct.' He said, *I have instructions from 
the department of justice, Pretoria, to warn you that you can't 
leave the country with no passport. If you insist on leaving, you can 
do 80 at your own peril. When you want to come back, because no 
country will let you in without proper papers, you will not be 
allowed into the country. This is an official warning given in the 
presence of two witnesses?' He said, *How do I know that you are 
MdEgatle?' I gave him my reference book. He said that is not good 
enough. 

He said, 'Books like these are made by crooks like you all over 
Johannesburg; it doesn't make me believe that you are really Mok- 
gatle.' I showed him the native commissioner's official stamp on it, 
but still he said he wanted further proof. I then took out the letter 
I had received from Mr. G. R. Swart advising me to consult my 
legal advuen in the matter I had written to him about regarding 

dqportation, and said, 'This is from your chief, I hope it will satisfy 
you that I am the man.' He read it, took it with my other papers, gave 
them to one of the men who was with us as a witness and instructed 
him to copy them all in full for him. Ten minutes before my plane 
was due to take off he gave me the papers back and said I was to 
go back to the waiting-room again. When the plane was ready, all of 
us were called to go on board, and between the building and the 
plane I found him waiting for me with an automatic camera. As I 
moved towards him, his camera was taking snaps of me until I 
passed him to board the plane. As I passed him, he said, 'Good luck, 
Mokgatle.' I followed the other passengers into the plane, but I did 
not feel sure that I was leaving South Africa, my country, my home, 
the soil which gave birth to me and all my ancestors bdbre me, the 
country in which I was deprived of dignity, human rights and all 
respect. Only when the plane had left the ground I looked down and 
asked myself^ *Am I really above South Africa? Am I really leaving 
torture and the pass laws which have been part of my life for the 
past forty-three years ?' 

Thou^ I had read a lot about other countries, that my colour 
would mean nothing and they would treat me like everyone else, for 
me the whole world was South Africa under Malan, and before him 
under Smuts and Hertzog. To believe that I would find different or 
better treatment in other countries never settled down in my mind. 

We flew noUffitop from Johannesburg to Nairobi in Kenya, 
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leaving at ten in the morning and reaching Nairobi at half-past five 
in the evening. I was die only black passenger m Uie plane. Only the 
stewardesses spoke to me, but I was not worried. I suspected that 
since all the Europeans in the plane were flying &om South Afinca 
they resented my presence in die plane. I may have been wrong; 
perhaps they were not all South Africans, some may have been 
vintora to my country. It was at the height of the fighting in Kenya, 
the talk was about Mau Mau. 

We spent an hour at Nairobi and firom there we flew on to the 
Sudan. It was not until after nine o'docfc in the evening that we 
landed at Khartoum. All of us left the plane for refireshments. It was 
very hot and I wondered how it would have been if we had arrived 
during the day. The Sudan at that time was enjoying internal self- 
government. While we were in the restaurant an African in Hght 
khaki uniform noticed that I was a stranger and came to sit next 
to me. He asked me where I was from. I told him I was a South 
African, whereupon he told me he was a police officer. Without 
asking about our situation in South Africa, he said, 'We know how 
you people live there, we are totally against the way you are treated. 
After our complete independence we will have to see that the pres- 
sure on you is ended.' 

In reply I thanked him for his kind words and sympathy but said 
that the best way they could help us after their complete independ- 
ence would be to build up a very strong Sudan. It would show the 
people who govern my country how wrong their accusations are that 
black people left on their own can't make any progress and can't 
govern themselves in a civilised fashion. 'When you have built 
schools and universities, offer our Africans scholarships to study in 
the Sudan. The education they will secure in the Sudan and the 
climate of being free from racial pressure in South Africa will give 
them encouragement and the determination to struggle for the 
democratisation of their own country.' I briefly pointed out to him 
that not all Europeans in South Aftica are for keeping down Afri- 
cans, but admitted that those who want to accept the Africans as 
equals are few. They too need encouragement and strengthening. 
The Africans, I pointed out, are not only oppressed physically, they 
are oppressed mentally too. They live in an atmosphere in which 
they are made to feel that they are clamouring for things they are not 
entitled to. It sounds odd, I said, but it is true. Most of them do in 
fact fed that it is pointless to struggle for the right to become prime 
minister in South Africa; that position is unattainable for them. I 
also said that most of the Africans, through lack of education, don't 
know what is happening outside their own country. 

Before he had time to conmient or ask me questions it was time for 
us to leave. I noticed that there was now another black passenger, a 
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Sudanese. He saw me and came along to share the scat I had 
occupied alone since we left South Africa. He told me his name was 
Mahdi Hussein Sherif, and he was an engineer in the government 
railways on a mission to West Germany to make purchases for the 
railways. 

As we were travelling at night we were advised to sleep, because 
the journey to Europe would take the whole night. In the morning 
when I woke up we were about to cross the Mediterranean sea into 
Greece. We had breakfast. It was Sunday, the twentieth of Septem- 
ber. The sky was clear, the sun was bright and the weather very 
warm. It was time for refreshments. When we got out of the plane 
and my feet touched the ground, silendy I asked myself, 'Am I 
really standing on European soil, the Europe I have heard so much 
about?' The soil did not look diiferent from the soil I was accus- 
tomed to in South Africa. But as if to prove to me that I was in 
Europe, something imique, something completely new happened to 
me. As Mahdi and I were walking to the restaurant, we were going 
the wrong way and a pretty young Greek woman came running to us 
and said with her Greek English accent, 'Excuse me, sirs, are you 
Swissair?' Mahdi replied 'Yes,' and she said, 'This way, please,' 
leading us to the right entrance. It was an historic day. In my entire 
life I had never been called 'Sir' by a European, let alone by a 
woman. Her words were a landmark. In the restaurant we were the 
only two black people, but no one cared. We were treated as human 
beings, nothing less. But the South African feeling was still part of 
me, the fear that there might be rows and objections against us. 

At Giampino airport in Rome, too, I was nervous about going 
into the restaurant. I did not want Mahdi to notice it. The place was 
full of people, all Europeans; and memories of South Africa were 
haunting me, that we might be attacked and thrown out, but nothing 
of the sort happened. 

We reached Kllotten airport, Zurich, at four o'clock in the after- 
noon, and there Mahdi Hussein Sherif said good-bye to me and 
took a plane for West Germany. I found myself alone at the airport, 
which was ftdl of people, all Europeans. I could hear from the 
speech of some that they were Americans or Canadians. My plane 
for Vienna was not leaving imtil six o'clock in the evening, which 
meant that I had to wait there for two frdl hours. The waiting-room 
was full of people waiting to be called to planes for all parts of the 
world. In my memories I was still in South Africa, where the colour 
of my skin was a mark to Europeans that I was not a real human 
being but someone inferior, who if he wanted something to eat or a 
soft drink, must go into a restaurant or caf6, purchase what he 
needed and go out into the street to eat or drink it on the pavement ; 
my country, where I was isolated into a lonely non-European 
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waiting-room at the airport because I ought not to mix with the real 
human beings, the Europeans. 

At Klottcn Airport I began to search for the non-European wait- 
ing-room. The day was warm, the sun was at times disappearing 
into the clouds. While casting my eyes all over the place wondering 
what to do I saw an Asian, sitting down, quietly reading a news- 
paper. He saved me. Seeing him there, I said to myself, *Surely, if 
they don't throw him out of the place, they won't throw me out.* 
Because of him, I entered the waiting-room, to see what would 
happen. No one cared. I don't even know whether they noticed that 
I was there. 
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XXXVII Vienna 



At six o'clock on Sunday the twentieth September, nineteen-fifty- 
four, I left Klotten airport. Unlike my fellow passengers on their 
way to Austria, I had no luggage, as everything I had was on my 
body. We were then conveyed by a British European Airways 
plane, and landed at Vienna airport after eight o'clock. There too 
I was an odd man out. When I reached my turn in the queue, the 
immigration officer who dealt with us found that I had no passport 
such as he would know, and no visa as was required from any 
foreigner who entered the country. To avoid detaining those with 
all the required documents, he asked me to step out of the queue 
so that he could deal with me later. He called a policeman who was 
on duty there to get a chair for me to sit down while waiting for 
my turn. That was an unusual thing happening to me, since in 
South Africa I could have been allowed to stand on my feet until 
my turn came to be dealt with. He vas very polite and, like the 
pretty young woman in Greece, he called me 'sir' when he ad- 
dressed me. That was in Europe, where people in South Africa, who 
still claim to be Europeans, have created in our minds that Euro- 
peans think nothing of us and would never treat us as their equals. 
Within two days since my departure from my ovm country my whole 
life had changed and I had gained dignity and respect from those 
authorised to deal with people on behalf of their government. 

The evening was warm and I sweated. While waiting I felt 
thirsty, so I interrupted him and asked for a drink of water. South 
African treatment of Africans still very fresh in my memories, I 
expected to be taken to a tap from which to drink with a communal 
tin mug. The officer again called on the policeman to get me water 
to drink. I was so surprised to see the policeman emerging with a 
tray, carrying a spotless glass of water; when I had finished he asked 
me whether I needed some more. Everything was done with extreme 
politeness. 

When passengers with valid documents had been dealt with and 
left, I was called to the counter to explain why I had not the 
necessary papers. I produced the affidavit I was travelling with, 
my reference book which showed my photograph and explained 
that I was passing through Austria on the way to Rumania to 
attend a conference. I was stopping in Vienna at the invitation of 
the World Federation of Trade Unions, for only a day. The officer 

334 



Copyrighted material 



then asked me whether the wftu people knew of my arrival, and 
I said they did, but that I was astonished that none of them was 
there to meet me. He asked me if I knew them, to which the answer 
was that I only knew them by the correspondence I had had with 
them for some years. He then asked me if I knew their address. I 
knew it by heart and recited it to him. Noticing that in my afBdavit 
I had written that I was a British subject, he telephoned iht British 
consulate in Vienna, told him that he had someone from South 
Africa claiming to be a British subject, but without a passport or 
visa to enter Austria, who was in need of help. He asked whether 
I should be sent to see him, but the consulate official said that they 
were not responsible for South African citizens, and that the South 
African consulate was the right place to contact. 

After that he told me that it was his duty to detain me at the 
airport, but that he was going to be sympathetic and would allow 
me to go into the city to find my World Federation of Trade Unions 
people, but the next day at eight o'clock in the morning I should 
report to him at his office in the city. He gave me his address card; 
his name was Herbert Huber. He said a policeman would take me 
outside to the bus which would carry me to the terminus in the city, 
where there was a taxi rank. When I left the airport in the bus, it 
was already eleven o'clock at night. 

When I arrived in a taxi at the offices of the World Federation 
of Trade Unions, I found the caretaker expecting me. After finding 
out that I was the right person, he asked the same taxi to take me 
to the Hotel Trieste where a place was booked for me, and to collect 
me again from the hotel the next morning and bring me to the 
office. During the night I wondered how the officials of that world- 
wide body could be so careless not to send someone to meet me at 
the airport, knowing well that I was arriving at night, a complete 
stranger to Vienna. Perhaps, I said to myself, I shall know the 
reason tomorrow at the office. I spent the night peacefully, after 
a delicious meal at the hotel. 

The next morning, after breakfast, the taxi arrived to collect me. 
The lady who received me, together with others, said that they were 
plc2ised that I had arrived and welcomed me on behalf of the World 
Federation of Trade Unions. I expected an apology for having not 
been met at the airport, but no such apology was made. I showed 
them Herbert Huber's card and told them he expected me at his 
office, and could they telephone him that I would be arriving in a 
few minutes; they told me I had nothing to worry about, and they 
would see to everything. I then left the matter in their hands and 
stopped worrying about Inspector Huber. 

I was sitting in a waiting room reading periodicals, and saw a tall 
well-built man going into the office of the lady who welcomed me. 
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They spoke in German, and I overheard them talking about me; 
my name and South Africa were repeatedly mentioned. Soon I 
had no doubt that this man was a detective. After he had left the 
lady came out to see me and, sn^ling, she told me that the man was 
sent to arrest me for not having reported to Inspector Ruber's 
office, but she told him that they were to blajne and would take me 
there the next morning. As far as I was concerned the matter was 
out of my hands. At their offices a delightful young Chinese showed 
great interest in me, and took me with him to limch in the canteen. 
He asked me about life in South A&ica. No one else seemed to 
notice me or bothered to ask me anything. The whole atmosphere 
was surprising to me - 1 though that friendship and solidarity were 
lacking. 

In the afternoon I went round the city, admiring its beautiful 
buildings, dean streets and everything else my eyes could reach. 
I was not aware this was to be my last day in Vienna, and instead 
I was thinking I should spend the next day sightseeing before 
leaving for Rumania. But my stay in Vienna was brief. I remember 
saying to myself, here I am in one of Europe's capitals, going about 
without fear that round the next comer I may be stopped by a 
policeman and asked to produce my pass. It was in that great city 
of culture and music that for the first time I rode in a taxi used by 
Europeans. It was in that city that for the fijrst time I shared a hotel 
with Europeans and slept tmder the same roof as them, though still 
Imagining that my presence in the hotel would cause a revolt. The 
other residents saw me there, and no one objected. 

The same morning, when I was waiting outside the Hotel Trieste 
for the taxi to collect me, I saw something which made me doubt 
my sight and wipe my eyes twice with a handkerchief to make sure 
that my sight was in order. There was a pretty young woman 
washing the windows of a shop ! I had never seen anything like that 
in Pretoria and Johannesburg. In those cities of apartheid, European 
women were angels, and if they had washed shop windows. South 
Africa would have been destroyed by fire. 

While I waited a chinmey sweep came into the hotel carrying 
his tools and wearing an overall, his &ce covered in black by the 
ashes of other chimneys he had deaned before coming to the Hotd 
Trieste. When he entered, there were several people in the foyer 
and when he saw me, he remarked: *I am also black'. His remark 
caused laughter, he stood for few seconds, looking at me with happy 
aqpresAon splashed all over his &ce. 'I am also black', the chimney 
sweeper said again with pride. He was identifying himself with the 
colour that Smuts, Hertzog, Malan, Strydom, Verwoerd and 
Vorster would have fdt highly insulted to be identified with. 

The next day, officials of the World Federation of Trade Unions 
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took mc to an office, I don't know whether for immigration or for 
internal affairs. Two of them went with me by car. When we got 
there I v/as made to wait in a room while they went into another. 
Five minutes later I was called in. All my identification papers were 
copied by two girls, one of whom told me in perfect English that 
she had lived in London during the Second World War. I was in 
the office while my papers were being copied, but I was not asked a 
single question by a man who seemed to me the person in charge. 
Afterwards, I saw the two officers of the World Federation of Trade 
Unions paying a fine and being give a receipt for it. There was no 
sign of hostility towards me. Afterwards one of them told me that 
the fine equalled three pounds in English money, and that every- 
thing was all right. My papers were given back to me, and I was 
taken into another room. That was the last I saw of the two men 
who had brought me there. After half an hour, the English-speaking 
girl entered the room with another tall, well-built man who she 
said was a detective. I was arrested and taken downstairs, put into a 
black Maria and driven to the police station. As I had known such 
experiences before, I wasn't in the least worried. The only thing 
that did worry me was that the arrest would make me miss the 
conference in Rumania. 

The conference was being held in Bucharest. At the police station, 
every method I knew was gone through; I was thoroughly searched, 
everything found in my pockets was taken out — ^tie, wrist-watch 
and braces were put into a bag, and I was given a receipt for them. 
I was then taken into another room, as I thought to be taken to the 
cells, but before that could happen I was given my things back and 
the two men horn the World Federation of Trade Unions arrived. 
They took me back to their offices, where I was told that the 
Austrian government had decided not to imprison me but to deport 
me out of Austria. I was shocked when I was told that the organisa- 
tion's secretariat has discussed my position at great length, with 
great care, and had come to the conclusion that for my own safety 
I should return home to South Africa. I asked how they could 
discuss my position without me and make a cut-and-dried decision. 
They told me that they had no time for that, the man who ac- 
companied us from the police station was waiting to take me to the 
airport to put me into a plane back to Zurich, where I would take 
my plane back to South Africa. I became very angry and said to 
them that the deportation was all right, but to let me proceed to 
Bucharest to attoid the conference I came to Europe to attend. 
They said tiiere was no time for more arguments - the Secretariat 
had made its decision that I should be returned home. While we 
were still arguing the Chinese gentieman I had found there came in 
and said he had just come back from the Dutch airlines olBBce, and 
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KLM had reserved a seat to take me to Bucharest, all they were 
waiting for was money to pay for the scat. But he was told that the 
Secretariat's decision could not be revcrs'td, and that for my 
safety I was being returned home. I begged them again to let me 
go to the conference, after which I would return home. No, was 
the reply, there was no more time, the policeman who was taking 
me to the airport could not be kept waiting. I gave up, but said to 
myself, I am in Europe and I am not returning to South Africa. 
I shook the Chinese comrade by the hand and told him not to worry; 
he had done his best. The policeman was called in to take me away. 
I told them that I had no luggage and there was nothing to collect 
at the Hotel Trieste. I was now taken to Vienna airp>ort, on my way 
back to Zurich. At the airport the policeman told me that I was 
entitled to a free meal as the guest of the Austrian government^ 
I should choose what I liked. 

My contact with the officiab of the World Federation of Trade 
Unions was a very limited one; as I have already explained, I had 
a sad arrival with no one waiting to receive me in Austria. Even at 
their offices, the reception was a limited one. I saw only one lady 

official, but apart from her I met no one else. I mention no one's 
name because I met no one. They gave me the cold shoulder, but 
without a reason. They made no attempt to show me how the 
organisation to which workers organisations in many countries of 
the world were members worked. No attempt was made to show me 
round, and I never knew who W2is at the head of the organisation. 
I only heard of the Ghost Secretariat which decided my fate, aiming 
at sending me back to South Africa, where they biew through 
correspondence I had written to them for several years that I was 
persecuted because of my convictions. What blatantly exposed their 
hypocrisy was when they said they were sending mc back to the 
police state in South Africa for my own safety. 

I had never thought that I would find people like that inside the 
World Federation of Trade Unions. Their actions convinced me 
that they were not in the world workers' organisation to advance 
its cause but to disrupt it, to speak sweet misleading words, and to 
act against the workers' interests. They gave me a picture of the 
couldn't-care-less type of bureaucrats, who put themselves far 
above the people they pretended to serve. 
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XXXVIII Zurich 



The policeman who escorted me to Viemia airport, carrying out 
my deportation order, was polite. In the airport restaurant he 
bought me a large and delicious meal, saying that I should not be 
afraid to ask for what I wanted, because the Austrian government 
was paying for the meal, not he himself. I asked him to do the 
choosing for me, assuring him that what he liked I would also like. 
While we were enjoying ourselves eating the delicious Austrian 
food, and waiting for the plane to take off to Zurich with me on 
board, I was scheming hard what to do when I arrived in Zurich. 
I had already decided that going back to South Africa was out of 
the question. Only fools could think that I woidd go back there. 

I made up my mind that as soon as I reached Zurich, I would 
hand mysdf over to the Swiss police and asked them to convey 
to their government that I was in their country seeking political 
asylum. I also decided that, while my request was being considered 
by the Swiss government, I would ask to meet the press so that my 
request could be known in the country. My idea was that once my 
request was brought before the Swiss people, many would come 
forward to help me secure the political asylum I was seeking for. 
That was September the twenty-second, nineteen-fifty-four. The 
Bucharest conference was opening next day. 

The time came for the plane to take off, and I shook hands with 
my escort at the door of the plane. We landed at Klotten airport, 
Zurich, at about six o'clock in the evening. From the plane I went 
straight to the inquiries office to find out when the next plane was 
leaving to South Africa. I was told that there was no plane till 
Thursday of that week. It was now Tuesday, so there was Wednesday 
before me. This came to me as a gift from nowhere. When I Idft 
the inquiries office, I met a man dressed in uniform, with the badge 
of British European Airways. I asked him to excuse me and told 
him of my desperate trouble, asking him to help me. He first 
checked when the next plane was leaving for South Afirica and when 
he got the same information as I had he asked me whether I had 
any money - I had ten Swiss firancs, given me by the wffu office 
in Vienna - and he showed me the immigration office and said 
I should ask them for a twenty-four-hour transit visa. After I had 
done this, I went back to his office, and he told me his name was 
Murphy and that he was in charge of British European Airways 
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planes at Zurich. He got me a hotel room, put me aboard a bus 
to the city, which stopped right in front of the bea office, where 
a yoimg lady was waiting to take me to my hotel. Needless to say 
there was no difficidty for her in recognising me. She invited me 
to go along with her, and side by side we walked to Hotel Trumpy 
where she left me in the hands of the management. After being 
booked in, I was taken to the dining room and left to choose what 
I desired to eat that evening. With only five Swiss firance left (five 
had gone to pay for the visa) and three shillings and three pennies 
in South African money, I ate everything which attracted me on 
the menu. I sometimes wonder what would have happened if they 
had wanted me to pay my bills in advance. I was the only person 
of my colour in the dining room, but all the people there seemed to 
be pleased at being joined by someone who, though of a different 
colour, was like them in every other respect. Many of them can 
seldom have seen a black man, as I coiild see by the concealed 
way that they drew the attentions of others, who hadn't noticed me, 
to my presence amongst them. I went up to my room later to ask 
mysdf searching questions about what I was going to do the next 

day, which was the only day I was allowed to be in Switzerland. 

One thing I had already setded, that I was not going back to South 
Afinca. The only alternative yras to ask the Swiss government to 
grant me political asylum. I knew that Switzerland was a neutral 
country and that many people, including Lenin, had enjoyed 
asylum there. I could not decide at what time of day I was going 
to contact the police, but I fell asleep, still not having decided, 
I got up in the morning, like all residents, had a refreshing bath, 
and after the sound of the gong, went down to breakfast as though I 
had money to pay for it. After breakfast I went to ask in the office 
where I could get English-language newspapers, as I was keen to 
know what was going on in the world. She advised me to try at the 
railway station, which was not far away. On my way there I 
noticed that Swiss people were not accustomed to seeing black 
people in their country. Before I could greet them they greeted me 
first, and as I walked away firom them they looked back to make 
sure that they really had seen a black man, as they would have a 
' fascinating story to tell to others. 

In firont of the station, where I brought an English newspaper, 
is a busy square, with benches for people to sit down and pass the 
time. Having slept in a hotel with no objections, I convinced myself 
that no one would object to me sitting on one of those benches. 
But before I could do anything, my memories of South A&ica came 
first. Would I be attacked or arrested for being in a particular place 
or doing a particular thing? I was haunted by my unfaringing 
under the racist police state in my own coimtry . I always remembered 
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soon enough that I was not in South Africa but in Europe: people 
who passed me sitting there made sure that their eyes were not 
painting me black, but that I was really black. I remember an old 
lady coming up to me with excitement, asking: 'Are you happy in 
this country, do you like it?' - and, after I had replied yes, she stood 
by looking at mc for a while and said: 'I am glad, good-bye/ and 
miked away. People who passed by in trams touted out to attract 
my attention and waved, inviting others to see what they saw. 

Not far from the station is a bridge over the river, where people 
had collected to enjoy the sight of peissing boats and others were 
feeding beautiful snow-white swans with breadcrumbs. I was 
attracted by the number of people on the bridge, and went to join 
them. While enjoying the sight the thought came to me that I was 
in the home of the Red Cross. I said to myself, Red Cross people 
must settle my problem. I am a refugee, I convinced myself, my 
problem is a Red Cross problem. I felt strong and left the bridge 
at once. When I found the office and I knocked at the door, a 
middle-aged lady invited me inside and offered me a chair. First I 
asked her to write down my name, and then I told her of my political 
convictions, that I was a communist who had run away from 
political persecution in South Africa. In short, I claimed I was a 
political refugee in need of a help. I gave her my reasons for being 
in Europe and how I had come to be in Switzerland. After giving 
me much of her time, she asked me how I wanted them to help me. 
First, I said, I had to be out of Switzerland by the next day, and 
I had decided not to return to my own country. I didn't know where 
I would be going, and I was desperate and mixed up. I said I 
wanted her office to get me an extension to stay in Switzerland for 
a month while I sorted myself out, and as I was living in a hotel 
with no money, sleeping there and eating food which I would not 
be able to pay for, I suggested they adopted me and paid the bills. 
She replied that she was sorry her office could do nothing for me, 
they were concerned with orphans who had no parents and no 
homes. I didn't fall into that category. 

I then asked her bluntly: *What are you going to do for me?' 
'Nothing, I am afraid,' she replied. I noticed that she was thinking 
about something, and I waited. Eventually she said: *I shall send 
you to the World Red Cross office - they may do something for 
you.' At the World Red Cross office, I found an old man and old 
lady. Before them I laid my cards facing upwards as I had done at 
the Zurich Red Cross office. My requests were the same. They, too, 
after hearing me out, told me that according to their rules I was not 
a refugee, who was entitled to help from their organisation, which 
dealt only with displaced persons, who had suffered because of war. 
I landed on them the same question: *What are you going to do for 

341 



Copyrighted material 



me?* They said that they were extremely sorry, their hands were 
tied, there was no way they could help mc under the circumstances. 

The old lady then said they could send mc to the Refugees' 
Ciommittee and that I might get help there. At the Refugees' 
Committee office, a lady received me and introduced me to a Dr. 
Landau, who shook hands and invited me into his office. There, too, 
I left no stone unturned, and explained my political history in 
South A&ica, my arrests and other persecutions, the purpose of 
my stay in Europe, and all the reasons why I was appealhig to their 
organisation for help. I ended up by saying that for me to return 
to South Africa was as good as ending my own life there in Switzer^ 
land in order to get over all my problems. 

While I outlined my position to Dr. Landau I noticed he was not 
only listening, but understood what I was telling him, and was 
sympathetic. When I had finished he told me that he was not the 
directCMT of the Refugees' Committee, but the assistant director. 
He called in the lady who had recdv^ me, and asked her to give 
me some tea and biscuits. He then asked me to wait as he was going 
to consult the director about my appeal. He was away for ninety 
minutes, after which he emeiged with an attractive middle-aged 
lady, whom he introduced as l^iss Furrer, the director of the 
Committee. They left me, and I waited another hour. When they 
returned they said that they had got in touch with other directors 
of the Committee, and they had been authorised to help me. The 
three of us went into Miss Furrer's office and firom there they 
telephoned the immigration office asking them to give me an 
extension to be in Switzerland for a month. The result was that 
they granted me three weeks grace. They asked the Refugees' 
Committee whether they were nuJdng themselves responsible for 
my actions and for whatever mischief I committed in Switzerland. 

"Mm Furrer told the immigration authorities that their Com- 
mittee was prepared to take that risk, as they felt they could trust 
me. They were then told that the extension was granted on condition 
that for the next three weeks I should stay in Zurich and not leave 
the city area and also that I should not get in touch with the local 
communists. So at last my worries and problems were over, and 
they telephoned the Hotel Trumpy to book me in imtil October 
the third and to send all my bills to them. 

Dr. Landau left me widi Miss Furrer. She told me that Dr. 
Landau was himself a refugee who left Germany and came to 
Switzerland at the time of Hitler's persecutions; he was now a 
Swiss citizen, and had married and raised a £unily in Switzerland. 
I began to understand why Dr. Landau understood my plight and 
had been instrumental in getting me help. She told me with pride 
that Switzeriand was a democratic country, but added that women 
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still had no vote. I remarked that the Refugees* Committee should 
come to their aid. She laughed and agreed. 

Then she told me of an English-speaking lady in Zurich, who had 
lived there since ninetecn-ninetecn, married to a Swiss professor. 
Her name, too, was Furrer, but no relative. She asked if I would 
like to meet her, and I said very much so. So she telephoned to 
Frau Furrer, and asked her if she would like to meet me, and her 
reply was to invite me to tea with her that afternoon. Miss Furrer 
gave me five francs and told me to go and have lunch in any 
restaurant, and when I ran short of pocket money, to go back and 
see them. I thanked her and Dr. Landau for everything, and asked 
her to convey my thanks to the other directors. I then left. In the 
afternoon I knocked at Frau Furrer's door, and she welcomed me 
with a very broad smile. We had tea together and I explained 
myself fully to her. Late in the afternoon we were joined by her 
husband Dr. Paul Furrer. I found them both very kind people, 
who offered me their home entirely all the time I was in Zurich. 
They said to me, *This is your home, sleep at Hotel Trumpy, but 
you can have all your meals here if you like.' They were Christian 
Socialists and Dr. Furrer was the editor of the Christian Socialists' 
organ in Switzerland. I felt completely at home in their house and 
with them. They even told me not to wait for them to give me 
something to eat, but whenever I felt hungry, I should go into the 
pantry and get something. They also placed their typewriter and 
paper at my disposal^ to write anything and to whom I wished. 

The same evening they held a reception for me in their house 
to which they invited their friends. It was a most exciting event, 
something I had never known before in my entire life. Among the 
guests was a yoimg lady teacher, who invited me to visit her school 
the next day. So the next morning I went there, and met the children. 
In the class-room was a large map hanging on the wall. After the 
children had sung a sweet-sounding song, ^e asked them, 'Where 
does he come fixxm? Show me on the world map.' She made it easy 
for them by saying that she didn't want the country but the conti- 
nent from which people like me came. As can be expected, some 
pointed at Asia, odiers to America, and it was not until one of them 
pointed to Africa that she said, 'That is right, he comes from Africa.' 
The children sang two sweet songs for me, which I enjoyed very 
much though I didn't follow the words, but the sounds were enough. 

I didn't realise that other children in other classrooms were 
envious of those who had the opportunity of seeing me dose to. 
They asked their teachers to let diem meet me in the yard when I 
was leaving, so that they could shake hands with me. There wa^ 
excitement in the school yard, and each one who touched me looked 
at his or her hand to see whether I transferred some of my colour 
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to thenu There mis no rudeBieii in this - it only revealed how rare 
Uack people were in SwitBeeriaacL Some asked to touch my hair, 
which they eiy oyed feeting. 

I lived in the Hotel TVumpy, aad had my fareak&st there, but 
took my lunch and evening meals at Frau Furrer's house with her 
and her husband. It was fiom there that I wrote a letter to the 
World Federatum of Trade Unions in Vienna tdling them that I 
was not in South Africa but in Zurich, making plans to find a new 
home elsewhere. One day when I arrived at Frau Furrer's house I 
finind the kdy &om "^enna, who was the only link between me and 
the World Federation, waiting for me. She said that she had been 
sent to see me and say that they were pleased I was safe and well. 
I said that I had nothing to say except to mention that I was as she 
saw me. 

She had brought with her forty-six Swiss francs as a gift from the 
organisation, for me to buy whatever I was in need of. Though Dr. 
Landau and Miss Furrer had said that whenever I needed some 
money I should call on them, I never did, so the money I got from 
the WFTU helped me to buy two shirts, imderwear and socks, and 
enabled me to get the clothes I had brought with me from South 
Africa washed. I never went to the Refugees' Goxmnittcc for money 
because I felt that they were generous enough in taking over 
payment of my hotel bills and in making a standing offer of money 
whenever I needed some. 

I foimd it very difficult to shake off my South African upbringing. 
One Sunday, Frau Furrer said to me. 'Tomorrow is my washing 
day, so go back to the hotel, fetch all that you want washed and 
bring it here so that I can do it with the rest of the family's washing.' 
That was a new revelation to me. On my way back to the hotel, I 
could not cease wondering whether she meant that I should wash 
them there myself or whether she, a European lady, was going to 
wash and iron them for me - which was exactly what she was going 
to do. That was something I never thought would happen to me in 
my entire lifetime. The relationships between Africans and Euro- 
peans in South Africa is so poisoned that even when I was in 
Switzerland I still thought that a fine person like Frau Furrer was 
thinking along the same lines as Europeans in my country. 

While I was in Zurich a South African European lady on holiday 
in Europe, who had heard of me, traced me to Hotel Trumpy. 
I was at the Furrers's house, but she left a message that I should 
contact her where she was staying. One day I went to see her. She 
was very progressive and sympadietic, and I found that she knew 
people in Pretoria and Johannesburg whom I knew. After hearing 
my story, she asked what my future intentions were, and I told her 
that I was still undecided, but there was a grain in my mind that I 
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should seek political asylum in Switzerland. Like Dr. Furrer and 
his wife, she said it would be unwise for me to do that because, 
first I would thus sever my connections with Africa and the African 
struggle for emancipation all over the continent and, secondly, in 
Switzerland I would have to b^;in from the bottom, learning to 
ipeaky write and read the language, which would take a long time 
at my age. As though she knew what the Furrers had been telling 
me, she added that I should think of going to the Centre of the 
World, London, strengthening her case by saying that there I would 
meet Africans from all parts of Africa, some who had been living 
there a long time, and others coming in and returning again, as well 
as people from every other part of the world. 

She asked me whether I knew anyone in London - I said I had 
had correspondence with the British Communist Party and some 
of its members for some years, and that since my arrival in Zurich 
I had written telling them I was out of South ^JBica and trying to 
pave the way to go to London, but no replies had been forthcoming. 
With fresh memories of the World Federation, I doubted if they 
wanted to have anything to do with me. She then said she had 
friends in London and would write and ask them to receive me when 
I arrived there. She asked me further whether I knew the Reverend 
l^chad Scott, whom I had met several times in South Africa, 
saying that he had an o£Bice in London called the Afirica Bureau, 
helping Africans who came to have talks with the British govern- 
ment She promised to write to them, too. She said again that in 
London I would find people ready to help me; and she, too, offered 
to help the best way she could. So together we plamied the last 
stage of my journey. 

My newly-found South Afiican Etiropean fiiend then asked me 
whedier I had money for my flight to London, to which I said no 
but that I thought the Refrigees* CSommittee would be able to raise it 
She replied that that was where she would come in - it would be 
paid by her. So she booked me to fly from Klotten Airport, Zurich, 
to London Airport on the third of October, nineteen- fifty-four. 
She is a South African, back in South Africa. For natural reasons, 
I cannot reveal her name. 

Frau Millicent Furrer and her husband were delighted when I 
told them of my South Africa friend and her offer, and they were 
delighted, too, that I had been persuaded to go to England, as they 
had advised. I spent my last days in Zurich happy and with nothing 
to worry about for myself, but knowing what was happening in 
South Africa. I worried, too, over the people in Europe, who were 
giving me hospitality - how would I pay them back? I felt sorry 
that I was only taking, and that because I had lost South Africa, 
I would not be able to give in return. 
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I arrived in Zurich alone with no friends, no place to go to, no 
one to receive me, but I had confidence in mankind and knew that 
someone would listen to me and, hearing my words, would move 
others to join him. I had no friends when I arrived, but I had many 
to leave behind when I boarded the aircraft for London. My father 
once told me that whea you want help from people, you must not be 
a&aid to tell them you need it, or be ashamed to tell them your needs. 
That was a guide to me during bad days in Europe, days I shall 
always remember. Many exciting things happened to me in Zurich, 
The rhilri«»n of the school I had visited, who had wondered whether 
the colour of my hand would come off, had themselves pho^pnphed, 
wrote their names on the picture and sent it to me as a souvenir 
before I left Zurich. I treasure it very much. 

I moved about in Zurich unresented, I visited many places, 
rode in a moimtain train, visited the swimming baths though I 
didn't swim, went in a speedboat on the lake, visited the house 
where Lenin lived and had tea or coffee in any place I fancied. 
In Europe I was treated for the first tune as a man and a free 
individiud. 
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XXXIX London 



After lunch on the third of October, nineteea-fifty-four, I said 
goodbye to the Hotel Trumpy, the management and friends I had 
aoade there; and with my South African bene&ctor, the Furrers 
and a few others, left for Klotten Airport The day was warm. 
Unlike when I Idft my own country, I was carrying a beautiftd 
brown suitcase which I had brought in Zurich with the money I 
had been given by the World Federation of Trade Unions. The 
waves of my friends as we said good-bye still come back to me in 
memory, I can still see their snow-white handkerchieft, as they 
stood on the balcony of the airport until I disappeared fibom their 
sight. It was a happy flight, and we reached London Airport in the 
evening after dark. 

Like at Jan Smuts Airport and Vienna, I was the last to be dealt 
with. When my passport was called for, I presented the affidavit 
I drew up myself; then out came my pass reference book. When 
the immigration officer discovered that these were all the documents 
I had, he told me to sit down and wait; he would see me later. 
When my turn came to be examined, he asked politely to see my 
papers again. After reading them carefully, he adced me what else 
I could produce to satisfy tibem that I was from South Africa and a 
South African citizen. I produced two letters bearing my name and 
address on the envelopes, and the letter I had received from Charles 
Robert Swart, Malan*s minister of justice. The man took them all 
away, then after half an hour he returned and gave them back to me 
- it was all right. 

Without asking me further questions, the man kindly directed 
me to a bus outside. It was already dark, so I saw nothing on the 
way into London except street lights. I had no idea who was meeting 
me at the terminus but I was happy to find there a daughter of 
South Africa waiting to welcome me on behalf of the Africa Bureau - 
Mary Benson, who was secretary of the Bureau at that time. She 
had been born and grown up and been to school in Pretoria, near 
to a very hostile place of higher learning, Pretoria University. In 
Pretoria I hadn*t known Mary Benson but I did know her parents, 
particularly her father. He was the general secretary of Pretoria 
General Hospital, and they were customers of Cuthbert and Com- 
pany, the shoe people I worked for in my young days. I used to 
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cycle to the hospital with the Bensons' shoes, and must have 
delivered Mary's as well. I was the only black man on the bus, so 
that when I alighted she waved and came forward to meet me, 
smiling, her face full of life. 

From the terminus she took me by bus to Friends' International 
Centre in Tavistock Square, where they had already arranged for 
me to stay. After seeing that I was well received and giving me the 
address of the Africa Bureau and instructions how to get there, 
Mary left. The next morning when I woke up I found the room 
contained more beds occupied by other men, all Europeans. The 
South African climate still haunting my memories, I wondered why 
they didn't object and revolt when they found that I was sharing 
the room with them. They were happy and all wished me good 
morning 

I found the Africa Bureau. The Reverend Michael Scott was in 
the United States at the time, attending a session of the United 
Nations, but I was introduced to Miss Jane Ursula Symonds, who 
was assistant to Mary Benson, Lord Hemingford, the chairman, 
and other supporters of the Bureau - Thomas Williams, a barrister; 
the former leader of the Liberal Party, Clement Davies ; Commander 
Fox-Pitt, assistant secretary of the Anti-Slavery Society; Mr. 
Greenidge, secretary of that Society, and many people who were 
helping to make the Bureau's work in helping the peoples of Africa 
who were engaged in the struggle for self-government a success. I 
found that the Bureau knew well about Tefii's and my arrests, and 
the news had been published in their information magazine. The 
Digest. 

That week I helped at the Btureau, still living at the Friends* 
International Centre. London seemed to me so confusing that I 
though I should never get used to it. For a long time I could not tell 
without a map which way was east, west, nordi or south. 

The terror inflicted on the Africans in the friscist police state of 
South Africa builds into their nervous system a fear, which hardens 
like a block of ice left in cold storage for years. When it is brought 
into a warm place, it takes a very long time to melt. The terror is 
instilled through the mass arrests for passes, the permanent denial 
of human rights, cruel segregation, and constant police raids in the 
areas where Africans are forced to live, for beer as well as passes at 
any time of the day or night. I did not realise until I came to 
London that this h£e, as I had lived it in my own country had 
ruined my nervous system. For many months I couldn't get rid of 
that fear. Each time I saw a policeman in London, the first thing 
which entered my mind was that he might stop me and demand 
production of my documents questioning my right to be where he 
had found me. 
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It took me many months in London before I could go into a 
cinema, where I knew the people would be Europeans. I always 
had fears that the lady in the box office would reftise to sell me a 
ticket. And if she made a mistake and sold me one, Ifeared I would 
be thrown out of the cinema, by her people who would strongly 
object to my sharing the performance with them. For many montfaa 
I struggled with my fears, suppressing them each time I wanted to 
go into a restaurant alone for a meal or for anything to refresh 
myself. I feared that I might be beaten up, the police called and 
then charged for causing disturbances in a place where I had no 
right to be. To form a bus queue and wait there with Europeans 
was for many months a torment for me. 

When I was with the Africa Bureau, Mary Benson and Jane 
Symonds used to take me to lunch, and when I stepped into the 
street with them they would make me walk alongside them, in the 
middle while one of them walked on each side of me. As streets at 
that time of the day are always full of people also going to lunch, 
I used to feel very nervous, and in actual danger of being attacked 
by European men for walking with or between European women. 
At night, too, whenever I saw a policeman after ten o'clock, the 
first thing which struck my mind was the curfew, and I feared he 
would ask me to produce a night pass, to show that I had the 
authority to be there at that time of night. 

My nervous system took a long time to get used to life as I found 
it in London. When people live in a concentration camp, where 
they are denied human rights and live in terror of mass ill-treatment, 
their nervous system is destroyed, and their power to think like 
other human beings is destroyed as well. Their will to demand and 
struggle for human rights is weakened because they have been 
brought to the level of doubting whether they were really entitled 
to human rights and humane treatment. Anyone who has doubts 
as to whether he may demand something he is entitled to has lost 
the will to struggle for it. This revelation came to me in London. 
Only then did I realise how the fascist police state erected in South 
Africa has damaged the Africans' will to stand up without fear 
for human rights, and for the right to share in the administration 
of their own country. 

Many people in the world wonder why the Africans, being the 
majority, allow themselves to be downtrodden, oppressed and forced 
to carry that badge of slavery, the pass. I hope I have given the 
reason. An African, who was born and has lived in the police state, 
takes a long time to get convinced that he is as good as any human 
being regardless of colour or language. I have gone through that 
experience myself; I have seen myself carry the whole system of a 
police state system with me in my mind in European countries and 
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in London. I was like a person who had been sick for a very long 
time, whose blood had been heavily poisoned by the sickness, and 
who could not get cured in his own country, so had gone to another 
country where doctors hcfpaa. to work en him. My sickness was a 
very old one and my cure was long. 
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